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NEW YORK TIMES
INAUGURATION OF THE POPE. Pope Issues Call for Unity. Benedict XVI reaches out to 'the whole church' at a colorful inauguration but offers few hints of his agenda for the new papacy.                                              by Tracy Wilkinson and Richard Boudreaux



VATICAN CITY — In golden robes and crown, Pope Benedict XVI on Sunday took on the ancient trappings of a troubled Roman Catholic Church and sketched the spiritual outline of his papacy, telling followers that only by embracing God can mankind escape a wasteland that haunts this Earth.



The inauguration of Benedict in a sun-streaked ceremony in St. Peter's Square was regal and subdued. It capped an emotionally charged three-week interregnum that started with the death of Pope John Paul II and ended with the election and installation of his controversial successor.



The German-born Benedict delivered a homily in accented but clear Italian, a speech laden with grim pictures of humanity's plight but also hopeful hints of redemption. There was little indication what shape his papacy might take, however, and only brief mention of some of John Paul's initiatives, such as dialogue with other faiths. 



Instead, Benedict focused on moral and spiritual directives.



"We are living in alienation, in the salt waters of suffering and death, in the sea of darkness without light," the 78-year-old pontiff said in his first public Mass since his election Tuesday. "The net of the Gospel pulls us out of the waters of death and brings us into the splendor of God's light, into true life."



He said his government plan was "not to do my own will, not to pursue my own ideas," but to "listen, together with the whole church, to the word and will of the Lord."



The remarks seemed to suggest a willingness to entertain diverse ideas as he assumes leadership of the largest Christian institution in the world, one that faces many challenges, from empty pews in Europe to threats from Islam and evangelical sects in developing nations.



In the 24 years he headed the church's office on doctrinal purity, the former Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger earned a reputation as an austere disciplinarian who blocked numerous church reforms. Since his election, he and aides have taken pains to project a more conciliatory image.



Sunday's Mass was the latest step in that campaign.



Tens of thousands of pilgrims, many from Germany, poured into the Vatican square with flags and banners for a celebration steeped in centuries-old ritual and highlighted with modern innovations.



Keen to show a connection to his predecessor, Benedict ended the outdoor festivities with a spin around St. Peter's Square in an open-backed Fiat sport-utility vehicle. It was not the same "popemobile" that John Paul used, but it made a similar point.



The new pontiff started the ceremony beneath St. Peter's Basilica, in the grottoes where tradition holds that the Apostle Peter, the church's first pope, is buried and where John Paul was interred. Then, he and the cardinals of the Catholic Church paraded through the basilica and onto the vast piazza, decorated with grass and 20,000 yellow, white and green flowers. A television camera followed the procession every step of the way.



Before the masses that filled the square and stretched down the broad Via della Conciliazione to the Tiber River, Benedict received symbols of the papacy that date to the 4th century. 



Chilean Cardinal Jorge Arturo Medina Estevez, who announced Benedict's election to the world last week, placed on him an 8-foot-long papal stole, or pallium. Its ends are embroidered in black to resemble the hoofs of sheep; above all, a pope is supposed to be a shepherd who leads his flock, and the pallium, Benedict said, is "an image of the yoke of Christ." The stole is decorated with five red silk crosses, symbolizing the wounds of Christ on the crucifix. After it was placed on Benedict's shoulders, Medina added three large pins to represent the nails driven into Jesus' hands and feet.



Wearing a gold-embroidered chasuble once used by John Paul, the pope was presented the gold fisherman's ring, which bears an image of St. Peter casting a net from a boat but, in a departure from the past, no longer carries the papal seal.



Instead of having the cardinals kneel before him to show their allegiance, Benedict received 12 people who pledged it by kissing his ring. They included two recently confirmed youths, a girl from Sri Lanka and a boy from Congo, and a married South Korean couple. The number 12 symbolized the number of Jesus' disciples.



The leader of the world's more than 1 billion Catholics smiled frequently but looked weary as he gazed from the spot where 16 days before he had presided over his predecessor's funeral.



In his homily, Benedict occasionally struck a more upbeat note than was typically associated with his role as austere enforcer of orthodoxy. Where he previously portrayed the church as a victim under siege, he used the inaugural Mass to assert the vitality of Roman Catholicism.



"The church is alive!" he repeated five times. "And the church is young. She holds within herself the future of the world and therefore shows each of us the way toward the future."



Benedict issued a call for unity among Christians, lamenting that the "fisherman's net" had been broken as it cast about for men and women to follow God. He also saluted those of other faiths in a clear attempt to dispel fears about his past assertions of Catholic primacy and condemnations of other faiths as inferior. However, he did not retract those earlier judgments.



He said Jews were Christians' brothers, "to whom we are joined by a great shared spiritual heritage, one rooted in God's irrevocable promises."



In a darker side of his homily, Benedict used the bleak imagery that often characterized the speeches he made before becoming pope. He described a world of dark, empty souls and "external deserts" of poverty, hunger, abandonment and loneliness.



"The external deserts in the world are growing, because the internal deserts have become so vast," he said.



"The human race — every one of us — is the sheep lost in the desert which no longer knows the way. The son of God will not let this happen; he cannot abandon humanity in so wretched a condition. He leaps to his feet and abandons the glory of heaven, in order to go in search of the sheep and pursue it, all the way to the cross. He takes it upon his shoulders and carries our humanity; he carries us all; he is the good shepherd who lays down his life for the sheep."



The audience interrupted Benedict with applause about 35 times and with occasional chants of "Benedetto!," his name in Italian. People waved flags, including the pale blue and white one of Bavaria. And someone unfurled a sign that said: "Christian Europe, here we are!" 



But overall, the enthusiasm seemed muted, tempered by uncertainty over what policies he would pursue. "[He has] a very good knowledge and discernment of spirit, what is the truth and what is not," said Hans Fink, 43, a tax accountant who came to Rome with a group of 250 Catholics from Munich. "I hope he's open to change. I know that there are many things that should be changed."



Markus Becker, a math professor from Duesseldorf, traveled to Rome with his nephew to see the new German pope. "He thinks in a conservative way, so not everything will be reformed," Becker said approvingly. "He will keep the traditional things."



Nineteen-year-old Michael O'Connor of Lowell, Mich., said he was a member of Regnum Christi, one of the conservative ecclesiastical groups favored by John Paul and now, he figures, Benedict. Such movements, he said, are the future of the church, especially in America, where many Catholics have drifted from doctrinal teachings.



"It was incredible to see him today," said O'Connor, who was shepherding a group of 10 youths from Washington, D.C. "He's trying to continue with what John Paul was trying to do for the young people of the church. I don't understand Italian too well, but I heard him mention the giovani, the youth, many times."



Dignitaries were seated in the colonnaded square. Although the list was shorter and less powerful than for John Paul's funeral, it included Florida Gov. Jeb Bush, brother of the U.S. president and a Catholic convert; Prince Albert II of Monaco, who ascended to the throne after his father's death this month; German Chancellor Gerhard Schroeder and President Horst Koehler; and King Juan Carlos I and Queen Sofia of Spain.



Religious leaders included Archbishop of Canterbury Rowan Williams, the spiritual head of the Anglican Communion, and several envoys from the Eastern Orthodox churches. Benedict, in one of his first acts, invited Rome's chief rabbi, Riccardo Di Segni, but he declined because Sunday was the first day of Passover. 



Benedict's brother, Father Georg Ratzinger, a priest, also had a front-row seat.



The new pope used the Mass to salute his predecessor, quoting his admonitions that Christians should "be not afraid."



And he struck a humble note, describing himself as a "weak servant of God" assuming a task that "exceeds all human capacity." "How can I do this?" he asked, turning then to the names of saints invoked at the start of the Mass. "In this way, I too can say with renewed conviction: I am not alone. I do not have to carry alone what in truth I could never carry alone," he said, drawing one of his biggest ovations.



"Pray for me," he added, "that I may not flee for fear of the wolves."

2

bloodysunday@larkspirit.com
Remembering    Bloody Sunday 

On January 30, 1972, soldiers from the British Army's 1st Parachute Regiment opened fire on unarmed and peaceful civilian demonstrators in the Bogside, Derry, Ireland, near the Rossville flats, killing 13 and wounding a number of others. One wounded man later died from illness attributed to that shooting. 

The march, which was called to protest internment, was "illegal" according to British government authorities. Internment without trial was introduced by the British government on August 9, 1971. 

The British-government-appointed Widgery Tribunal found soldiers were not guilty of shooting dead the 13 civilians in cold blood. 

Remembering Bloody Sunday                   By Matt Morrison 

As printed in The Irish People, 25 January 1997 

There are many persons in my hometown of Derry, I am sure, who have more-detailed memories of Bloody Sunday than I have. I must admit to feeling that I was more an observer of the event than a participant in it. I suspect, twenty-five years along, that I am still grappling with the enormity of that day.... 

It was on a beautiful, sunny, winter afternoon that I, my father Paddy, Liam, a cousin, and I set out on foot from Shantallow for the staging area of the march, up in the Creggan. We were all able walkers and were moving at a good clip up the fairly steep incline that is Rosemount Hill. 

As we were striding by the park, we met a British-army foot patrol. The sergeant, waving his rifle as a teacher would a pointer, indicated that he wanted us to stop and stand at a particular spot. We knew the drill. We were spread-eagled against the cold iron perimeter railings of the park. The cold metal reminded me that there was no heat in the low-lying winter sun. We were warm because of the fast pace that we had been maintaining in order to reach the assembly point at the common ground known as the Bishop's Field. 

I can still recall the strong smell of waterproofing on the Brit's uniform as he gave me a "rubdown" that was anything but perfunctory. I can still see my father raise his eyebrow in a quizzical manner as this same soldier warned us to be very careful today. 

We were now late. When we arrived at the Bishop's Field, the main body of civil-rights marchers had already departed en route for Free Derry corner. We were part of a tardy rear-guard of stragglers who decided to take a shortcut through the city cemetery so that we could more quickly catch up with the rest of our friends and neighbors. 

Already, at sixteen years of age, I was a "veteran" of numerous civil-rights marches and numerous active protests, including a stint at the barricades during the Battle of the Bogside in August 1969. Rather ironically, however, Bloody Sunday was the first time that I had actually accompanied my father with his permission. The normal drill was that my father would leave the house for a march. I would give him a few minutes to be on his way, and then I, too, would leave for the same march, being careful of course, not to let him see his first-born at any stage in the proceedings. 

ROOFTOP SNIPER 

As we walked down William Street, I noticed a Brit sniper walk up towards the apex of the roof of Stevenson's bakery. I commented to Paddy and Liam that even if the Brits wanted to shoot us all today, they wouldn't have enough ammunition, because there was such a large crowd of us. 

The first person shot on Bloody Sunday was actually shot by that sniper. John Johnston died about a year later of his wounds. 

That said, we were all in good spirits as we moved towards Rossville Street and our final destination of Free Derry Corner. The marchers were bantering in what I regard as a typically Derry way. Everyone knew almost everyone else there-by sight, as they say, if not by name. There was almost a carnival atmosphere, reflective in many ways of the hope, the optimism, the joy inherent in even painful struggle. 

Somehow or other, I became separated from my father and cousin. I couldn't see them in the vicinity of the Free Derry Corner, where a truck bed was being used as a platform from which various speakers were addressing the rapidly assembling crowd, so I decided to backtrack to the corner of William Street and Rossville Street to search for them. 

A small group of teenage stone throwers and a much larger group of spectators were there. We were a tightly packed crowd, especially in the narrow alley where I was. A British-army water cannon showered us with purple dye. Then, when they shot tear gas, I could not manage to get my hand up to my eyes, such was the crush. I decided it was time to move on. 

I was about one-third of the way up Rossville Street when I heard the distinctive sound of rifle fire. Looking back over my shoulder, I could see British paras crossing some open ground. They were running forward, some pausing to shoot, and were sweeping the crowd before them. I crouched over low and started to run. I knew that if I fell, I would be trampled in the forward surge of the crowd. 

In a brief, surreal moment, I saw an old man sitting on a low, brick garden wall in Glenfada Park. He was laughing maniacally. Even in the midst of a moment of panic, this scene struck me as particularly and memorably bizarre. 

HELPING HAND 

I was running for the shelter of a barricade at Free Derry Corner. I had the silly notion that once over the barricade, I would be safe. An Olympic hurdler could not have hopped over that barricade as quickly as I did. No sooner had I reached "safety" than I heard a very plaintive voice, "Oh, son, could you help me? I think my foot is stuck." 

Cursing like a trooper to myself, and damning this woman, her seed, breed and generation for being so inconsiderate as to get her foot stuck at such an inopportune moment, I reluctantly remounted the barricade. "Give me your hand, missus!" I yelled as I grabbed her outstretched hand and tugged her free. She was coming with me even if I amputated her foot. I was most certainly not one of those brave souls who risked their lives for others in the middle of the para killing zone. Several civilians were shot for their courageous acts, but thankfully, I was not one of those who lost a family member in the slaughter. I was a scared sixteen-year-old who did everything that he could to stay alive in a situation of utter confusion and carnage. 

Suffice it to say that I saw several persons shot that day. I realized instantly that I had witnessed an event that would feature large in Irish history. I knew at a visceral level that I was done begging for my rights. I would rather be scared and armed than scared and empty-handed. 

Bloody Sunday was a personal watershed for me, even though I could not realize then how it would unalterably change my life and impact the lives of my future wife and children. 

As I recall that event of January 30th twenty-five years later, I know that my current deportation battle is a replay in some ways of that event. Both events are born of the same struggle to live our lives in safety, in justice, and free of British interference. INS wields paper in the same way the Brits wield their guns and clubs. Either way, they both show the same callous disregard for the lives of the deportees and their wives and children. They demean and devalue our right to raise our families in peace. 

Don't merely remember Bloody Sunday! Learn from it! Questions or comments about this web page may be directed to bloodysunday@larkspirit.com

New 'Bloody Sunday' evidence   confirms British cover-up 

Relatives of 13 Catholics shot dead by British troops in 1972 called for a fresh inquiry on Friday after reports that Britain covered up key facts of what became known as "Bloody Sunday." 

Britain's Channel 4 News last night televised evidence that successive British governments have sustained a cover-up on Bloody Sunday for 25 years. The evidence was confirmed by an Irish writer who has found proof of previously undisclosed British Army gunfire against a peaceful Irish civil-rights demonstration. 

"I would like to see the case reopened, that is the first priority," said John Kelly, whose brother Michael was a victim of one of the British region's most controversial episodes when paratroopers opened fire at an Irish civil rights rally. 

An official inquiry headed by Lord Widgery, Lord Chief Justice, exonerated troops saying that they had come under fire. 

But locals have long dismissed the findings as a white-wash and an attempt to vilify the casualties who were unarmed victims of the deliberate shootings on Sunday, January 30 1972. 

There has never been a formal British government apology for the Bloody Sunday killings, and no soldiers were ever charged in connection with the deaths and injuries. 

"Murder was committed that day in the name of the British government," Kelly, chairman of a families' Bloody Sunday Justice Campaign, told Reuters. 

A report on Channel 4 News based on audio tapes of military radio messages "suppressed since the official inquiry," which refused to accept them as evidence because they had been illegally obtained. 

The programme was aired on Friday night ahead of the 25th anniversary of Bloody Sunday and against a background of renewed conflict in Ireland. 

"Recorded by a radio ham, the tapes prove that soldiers other than the Parachute Regiment were positioned along the old City Walls of Londonderry [sic] and indicate that these men fired and hit civilians," the television news organisation said. 

"Channel 4 News has obtained post mortem evidence which shows that at least three unarmed men were killed by bullets fired down through their bodies from above. "The City Walls are located high above the Bogside area where people were killed and are in direct line of sight to where the three men fell." 

A separate investigation by an Irish human rights activist, Don Mullan, who studied many of the original first-hand accounts, turned up a similar finding. 

He uncovered almost 50 statements from people who said soldiers were positioned on the walls and many were "very clear that firing was coming" from that vicinity, he said. 

Mullan, whose "Eyewitness Bloody Sunday" is published on Saturday, said: "Widgery confines himself to...the 108 rounds allegedly fired by paratroopers at ground level. He did not deal with the role of the British army on the walls." 

Three of the victims had been hit from a 45 degree angle. Mullan said that from the statements and autopsy reports, an independent ballistic expert, Robert Breglio, who had spent 25 years with the New York City Police Department, had concluded that they were likely to have been "hit by a single marksman using a telescopic sight operating from a height." 

"I think that the case must be reopened because we have always known that these people wre murdered. We have raised enough suspicion... to warrant an investigation, especially into these three, and preferably into all 13 killed that day," Mullan said. 

Corroborating evidence by a Derry GP, Dr Raymond McClean, who attended the dead and wounded, indicated that the trajectory of the bullets which killed these three was such that they could only have been fired from the area of the walls. 

Dr McClean told Channel 4: "I wrote a detailed submission to Widgery and I was told my evidence would not be required ... I just could not believe it." 

Dr McClean's assessment was supported on last night's programme by a former British army surgeon, Mr Hugh Thomas. 

A compendium of hundreds of eyewitness statements, uncovered and analysed by Mr Don Mullan in a book to be published next Tuesday, reveals at least 45 separate claims by witnesses that shooting took place from the Derry city walls as well as from Parachute Regiment soldiers at ground level. 

These statements were also made available to the Widgery Tribunal, but were not explored in evidence. 

And a hand-written note by a British official after the murders discovered by Mr Mullan indicates that the outcome of the tribunal had been pre-determined: "LCJ (the Lord Chief Justice, Lord Widgery) will pile up the case against the deceased . . . but will conclude that he cannot find with certainty that any one of 13 was a gunman." 

The British government, moving quickly to stem international interest in the story, rejected the demands for a fresh investigation into the Bloody Sunday killings. 

"There are no plans to set up a further inquiry," a British official said yesterday. 

Last night Sinn Fein chairman Mitchel McLaughlin, who is from Derry, called on all political parties in Ireland to demand an international independent inquiry under the auspices of the European Court of Human Rights. 

He said: "The dead and injured were deliberately vilified in a carefully orchestrated Government propaganda exercise to make the world believe that what happened in Derry was not mass murder, sanctioned at the highest level of the British cabinet." 

From RM_Distribution, an Irish Republican news and information service. Questions or comments about this web page may be directed to bloodysunday@larkspirit.com
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TELEGRAPH Ltd
The chocolate-box village is born again                                                        Sarah Lonsdale

The Cadburys' inspirational housing scheme of a century ago turned an outpost of industrial Birmingham into a model of suburban life. How does its modern successor compare? Sarah Lonsdale reports

All new housing developments tend to have an air of unreality about them. 

Seekers of urban angst need not apply: Bourneville Village 

The spanking new brickwork, the shiny paint, the weed-free splashes of green front gardens and the tarmac roads without petrol stains or potholes give the impression that maybe we have strayed on to the film set of the Truman Show or The Stepford Wives. You half expect to see Nicole Kidman teeter out of her faultless front door and offer you a home-made apple pie.

Nowhere is this impression quite so strong as at Bournville Park, Birmingham, where the developers have gone even closer to that 1950s America feel, with wide streets and houses set back behind perfect, white picket fences. 

What is more, strict by-laws and conditions attached to living in Bournville Park mean that the perfect street scene will always look like this: no one may remove their picket fence and replace it with a hedge; if the front garden grass gets too long, someone will come and tell you to get the mower out and you won't be able to change the colour of your garage door. Satellite dishes will not be permitted to spoil the look of the place.

"People need to know that in 10 years' time it is going to look as neat and spotless as it does now," says Keith Hazeldine, sales and marketing director for Crest Nicholson Midlands. "We can give them that certainty." In these individualistic times, advertising a strict set of rules to would-be buyers may not seem the smartest marketing ploy, but the developers think they are on to a winner.

While living in Stepford Wives-land may be anathema to some, for many it is the ideal vision of suburban Britain: neat, tidy and with that slight element of social control that many find comforting. Indeed, the developers of Bournville Park are merely imitating the ethos of one of Britain's earliest, and arguably most successful, planned communities: Bournville Village, a stone's throw away.

Begun at the end of the 19th century by the philanthropic Cadbury brothers, Bournville was conceived as an antidote to the unhealthy squalor of inner-city Birmingham. The original model village of 314 houses was planned to contain plenty of public open spaces, a village green and several churches. 

The spacious and well-built houses each had an indoor bathroom (then unheard of in this type of property), a vegetable patch and a large garden ready-planted with fruit trees because the Quaker Cadburys' main aim was to improve the health of the working classes. The brothers hoped to wean the "labouring population and working class" off the huge quantities of alcohol they consumed in their attempts to blot out life's grim realities.

One hundred years on, Bournville is still held up as a shining example of town planning. With its low crime rate and friendly neighbourliness, it is, according to the social research think-tank, the Joseph Rowntree Foundation, one of Britain's greatest planning success stories, with residents twice as likely as those in other areas to describe their environment as "pleasant".

The village's physical environment is tightly controlled, with covenants relating to hedge height, satellite dishes (not allowed unless unobtrusive), window replacement (no uPVC) and even the type of pets residents are allowed to keep. 

Being designed by Quakers, there is no pub, betting shop or off-licence in the village, which perhaps explains both the low crime rate and the fact that in the Rowntree research, young people described the area as "boring". 

"Residents of Bournville are happy with the restrictions we have because they know they are not going to have to worry about noisy neighbours, nuisance vehicles left on the streets or anti-social behaviour. Problems are dealt with quickly here because everyone accepts the rules by which we live," says Alan Shrimpton, development director of the Bournville Village Trust.

'Once here you don't want to live anywhere else': Bill Rice 

"Of course, it is not for everyone, and if you don't like suburbia, you won't like Bournville." He says that former Beirut hostage John McCarthy visited the village while making a film about the meaning of home and he couldn't stand it. "He said it would drive him crazy having to live somewhere so quiet and orderly."

But Bournville differs from American suburbia - Disney's Celebration, for example, a new town in Florida - in one crucial way: it is not socially exclusive. 

Whereas all the houses in Celebration are privately owned, and well out of the reach of the mainly Hispanic workers at the nearby Disney theme park, nearly half the homes in Bournville are tenanted, allocated to people on the basis of housing need. 

In addition, the tenanted and owner-occupied homes are indistinguishable in terms of size and quality of build, so no one is aware of who is an owner and who is a tenant. 

This, says Mr Shrimpton, is one reason for Bournville's high degree of social cohesion: there is no "us and them" - something the visionary Cadburys wanted to avoid from the start.

The Trust has traditionally been opposed to speculative development and wary of developers trying to cash in on the premium of being associated with Bournville. However, it supports the new development of Bournville Park and will even be taking over the management of the estate. "The reason why Bournville Park has the support of the Trust is that it reflects the ethos of the original Bournville," says Mr Shrimpton.

Like the original Bournville, a good proportion of the houses in Bournville Park will be low-cost housing. The Cadburys never meant Bournville to be for the poorest of the poor - everyone who went to live there had to pay their way, either by renting or buying their houses outright. The tenanted housing in Bournville was for the artisan class and low-paid clerks and teachers who worked hard but could not escape from the tenements of Birmingham.

Likewise, the low-cost houses on the new site, which are built to the same standard as (although slightly smaller than) the privately bought houses are for people on low incomes such as nurses, teachers, postmen and bank clerks, who cannot afford a huge mortgage in today's housing market. Until their incomes increase, such people will share ownership of their homes with Focus Housing, a Birmingham housing association. In addition, again like the original village, there will be a block of apartments reserved for the elderly.

New recruits: Jason and Debbie Smith 

Indeed, the proportion of low-cost housing at the development - 37 per cent - nearly matches the proportion of tenanted housing at the original village and betters the proportion of social housing planned for "Bournville Mark II", a model village to be built by the Trust outside Telford, Shropshire: that will have about 25 per cent social housing.

So do we have, for once, a development living up to the claims made for it? Well, nearly. The gardens in the new development are far smaller than the ones in the original and could not support a family's fruit and vegetable needs. Nor is there any kind of community building or shop designated for the development, which will eventually be home to at least 400 residents. And with the nearest shops a good 20 minutes' walk away, residents will be heavily reliant on cars. That certainly runs counter to the strong green ethos at the heart of the original village, which started with vegetable patches in the gardens, continued with the central shopping parade within walking distance of most of the houses and latterly has found expression in the Trust's experiments with solar-efficient housing. 

But there is another striking similarity between the two Bournvilles: both are chocolate-box pretty, which is as it should be since they are next to Britain's largest chocolate factory. Those who favour an edgy sense of urban angst will be happy in neither. Those seeking suburban bliss will feel at home in both. Just make sure you keep your lawnmower serviced or you'll be getting a note through your door …

© Copyright of Telegraph Group Limited 2005. Terms & Conditions of reading.

Commercial information.   Privacy and Cookie Policy.
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C'est la folie: And then there were five (four too many)                         Michael Wright
Michael Wright reports from rural France

New Year's resolutions? Ooh la-la. January is bleak enough as it is, without attempting to give up wine or Roquefort or snuff or whatever into the bargain. 

Instead, I prefer to choose a word - some elusive quality - with which to define my life over the next 12 months. 

This dates back to my days as an uncool student, when the first word I chose was "dynamic". 

Unfortunately, I so magnificently succeeded in not doing anything dynamic that year that I thought I'd better choose it for my next year's word, too. And the year after that. And so on. 

Finally, now that I am in France, I feel ready to cut my losses and come up with a new word for 2005. My new word (drum roll, please, Nigel) is dynamique.

However, before I can start being dynamique in 2005, I have to wade through the thick mud of the last few days of 2004. This is tough, because I have invited some friends to stay. And things are not going well.

The trouble is that La Folie is a Tardis in reverse. Though it looks big on the outside, it is really very small on the inside, largely because so much of it languishes - even now - unrenovated. Or, as a French estate agent might put it, "à finir".

Let me assure you that this is not some hoary tale of unreliable French ouvriers failing to turn up because they're too busy sipping cheap Gamay and puffing on filterless Gauloises down the Boulodrome. 

On the contrary, all the Frenchmen who have come to work at La Folie have been exemplary. It's the Brit supervising them who has fallen short. I often catch the dopey larrikin gazing into space, as if he imagines the job will somehow finish itself. 

Admittedly, I have finally found a decent menuisier to build a staircase in the maison des amis, and to lay the oak floor in the summer sitting-room that will at last allow me to ship my grand piano over and to start teaching the chickens how to Charleston. 

A Hadrian of interior stone walls has been pointed, Velux windows have been punched through the newly insulated roofs, wild electrics have been tamed, and all my bank accounts have been comprehensively stripped. But, hard as it may be to believe, I still have no more living space than when I started. 

Unfortunately, when I invited people for New Year, I forgot this. La Folie may be fine for one man and his cat. But not with several people staying, especially when one of them is my friend Zuleika.

Like the second-rate conjuror in Max Beerbohm's novel, Zuleika is one of those women who can make men fall in love with her at will. Not classically beautiful, she nevertheless has an ability to dazzle that can stop an elephant at 100 paces. She speaks wonderful French, too. So when she proposed coming to stay, I naïvely accepted. 

The problem is that Zuleika is a paid-up Big Smoke person, allergic to mud, fresh air and - I begin to suspect - me. She needs her own space, too. A lot of it. God knows why I ever thought a few days at La Folie might be good for her. 

In an email, she had mentioned her "current squeeze". I therefore asked if she wanted to bring a friend. Yes, please, she said. She'd invite her gay flatmate, Billy. 

So, with my brother Steven and his Romanian wife, that makes five of us. Mind you, with all Zuleika's personalities on display, there are at least 12 people sitting down to dinner. And eight of them "vant to be alone". 

As I write, the storm clouds are gathering. Zuleika has stopped speaking to me, and appears to be trapped in a small, black mood to which only Billy has access. 

Unused to either mucking in or muddling along, both of them look cold and miserable in their designer fabrics, and only perk up when their mobiles bleep with another text message from the outside world. I presume they're texting Air-Sea Rescue at Culdrose, in an attempt to get themselves winched out of here. 

"This place feels like the Big Brother house," Zuleika murmurs to Billy, "only without the comfy chairs."

Everybody is trapped, and I know it's my fault. It's too cold and wet to spend much time outside, and all the charming local restaurants I promised are closed. 

I have decided that my new word for 2005 is not dynamique, after all. It's "Help".

Happy New Year. 
5

PRAVDA
Prions and mad cow disease: new tests and results - 2005.01.21/23:38

The agent that transmits mad cow and related diseases may spread further in the body of an animal suffering from certain illnesses, scientists said on Thursday. 

 Their finding raises the question of whether measures aimed at curbing the spread of mad cow disease, or bovine spongiform encephalopathy, are adequate, the researchers said. 

 Their tests on mice showed that prions, the protein-like fragments that transmit BSE and related diseases, can show up in organs they are not supposed to if the mouse has an inflammatory condition. 

 Scientists have believed that BSE-causing prions are limited to the brain, spleen, spinal cord and lymph tissue, although some tests have suggested blood and muscle tissue may also harbor the prions. 

 The latest study, published in the journal Science, suggests prions may also sometimes be found in the kidney, pancreas and liver, tells Reuters. 

 Xinhua reports, that tests on mice found that if an animal falls ill with another infection, its immune response can carry large numbers of prions, the protein-like fragments that transmit BSE and related diseases, to organs throughout its body. 

 Previous thinking was that tissues beyond an animal's brain, spinal cord and immune system are free of the prions. 

 The study suggests that even symptom-free animals may also have prions in their livers, kidneys and pancreases. 

 To prevent the spread of BSE, several countries affected by BSE including Britain, Canada and the United States have implemented regulations that exclude the brain, spinal cord and immune-system tissues. 

©1999 "Pravda.RU". 
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MORE magazine
10 Romantic Resolutions to Make and Keep                       




By Sara Eckel  
Set the tone for a fresh start in your love life. 

From early January to mid-February you see it -- packed gyms, crowded volunteer centers, and panicked nicotine-addicted friends mercilessly chomping on chewing gum. We like to use New Year's resolutions as a tool for self-improvement, but we rarely extend this spirit to our relationships, which are expected to just drift along on the power of love. "Couples need to let go of the notion that something's wrong if you're not enraptured with each other all the time. After the early enchantment stage, it takes proactive behavior to keep your love alive," says Nina Atwood, therapist and author of Soul Talk: Powerful, Positive Communication for a Loving Partnership (Sourcebooks, 2003).

So this year, grab your mate and resolve to make this the best year of your love life.

We will indulge our shared interests. Granted, you both are sure to have interests that don't translate. If the very idea of golfing makes you drowsy, then let him spend his time on the green with his friends. Similarly, don't expect him to share your love of scrapbooking. But taking the time to discover some common bonds -- gourmet cooking, photography, mountain-biking -- will bring you closer. "The idea that couples that play together stay together is very true. Like all good things, it takes planning and creativity," says Atwood.

We will make our partner feel desirable. Lou Paget, author of The Great Lover Playbook (Gotham Books, 2005), says that physical contact is the best way to say, "I want you." That means deep kisses instead of just light pecks, and real hugs rather than shoulder grazes. Paget says that women especially need to be aware of this. "Men are so used to having to approach women, that when a woman goes to him it sends a powerful message -- namely, I feel safe in your space, I like your body, I want to do something with your body," she says.

We will be marriage-centered, not child-centered. Many parents believe that the best way to care for their children is to put them before their marriage. Atwood says this isn't true. "The most powerful gift you can give your children is a strong, loving marriage," says Atwood. That's why it's important to have some regular kid-free time with your mate. Christine, 37, from Winnetka, Illinois, likes to tag along on business trips with her husband, Dave, so they can some enjoy some alone time in the evening. They also like to have lunch with each other on national holidays, when Dave is off. "This is one of our favorite things to do. We get a sitter and head into the city for a long lunch and walking down Michigan Avenue," says Christine.

We will create an exciting vision for our future. "Most couples just drift through each year, caught up in the day-to-day grind, never stopping to ask, 'What do we want out of our life together?' says Atwood. But nothing bonds a couple like creating a common vision of your life together. "That's what cements a true partnership," she says. For example, instead of seeing a financial planning as a chore, talk to your mate about your goals for your savings. Buying your dream home? Moving to Aruba? Opening a bed and breakfast? Planning and dreaming with your mate will create a solid bond.

We will not let ourselves go. Yes, time takes its toll. Stress, childbirth, and the aging process are bound to leave their mark, but that doesn't mean it's time to put on sweatpants and surrender to the forces of nature. Leslie, 38, from Lawrence, Kansas, says that looking good for her husband is actually more important to her now than it was when they were first dating. "When you're young, you can take for granted that you look good. Plus, I want part of me to be the same person I was physically when we met. I don't want to chop off my hair and do the 'mom' jeans," says Leslie. Paget says this is essential. "Pay attention to yourself the way you did when you were single. Take three minutes and curl your eyelashes and put on lip gloss. Wear things that are sexy, and not those nasty leggings and T-shirt. That is frumpazoid deluxe," says Paget.

We will talk about sex outside the bedroom. Paget says that many people would like to talk about sex with their partner -- trying something new, letting their mate know what they like -- but don't know how to start the conversation. The key, says Paget, is to have the conversation at a neutral time, like when you're cooking dinner. "It's less confrontational, and if you ease into it in the light of day there's time to let it simmer. You can say, 'I heard about bleep and I'd love to try that with you,'" says Paget.

We will continually say "I love you," with both words and actions. When Paul gave his wife Mary a gift certificate for a day of beauty at a local spa, he was stunned by the reaction. "She was absolutely thrilled. I couldn't believe it. It's a complete mystery to men why women like stuff like that. Same thing with flowers. You give a woman flowers and she flips. I don't get it," says Paul, 41, from Brooklyn, New York. But Paul knows that he doesn't need to understand why Mary likes spas. He sees that they make her happy, so he's resolved to a give her a new spa gift certificate every six months. Atwood says that gestures like this go a long way. "The small, positive things that you do each day fill the emotional bank account so that you can handle the moments of stress or upset," she says.

We will banish the TV from the bedroom. Television is a huge intimacy-killer, says Paget. "Unless you want three people in the bedroom, turn it off. If you're in bed with another person called the TV, you won't give attention to your partner," she says. Make your bedroom a place to relax and be intimate with your spouse, not for Seinfeld reruns.

We will toss out the scorecard. New Year's is a great time for a clean slate. If the two of you are keeping tabs on who has racked up more brownie points or demerits, now's the time for a fresh start. "You're both human and prone to error. Instead of focusing on what you do wrong, focus on what's right and let go of the little mistakes," says Atwood. Bring yourself back to the days when you did something nice for your spouse -- cooking their favorite meal, cleaning their car -- simply because you loved them, without regard for who has (or doesn't have) more points.

We will create our own resolutions together. A list like this might be a helpful starting point, but the best way to create romantic resolutions that will stick is to sit down with your partner and create some that are meaningful to you both. "Stay focused on self-direction and personal growth and away from finger-pointing. The behavior of love is what counts, so be specific about your actions," says Atwood. Taking time to connect with your partner now will help bring you good lovin' all year long.

© Copyright 2005 Meredith Corporation. All Rights Reserved. 
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High on Reykjavík                                 

After a couple of worrying days when I was coming to think that Reykjavík wasn’t as good as I had been imagining, I am pleased to say that my love of Iceland is back. 

The majesty of Hallgrímskirkja shrouded in a blaze of wintry sunshine immediately brought a smile to my face. And the feeling of being the only person at the top of the tower as the bells struck midday could only broaden that smile, although the bells are scarily loud. 

The panoramic view of all the four corners of the city, and the mountains just visible over the bay brought the same feeling as being at the top of the Eiffel tower, or looking over Athens from The Parthenon. Of course, this isn’t a city with millions of inhabitants; it’s not the birthplace of a great empire, and Hallgrímskirkja is not quite an infamous landmark, but that doesn’t matter. This is unmistakably Reykjavík, with its multi-coloured roofs and Tjörnin (the city pond) clearly visible with City Hall sitting half in it. 

From above, the industrial cranes and wide traffic arteries betray the modern buzz of the place, while the sturdy maze of buildings and streets in the centre show history and culture in Technicolor. And like Paris or Athens, this city too seems to stretch out forever. 

 Only two things could have livened up the experience: if an aeroplane had landed at the domestic airport while I was watching from on-high, and if I didn’t run for cover as the bells tolled. Thankfully, nobody was there to see that. 

 Later I went down to City Hall and had a pot of Earl Grey (okay, so that’s not the most Icelandic drink in the world). 

Tomorrow, I’ll tell you about my introduction to “snúdur”, the most Icelandic of breakfasts. 

 AE   alex@heimur.is
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Saturday Night 

Scores of tourists travel to Iceland to experience the much talked about Reykjavik nightlife. To those about to embark on a three day, “dirty weekend”, as Icelandair once upon a time advertised, I must say: be prepared to max out your credit card.

Iceland is, as Bart and I have written about recently, expensive – an island only corrupt politicians with foreign assets can afford.

I’ve always known Iceland was spendy. And after five years, just how over-priced the rock is has finally started to sink in. Okay, so I’m a bit thick, but better late than never.

So there I was on a Saturday night at Hverfisbar, a bar I normally avoid due to the clientele. The bar is frequented by those Icelanders who think their blonde hair isn’t blonde enough so they bleach it. They also spend large swaths of time in tanning saloons. Because Icelandic brewers mistook the word beer for rotgut, I decided to order a bottled beer. My non-Icelandic choices were Carlsberg, MGD and Budweiser.

“Gimme a Bud.”

“That’s 600 krona,” the bartender said.

(For those of you not familiar with the exchange rate, that comes to $9.60.)

“You could get a half-rack for that price,” my friend said in disbelief.

Hey, it’s imported.

This ten-dollar beer came on the heels of a $13 glass of wine.

As I drank my Bud, all I could think about, other than the young Icelandic woman wearing an interesting blouse she said she purchased in Thailand, was that scene in “Pulp Fiction” where John Travolta is flabbergasted by the $5 dollar milkshake Uma Thurman orders.

That diner ain’t got nothing on Hverfisbar. EW

9/10

From La Belle Sauvage1 to the Noble Savage The Deculturalization2 of Indian3 Mascots in American Culture               by  Cornel D. Pewewardy    www.hanksville.org/sand/stereotypes/pewewardy

Cornel D. Pewewardy is an assistant professor in the Department of Teaching and Leadership, School of Education, University of Kansas, Lawrence. 

This paper appeared in Multicultural Education, 6, No. 3, Spring 1999, p. 6. 

Introduction

Invented media images prevent millions of Americans from understanding the past and current authentic human experience of First Nations People. My opposition to the use of Indian mascots for sports teams has always been because these trappings and seasonal insults offend the intelligence of thousands of Indigenous Peoples in this country. 

This article speaks to the American educator and discusses how, as educators, we are responsible for maintaining the ethics of teaching and for helping to eliminate racism in all aspects of school life. Therefore, the exploitation of Indian mascots becomes an issue of educational equity. What should educators know about the issues of American Indian mascots, logos, nicknames, and the tomahawk chop? 

As someone who has spent his entire adult life teaching in and administrating elementary schools for Indigenous children, I see that the way Indian mascots are used today is about "dysconscious racism" and a form of cultural violence, which operates primarily at the psychological level. According to Joyce King (1991) and Gloria Ladson-Billings (1990), dysconscious racism is a form of racism4 that unconsciously accepts dominant white norms and privileges. 

For example, if you have seen the racial antics and negative behaviors portrayed by Indian mascots hundreds of times for most of your life, you may become absolutely numb to their presence. That's dysconscious racism. The thousands of ways in which Indian mascots are used today in American sports culture is racist and should be eliminated, using education as the tool for liberation. However, I understand that many educators not familiar with equity issues are not equipped to teach such liberation.

The Issues

Teachers should research the matter and discover that Indigenous Peoples would never have associated the sacred practices of becoming a warrior with the hoopla of a pep rally, half-time entertainment, or being a side-kick to cheerleaders. Even though it has become as American as apple pie and baseball, making fun of Indigenous Peoples at athletic events across the country is wrong! 

Many schools around the country exhibit Indian mascots and logos, using nicknames and doing the tomahawk chops in sports stadiums through inauthentic representations of Indigenous cultures. Many school of ficials state or say they are honoring Indigenous Peoples and insist their schools' sponsored activities aren't offensive, but rather a compliment. I would argue otherwise. 

There's nothing in Indigenous cultures that I'm aware of that aspires to be a mascot, logo, or nickname for athletic teams. It would be the same as a crowd of fans using real saints as mascots or having fans dressed up as the Pope (Lady Pope's or Nuns) at a New Orleans Saints football game and doing the "crucifix chop" to the musical accompaniment of Gregorian chants while wearing colorful religious attire in the stands. What would be the reaction of Catholics around the country if that happened? 

The behavior to which I object makes a mockery of Indigenous cultural identity and causes many young Indigenous people to feel shame about who they are as human beings, because racial stereotypes play an important role in shaping a young person's consciousness. Subjective feelings, such as inferiority, are an integral part of consciousness, and work together with the objective reality of poverty and deprivation to shape a young person's worldview. 

Beginning with Wild West shows and continuing with contemporary movies, television, and literature, the image of Indigenous Peoples has radically shifted away from any reference to living people toward a field of urban fantasy in which wish fulfillment replaces reality (Deloria, 1980). Schools should be places where students come to unlearn the stereotypes that such mascots represent. 

So why do some teachers allow their students to uncritically adopt a cartoon version of Indigenous cultures through the use of a mascot portrayed by sports teams? Dennis (1981) contends that people engage in racist behavior because they are reasonably sure that there is support for it within their society. Their cultural lens, for example, may be highly ethnocentric; yet no distortions are perceived in the field of vision. 

To understand why this is racist, consider how euphemisms and code words for ethnic persons and groups are used: scalp, massacre, redskin, squaw, noble savage, papoose, Pocahontas, Cherokee princess. Bosmajian (1983) explains that while the state and church as institutions have defined the Indians into subjugation, there has been in operation the use of a suppressive language by socieTy at large which has perpetuated the dehumanization of Indigenous Peoples. The English language includes various phrases and words which relegate the Indigenous Peoples to an inferior status: "The only good Indian is a dead Indian"; "Indian Giver"; "drunken Indians," "dumb Indians," and "Redskins."6 These words represent a new generation of ethnic slurs that are replacing the older, more blatant and abusive nicknames (Allen, 1990; Moore, 1976). 

Children's self images are very impressionable, pliable, and susceptible to external forces, especially if they are steeped in violent and negative images (Fleming, 1996; Rouse & Hanson, 1991; Madsen & Robbins, 1981; Pushkin & Veness, 1973). They also respond accordingly to the respect they are shown with regard to their individuality, including their ethnicity and/or race (Paley, 1989). Unfortunately, for Indigenous Peoples, many false images of ethnicity still dominate the consciousness of the American psyche. 

Howard (1983) asserts that in the American psyche, Indigenous People have fulfilled their historical mission. They existed to provide a human challenge to whites as they marched across the continent. Their resistance provided the stuff of myths of conquest and glory. Moreover, I have found that many ethnic images have been manufactured and created in the image of other racial groups. The manufactured "savage," "pagan," "retarded," "culturally deprived," non-European is the flipside of the European civilization myth. To affect ethnic images is to distort reality while creating a new and seductive reality of its own. Students in schools cannot be expected to understand the realities of modern American life and the prospect for future generations without understanding the popular images of the past and the present.

History of Manufactured Images

The challenge that we have today is to deconstruct a reality that has been manufactured by the American media and scholars. For many Americans there is something faintly anachronistic about contemporary Indigenous Peoples. Many people today look at Indigenous Peoples as figures out of the past, as relics of a more heroic age. Put somewhat differently, the modern presence of Indigenous Peoples has beenhard to grasp for most Americans. It is only recently that Indigenous Peoples have begun to reclaim their own images and make their special presence known. 

The portrayal of Indigenous Peoples in sports takes many forms. Some teams use generic Indigenous names, such as Indians, Braves, or Chiefs, while others adopt specific tribal names like Seminoles, Cherokees, or Apaches. Indian mascots exhibit either idealized or comical facial features and "native" dress ranging from body-length feathered (usually turkey) headdresses to more subtle fake buckskin attire or skimpy loincloths. Some teams and supporters display counterfeit Indigenous paraphernalia, including tomahawks, feathers, face paints, symbolic drums and pipes. They will also use mock-Indigenous behaviors, such as the "tomahawk chop," dances, chants, drumbeating, war-whooping, and symbolic scalping. 

So-called Indian mascots reduce hundreds of Indigenous tribal members to generic cartoon characters. These "Wild West" figments of the white imagination distort both Indigenous and non-Indigenous children's attitudes toward an oppressed- and diverse-minority. The Indigenous portrait of the moment may be bellicose, ludicrous, or romantic, but almost never is the portrait we see of Indian mascots a real person (Stedman, 1982). Most children in America do not have the faintest idea that "Indigenous Peoples" are real human beings because of such portrayals. 

The contradictory views of Indigenous Peoples, sometimes gentle and good and sometimes terrifying and evil, stem from Euro-America's ambivalence toward a race of people they attempted to destroy. For example, today, the perceptions and negative images of Indigenous Peoples by the American macroculture is a part of the history of the motion picture portrayals, which evolved from stereotypes created by the earliest settlers and chroniclers of this country. The treatment of Indigenous Peoples in the movies is the final expression of white America's attempt to cope with its uneasiness in the face of unconscious cultural guilt (Bataille & Silet, 1980). 

Francis (1992) advocates that the Indian began as a white man's mistake, and became a white man's fantasy, because of white guilt, white fear, and white insecurity. Deloria (1994) asks the question "where did Westerners get their ideas of divine right to conquest, of manifest destiny, of themselves as the vanguard of true civilization, if not from Christianity?" Having tied itself to history and maintained that its god controlled that history, Christianity must accept the consequences of its past.

Social Construction of Reality

Furthermore, I contend that American racism as we inherit it today is the social construction of reality. Racism is the primary form of cultural domination in America over the past four hundred years. Prior to Columbus, what is known as the new world functioned for millennia without the race construct as we understand it today (Stiffarm & Lane, 1992; Mohawk, 1992). According to Banton(1998),the pre-Columbian European explorers in the Pacific had only fleeting contacts with the islanders , who often received them in friendship. Their accounts were favorable. However, European writing inspired by these accounts went further and built the myth of the Noble Savage. This was of importance politically, for to believe that the savage is noble is to believe than man is naturally good. If evil does not have its origin in human nature, it must spring from the faulty organization of society. 

In this context, Indigenous Peoples stood as the cipher for everything that was pristine and sublime. This fascination and its attendant desire for otherness was used by European intellectuals as an emblem that escaped the emotional and intellectual shackles of modernity. These notions of exotic innocence are no less stereotypical than the idea that Indigenous People are less civilized and more barbaric. Solomos and Back (1996) contend that this kind of identification is locked within the discourse of absolute difference which renders Indians exotic and reaffirms Indigenous Peoples as a "race apart." It was this danger which Frantz Fanon outlined when he argued that those Europeans who blindly adore the difference of the other are as racially afflicted as those who vilify it (Fanon, 1986). 

According to Solomos and Back (1996), Darwinian arguments in favor of heredity and variation challenged the idea of the fixity of species, but by the late 19th and early 20th centuries themes derived from Darwin were used in debates about race in a variety of national contexts. This was evident, for example, in the popularity of Social Darwinism and of Eugenics during this period (Mosse, 1985; Dengler, 1991). We are well aware of the consequences of this theory upon our times. Genovese (1989) advocates that with the appearance of Darwinism, racism - or at least white racism - took a new course: "many white people were quite enthusiastic about Darwinism because, proclaiming the survival of the fittest, it confirmed their policy of expansion and aggression at the expense of the inferior peoples (p. 158)." 

Gould (1996) contends that this construct came from Darwinian theory. Social scientists and other students of group life have furthered these ideas throughout the 20th century and much of their work has been used by the mass media. Together with schools, legal systems, and higher education institutions, these forces participate in a major way in legitimizing and reifying this invalid construct - the romanticized image of Indigenous Peoples. Consequently, race as a construct is now internalized by the world's masses. All these voices together have helped to perpetuate this ignorance and distortion. 

The primary issue in American racism is hegemony.7 I agree with Hilliard (1997) and Kane (1996) that racism is a mental illness. It is mental illness because it is a socially constructed system of beliefs created by advocates and inventors of hegemonic systems. It is a precursor to mental illness, among ethnic minorities, because it requires that the individual function with the academic falsification of their human record, distortion of cultural identity, and delusions of grandeur about white supremacy (Novick, 1995). 

Tinker (1993) asserts that even many Indigenous Peoples have internalized this illusion just as deeply as white Americans have, and as a result they discover from time to time just how fully Indigenous People participate today in their own oppression. At the ideological level, racism's link to mental illness requires continued systemic study and at the applied level, massive financial resources toward the deconstruction of the European colonial mindset need to be devoted to the structuring of domination. Conflicting ideological components, such as a defense of racial exploitation on one hand, or an assertion of racial equality on the other, must depend in part for their effectiveness upon a degree of correspondence with that ongoing construction (Sexton, 1990).

Racism is Detrimental to Children

Today, as a teacher educator, I show future teachers why Indian mascots are one cause for low self-esteem in Indigenous children. This is the point where this issue becomes detrimental to the academic achievement of students in school. To make my point clear, I point to the American Indian Mental Health Association of Minnesota's (1992) position statement supporting the total elimination of Indian mascots and logos from schools:"As a group of mental health providers, we are in agreement that using images of American Indians as mascots, symbols, caricatures, and namesakes for non-Indian sports teams, businesses, and other organizations is damaging to the self- identity, self-concept, and self-esteem of our people. We should like to join with others who are taking a strong stand against this practice." 

Most of the resolutions to eliminate negative ethnic images came from grassroots people, mostly Indigenous parents. Resolutions to ban Indian mascots and logos from schools have also been drafted by American Indian organizations like the National Indian Education Association, Kansas Association for Native American Education, Wisconsin Indian Education Association, and Minnesota Indian Education Association. Other groups that have passed resolutions to ban Indian mascots and logos include the National Education Association, Governor's Interstate Indian Council8, United Indian Nations of Oklahoma, Great Lakes Inter-Tribal Council in Wisconsin, Oneida Tribe of Wisconsin, National Congress of American Indians, American Indian Movement, National Rainbow Coalition, NAACP, and the Center for the Study of Sports in Society. 

More recently, the National Collegiate Athletic Association (NCAA) has issued a statement supporting the elimination of Indian names and mascots as symbols for their member institutions' sports teams (Charles Whitcomb, 1998). Yet these strong voices seemingly speak to deaf ears. As a result, the continued exoticization of people of color, particularly Indigenous Peoples, has been used to justify the control of entire communities (Kivel, 1996).

Power and Control

Because the powerful messages from state and national organizations have been ignored, the question must be asked: why do racial slurs in the form of Indian mascots and logos remain? I believe that the hidden agenda behind their use is about annihilation, both cultural and spiritual, and about intellectual exploitation. Therefore, the real issues are about power and control. These negative ethnic images are driven by those that want to define other ethnic groups and control their images in order to have people believe that their truth is the absolute truth. 

Furthermore, it's the ability to define a reality and to get other people to affirm that reality as if it were their own. Remember that media commercials are carefully designed and expensively produced to stereotype groups and help us, as consumers, "realize" we are far less intelligent than we should be. This is an additive systemic approach to power and control. 

Even new books about power and control such as Greene's (1998) The 48 Laws of Power, this season's most talked- about all purpose personal-strategy guide and philosophical compendium, talk about economic indicators of success. Greene sets out to codify "the timeless essence of power," much as the great Florentine thinker Machiavelli did half a millennium ago in The Prince. Machiavelli never stooped to dispense mere get-rich-quick advice, and neither does Greene. Law 15 in Greene's The 48 Laws of Power reads: 

Crush your enemy totally. More is lost through stopping halfway than through total annihilation. Crush him, not only in body but in spirit. 

Adler (1998) asserts that his rules are couched as grand abstractions about human nature "always say less than necessary," "assume formlessness," "pose as a friend, work as a spy." Adams (1995) contends that the easiest way to oppress the colonized is by keeping them weak, too weak to upset the system, but strong enough to fulfill their lowly role as menial workers to support the economy of corporate rulers.

Politics of Colonization

Through the politics of colonization, Indigenous Peoples were socialized into stereotypes of being seen as inferior, stupid, and lazy, thereby fulfilling the need to be everybody's mascot. This list of stereotypes of Indigenous Peoples are well known (i.e., University of Illinois' Chief Illinawic, Oklahoma's Eskimo Joes, Crazy Horse Malt Liquor, Land of Lakes Butter, Jeep Cherokee, Pocahontas, etc. ). 

While the Cleveland Indians, Atlanta Braves, Washington Redskins, Kansas City Chiefs, Florida State University Seminoles, Southeastern Oklahoma State University Savages, Wichita North High School Redskins, and many more academic institutions have resisted the pressure to change, scores of colleges, universities, and high school teams have adopted new names over the years. Stanford changed from Indians to the Cardinal. Dartmouth changed from Indians to The Big Green. Ohio's Miami University Redskins became the Red Hawks. If these colleges and universities can change, so can other educational institutions. In the Big Ten Conference, the University of Wisconsin and University of Minnesota athletic departments established policy that banned out-of-conference competition with universities that use Indian mascots names and logos, e.g., Marquette Warriors, who recently changed their name to Golden Eagles. 

Several newspapers, including the Minneapolis Star Tribune, Seattle Times, Portland Oregonian, have instituted new policy on the use of racist overtones and words, such as "Redskin" in its reporting, particularly of sports events. Moreover, some radio announcers and stations will not use racially insulting words over the air. 

Some large school districts across the nation (i.e., Dallas Public Schools, Los Angeles Public Schools) have eliminated Indian mascots from their school districts as the result of active advocacy parent and education groups working closely with school officials. Wisconsin and Minnesota have mandated that publicly funded schools not use mascots, names, or logos that have been deemed offensive to Indigenous Peoples. 

While some colleges, universities, high schools, and middle schools have dropped their racially insulting Indian mascots and logos, no professional sports team has felt enough heat or, perhaps, has enough conscience or respect to take a similar step. However, the Washington Wizards succumbed to political pressure and changed their name from the Bullets to the Wizards, which suggests that changes are possible at this level. Change should be possible without the unsightful alumni and student backlashes that smear Indigenous complainants as activists or militants - even as politically correct minorities. This is apparently not consistent with the current fad of being "politically correct." 

Negative imagery of Indigenous Peoples has been around for more than a century. However, the more serious controversy regarding it did not emerge until the past two decades. During this period, there has been a growing Indigenous consciousness and grass-roots transformation, while at the same time the general public and media have become more alert to the rapidly growing ethnic awareness and diversification of society. Consequently, racism in its overt and subtle forms has encountered greater resistance from the "politically correctness" movement of recent years.

Student's Right to an Equal Education

Most states make a commitment to provide the best public education for every student. The issue of equity is an important component of that commitment to educational excellence, ensuring access, treatment, opportunity, and outcomes for all students, based on objective assessment of each individual students' needs and abilities. Requirements and support for equity come from the state Legislature, the federal government, the private sector, community organizations, parents, school boards, and school district staff members. 

Given this foundation, many of the issues pertaining to negative Indian mascots and logos displayed in programs and activities in schools comes under the category of "discrimination." The discrimination prohibition applies to: curricular programs, extracurricular activities, pupil services, recreational programs, and other (e.g., use of facilities, food service). While most states prohibit discrimination against students, many initial Indian mascots and logos complainants are dismissed as irrelevant by school officials, thereby one must follow a process of filing an official complaint as an "aggrieved person" (i.e., a student or parent of student who has been negatively affected) who is a resident of the school district. 

Every pubic school district is required to have a complaint procedure adopted by the school board for residents to use. Some complainants of Indian mascots and logos have additionally filed complaints with the U.S. Department of Education's Office for Civil Rights, basing their discrimination on the student's sex, race, handicap, color, or national origin.

Conclusion

Understanding the contemporary images, perceptions, and myths of Indigenous Peoples is extremely important not only for Indigenous Peoples, but also for mainstream America. Most images of Indigenous Peoples have been burned into the global consciousness by fifty years of mass media. It was the Hollywood screen writers who helped to create the "frontier myth" image of Indigenous People today. It was, moreover, a revelation that had gone largely unrecorded by the national media and unnoticed by a public that still sees Indigenous Peoples mainly through deeply xenophobic eyes and the mythic veil of mingled racism and romance. Each new generation of popular culture has, therefore, reinvented their Indian mascot in the image of its own era. 

Those of us that advocate for the elimination of mascots of Indigenous Peoples appreciate the courage, support, and sometimes the sacrifice, of all people who stand with us by speaking out and drafting resolutions against the continued use of Indian mascots in schools. When you advocate for the removal of these mascots and logos, you strengthen the spirit of tolerance and social justice in your community as well as model pluralism for all children. You provide a powerful teaching moment that can help to deconstruct the fabricated images and misconceptions of Indigenous Peoples that most school-age children have burned into their psyche by the American media. 

If your team name were the Pittsburgh Negroes, Kansas City Jews, Redding Redskins, Houston Hispanics, Chicago Chicanos, Orlando Orientals, or Washington Whities, and someone from those communities found the invented name, stereotyped labels, and ethnic symbols associated with it offensive and asked that it be changed, would you not change the name? If not, why not? Let us further "honor" these groups with demeaning caricatures of a rabbi in a flowing robe, a Black Sambo image, a mascot who would run around in a Ku Klux Klan outfit. It's a mix of racism with sports enthusiasm under the guise of team spirit. Vickers (1998) asserts that Indigenous writers, artists, and activists on all fronts would be sure to condemn all the noxious stereotypes implied above. 

I have made several points in this article and my previous messages to educators. Educators need to educate themselves about Indigenous Peoples and their communities. Doing so will help them see that as long as such negative mascots and logos remain within the arena of school activities, both Indigenous and non-Indigenous children are learning to tolerate racism in schools (Munson, personal communication, 1998). That's what children see at school and on television. As a result, schools only reinforce the images projected by popular culture (LaRocque, 1998). This is precisely what sports teams with mascots and logos of Indigenous Peoples teach children - that it is "acceptable" racism to demean a race or group of people through American sports culture. 

Finally. I challenge educators to provide the intellectual leadership that will teach a critical perspective and illuminate the cultural violence associated with Indian mascots used in schools. Inaction in the face of racism is racism. As culturally responsive educators, we must understand that "enslaved minds cannot teach liberation." 

Notes

Scores of early European writers - Peter Martyr, Montaigne, Rousseau, Chateaubriand-focused upon the innocent Indigenous Peoples as (1) naked, (2) childlike, (3) willing share anything they possessed, (4) unaware of religion, and (5) unconcerned with laws or personal property. A sixth element, cannibalism, crept into some accounts - and into hundreds of illustrations - but since the practice did not fit a good-savage motif, it was smoothed over or simply disregarded by many theorists (Stedman, 1982). The character Poconhontas was created by these early European writers to elevate Indigenous women to a European monarchial mode like a royal princess. Through the nation's growing years Pocahontas the Nonpareil - intelligent, guileless, lovely, courageous - turned into Pocahontas the Imitated or La Belle Sauvage. 

The first method of deculturalization - segregation and isolation - was used with Indigenous Peoples. Indigenous Peoples sent to Indian Territory were isolated in the hope that missionary-educators would "civilize" them in one generation. Indigenous children sent to boarding schools were isolated from the cultural traditions of their tribe as they were "civilized." Forcing a dominated group to abandon its own language is an important part of deculturalization. Culture and values are embedded in language. Using a curriculum and textbooks that reflect the culture of the dominating group was another typical practice of state school systems and federal government programs. All these methods of deculturalization were accompanied by programs of Americanization (Spring, 1997). 

Previous research focusing on aboriginal peoples in the United States have used American Indian, Indian, and Native American as the nomenclature for this population. This article subverts this tradition by instead using the terms "Indigenous Peoples" and "First Nations People." These terms are capitalized because they are proper nouns (particular persons) and not adjectives (words describing nouns). It is also capitalized to signify and recognize the cultural heterogeneity and political sovereignty of Indigenous Peoples in the western hemisphere (Yellow Bird, personal communication, 1997). In this respect, the consciousness of the oppressor transforms Indigenous identity into a commodity of its domination and disposal (Freire, 1997). Ceasing to call Indigenous Peoples American Indians is more than an attempt at political correctness. It is an act of intellectual liberation and it is a correction to a distorting narrative of imperialist "discovery and progress" that has been maintained far too long by Europeans and Euro-Americans. Thus, American Indian and Indian are sometimes used interchangeably in the vernacular of this article only when trying to make a point in an attempt to liberate and combat linguistic hegemony, which is both a direct and indirect power block to the identity of Indigenous Peoples (Yellow Bird, personal communication, 1997). 

Racism is defined as the unshared unilateral use of power that exploits, dominates, and tyrannizes people of color. The exploitation of cheap Black, Hispanic, or Chinese labor to maximize profits within a capitalist system is a classic example of racism as defined by this mode of thinking (Terry, 1996). Racism in America is rooted deeply in the very structure of society. It is not solely, or even mainly, a matter of personal attitudes and beliefs. Indeed, it can be argued that racist attitudes and beliefs are but accessory expressions of institutionalized patterns of white power and social control (Bower, Hunt & Pohl, 1981). 

The "tomahawk chop" is a social phenomena that was created by those individuals who perceive the need for a supportive physical display of action (to cheer on one's favorite athletic team). It's the extension of a single arm out in front on an individual - swinging the hand and forearm in an up and down motion. The act of the tomahawk chop perpetuates an image of savagery and usually takes place in large crowds in sports stadiums accompanied by a so called Indian war chant. The tomahawk chop is also a racist gesture because it perpetuates a stereotype that is not true for all Indigenous Peoples, and it certainly is not true in modern America. This invented act of cheerleading plays on the transformation of Indigenous spirituality, knowledge, objects, rituals into commodities, and commercial exploitation, as well as constitute a concrete manifestation of the more general, and chronic, I marketing of Native America (Whitt, 1995). 

"Redskins" is a word that should remind every American there was a time in United States history when America paid bounties for human beings. There was a going rate for the scalps or hides of Indigenous men, women, and children. These "redskin" trophies could be sold to most frontier trading posts. "Redskins" as used by the Washington National League football team, was a poor choice from the beginning. It was an unflattering name given to Indigenous Peoples by Euro-Americans. George Preston Marshall selected the name when he organized the Boston-based team in 1933. The fact that the name has become habitual or traditional for today's sports fans make it no more pleasant to Indigenous Peoples who hear it. 

Hegemony, in this reading, becomes simply the establishment or preservation by a ruling class of identification between class and group (Sexton, 1990). 

The Governors' Interstate Indian Council (GIIC) began in 1947 when Minnesota Governor Luther Youngdahl expressed concern about federal government involvement in Indian affairs. As an alternative, he recommended that Native Americans in the states work together to address common concerns. For the past 45 years, the GIIC has worked on the state level to promote cooperation between states and their native people and to work toward solutions to their mutual problems. The Senate and House Committees on Indian Affairs rely on the GIIC input as do other Congressional committees and national associations. The Council consist of member states who send delegates to the annual meeting of the Council. GIIC regions represent the following: Northwest: WA, OR, ID, MT, WY, ND, SD, NE, AK, Southwest: CA, NV, UT, AZ, CO, NM, KS, OK, TX, HI, Northeast: MN, IA, WI, IL, MI, IN, OH, KY, NY, PA, NJ, DE, MD, WV, VA, VT, MA, CT, RI, NH, ME; Southwest: TN, MS, AL, NC, SC, GA, FL, AR, LA, MO. 
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Selling Wholesomeness in the Breakfast Bowl              By MARIAN BURROS

 NUTRITIONISTS and researchers have reacted positively to the news that General Mills has added whole grains to breakfast cereals that did not include them before. But the praise is not without reservation: the fiber content of many of the cereals has increased very little, if at all.

"Whole grains" are buzz words for 2005. One market research firm, Mintel, has declared them the ingredient of the year. On Monday, Post cereals announced its lineup of whole grain cereals. The rush brings back memories of the late 1980's and the oat bran craze , which lost steam as soon as oat bran potato chips appeared on the market.

But whole grains are different. They are not unnatural additions to food, the way oat bran was for most products. White flour did not become popular until after the Civil War, when the invention of the steel roller mill made the refining process cheap. But the process of refining grains strips them of much of their vitamin, mineral and fiber content. That is why ready-to-eat cereals are fortified with many - though not all - of those lost vitamins and minerals. Fiber is not added back. 

The whole grain movement received an important boost when the federal dietary guidelines, released last month, suggested that half of the recommended grain servings consumed by Americans be whole grains, particularly because of their fiber content. Whole grains now make up only 5 percent of the grains eaten by Americans.

But based on information appearing on two General Mills Web sites, 28 of the company's 52 cereals contain the same level of fiber they had previously; two have one gram less than they had before the reformulation; and 14 have moved up one gram, with 11 of those going to one from zero. In fact, a total of 22 cereals have just one gram of fiber. Five cereals still have no fiber: Boo Berry, Frosted Chex, Honey Nut Chex, Franken Berry and Shrek. Cereals that were always 100 percent whole grain - like Total, Wheat Chex and Wheaties - would not be expected to have more fiber.

The information on the "before" cereals came from a General Mills Web site, www.bellinstitute.com/nutrition/pn/all.htm, which a company spokeswoman said was five years out of date and has been shut down. She refused to provide numbers for any of the cereals as they were before the reformulation. Current nutritional figures are available at www.generalmills.com/corporate/brands.

Only 24 of the current cereals contain two or more grams of fiber and would meet the standards of the Whole Grains Council, a trade association dedicated to increasing the consumption of whole grains. According to the council's Web site, www.wholegrainscouncil.org, "a true whole grain product will have at least two grams of fiber per serving and often four to five grams or more." The General Mills cereal with the most fiber in a serving is Fiber One, with 14 grams in a half cup serving.

If there is a choice between refined grains and whole grains, whole grains are indeed better, and the new versions of the General Mills cereals contain some of those other important missing micronutrients - antioxidants, phytochemicals or disease fighting plant chemicals - and minerals like selenium and chromium, which can reduce the risk of heart disease, may help in weight maintenance and may reduce the risk of diabetes and other chronic illnesses.

"It's a step in the right direction," said Dr. Meir Stampfer, a professor of epidemiology and nutrition at the Harvard School of Public Health.

Bonnie Liebman, the director of nutrition at the Center for Science in the Public Interest, a nutrition advocacy group, which is often critical of government and the food industry, also considers the reformulation of the cereal an improvement. But she does not want people to think that the use of whole grains has magically made the cereals an excellent source of nutrition.

"It's important for people to realize that using whole grains in breakfast cereals does not turn them into health foods," she said. "Many are still breakfast candy, almost half sugar."

The cereal company wants the public to be aware that it is selling whole grains, not fiber. Susan Crockett, the senior director at the Bell Institute of Health and Nutrition of General Mills, said she knows that some people, including health professionals "think whole grain and fiber are the same thing." But she said the benefits of whole grain have to do with "the synergy of the components."

The company's Web site makes the case again, stating, "whole grain is more than fiber."

Dr. Joanne L. Slavin, a professor of food science and nutrition at the University of Minnesota, said the absence of significant levels of fiber "is a bit of a disconnect because people look for fiber, and when they don't see it, it's confusing." She added: "If this stuff is mostly sugar, we are potentially confusing or misleading people if they think it's totally healthy. But it's probably better than a crummy Danish that's been sitting in the package for three weeks."

Dr. Slavin said she has worked with General Mills and likes the whole grain message, but she said, "I'm also a fiber person, and I'd like those whole grains to have more fiber in them."

The level of fiber in whole grains is dependent on the variety: whole wheat and oats naturally have more fiber than brown rice. But the level of whole grains in a ready-to-eat cereal, no matter the brand, is also dependent on the sugar content. The more sugar, the less grain and fiber. Just compare the various kinds of Cheerios: a 30 gram (about an ounce) serving of unsweetened Cheerios contains one gram of sugar, three grams of dietary fiber; the same size serving of the sweetened Apple Cinnamon Cheerios and Frosted Cheerios, each with 13 grams of sugar, contains just one gram of fiber.

Dr. Barbara Schneeman, the director of nutrition products, labeling and dietary supplements at the Food and Drug Administration, said, "the reason to include whole grain products in the diet is to increase the fiber content." She suggested that consumers check under daily value in the far right column of a package's nutrition facts panel to find out if a food is high or low in fiber. "If the daily value is 5 percent fiber, that is low," she explained, while "20 percent or more is high. Look at the fiber content and the added sugar content, and then make comparisons."

The guidelines recommend 28 grams of fiber for most women daily, 35 for most men.

Though the Food and Drug Administration has not established a definition for good and excellent sources of whole grain, General Mills says cereals that have 8 to 16 grams of whole grains can be called good sources. And those that have 16 or more grams of whole grains can be called excellent, which is how the company describes the cereals on its labels. 

A spokeswoman for the Food and Drug Administration said that it "would have to look at the entire package and context in which it appears to see if the statements are false and misleading." Last May, General Mills asked the agency to create a federal standard based on the levels the company is using.

Whether General Mills cereals are good or excellent sources of nutrition, Dr. Stampfer of Harvard said that adding whole grains to a cereal like Trix "doesn't make Trix a health food." He added: "I hope I am not being interpreted saying that Trix is a good healthy choice for eating. Would I recommend Trix compared to steel-cut oats as a choice for breakfast? No."

Copyright 2005 The New York Times Company
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A pitcher's duel | The Jeff Allison story                                                                                            By Thomas Farragher
The buzz had followed him since he was a little boy chasing pop flies and ground balls across the dusty infields of Peabody.

Born in the whispers of wide-eyed Little League coaches, it grew louder as the kid with the golden arm collected trophies and championships, banner headlines, and a first-class ticket to Major League Baseball.

Jeff Allison has a gift. Jeff Allison is unstoppable. Jeff Allison will make it to the big time.

The day before his promise would be realized -- as a platoon of Major League scouts watched his 95-mile-per-hour fastball end in the smoky snap of a catcher's mitt -- Allison stood on a ball field at Peabody Veterans Memorial High School in June 2003 and embraced those expectations.

"They say high school kids are risky," the lanky right-hander told reporters. "But I don't feel like I'm a risk."

The next afternoon, the high school senior sat in a bedroom in his small home, holding a cellphone to his ear as the call came in.

Jeff Allison was the Florida Marlins' first-round draft choice.

The news ricocheted through the high school's hallways and electrified the city. Television crews from Boston arrived on his doorstep. In two years -- four tops -- he told them, he would take the mound as a major leaguer.

But he did not have to wait that long to cash in on his talent. By summer, he had landed a million-dollar contract. And then something else. As he realized his schoolboy dream, Jeff Allison also had a devastating secret.

His closest friends detected it first in the pinpoint pupils of his eyes. His family sensed it in the strangers who had taken the place of his longtime friends.

Soon the catch phrases used to describe him began to darken. Now the buzz that follows him has turned sharp and sad.

Jeff Allison has a drug problem, it says. Jeff Allison overdosed on heroin.

Jeff Allison, who had it all, may have blown it.

By the time he left for Florida last year to pursue the big-league career that had almost seemed his birthright, Allison had begun to get hooked on the prescription painkiller OxyContin.

In time, his habit would nearly drown out his promise. It would test the trust of his family and a tightknit circle of friends who tried to keep him clean. And it would drive Allison to the brink of selfdestruction.

"I figured I was going to die," Allison told the Globe last month. "I didn't want to live."

Indeed, on a muggy night in July, when he traveled with a longtime acquaintance to a run-down rooming house in Lynn and injected heroin into his forearm, it nearly did kill him.

Today, Allison's story is no longer about the speed of his fastball, the stinginess of his earned run average, or the size of his bonus. The cartoon caricature of the sure-bet superstar is gone. For Allison and those who love him, the stakes are exponentially higher. Success is sobriety meted out in hard-won increments, 24 hours at a time.

For now, baseball can wait. The buzz be damned.

"All that matters to me is that my son stays happy, healthy, and lives a good life," said his father, Bob Allison. "All I care is that he wakes up every day and he knows I love him, his family loves him, he loves us back. . . . And that when his last day comes, people look back and they say: 'You know what? He was a good guy.' "If he has a great baseball career or not, it just doesn't matter to me. I don't know why it would matter to any parent."

The pitching prodigy

On a spring morning in the early 1990s, the ball field was crowded with 7-year-old boys, and John Celentano's son, Bobby, was one of them. The stakes could not have been lower: Little boys were learning to play baseball.

In those early years before wins and losses count, coaches pitch to their own players, making sure the ball sails straight and true over the plate. Celentano pitched, and one of his players hit the ball into the outfield. When the kid in center field picked it up and threw it back in, Celentano, who was armed only with an old softball glove, winced in pain.

He stared in disbelief toward the outfield. When the inning ended, Celentano approached the coach on the other team.

"Who's this kid you got in center field?" Celentano said.

"That's Jeff Allison," he was told.

Even at that age, the ingredients of Allison's story were being assembled.

As a small child, his world was neatly circumscribed by the wide lawns and well-used playing fields of the Kross Keys housing complex across the street from the bright lights and vast parking lots of the Northshore Mall.

The Allisons lived in a two-bedroom apartment near the front of a campus of three-story, red-brick buildings trimmed in white. There was a pool, basketball hoops, and tennis courts. Jeff became a play yard fixture.

For Noreen Allison, the neighborhood offered almost everything a mother could want for her children. It was safe, convenient, green, and friendly. And when the weather warmed and school let out, the gates to the pool swung open.

At age 2, Jeff was already swimming.

Two years later, about the time his parents' marriage dissolved and his father moved out, Allison found his first close friend in Anthony Palmieri. The Palmieris lived in the same complex, just down the road and around the bend.

Soon Jeff was eating at the Palmieri kitchen table and parlaying his playtime with Anthony into frequent sleepovers on weekend nights.

"That was like a second home," Noreen Allison said.

Gary Palmieri, Anthony's father, had been a Peabody High athlete who would later coach. To Palmieri, Jeff was a nice, down-to-earth boy -- the perfect playmate for Anthony and a pleasure to have around.

But when Palmieri watched Jeff in carefree ballgames with his son, he knew he was seeing something more than mere child's play. The careful, casual throws Anthony hurled toward Jeff were being returned with a velocity that turned adults' heads.

"I'd go in the house and I'd say to my wife, 'This kid, his arm is phenomenal,' "

Palmieri said. "You could tell the kid had a gift."

Bob Allison spotted it early, too. A tall, broad-shouldered man to whom Jeff bears a strong resemblance, he remained a frequent presence in his son's life after the divorce. He never saw his son outmatched even on the lowest rung of organized baseball, where youngsters are encouraged to swing at stationary balls placed on a tee.

Many little boys swung wildly or smiled gleefully as they dribbled the ball off the tee. When it was Jeff's turn, he stepped up confidently and pounded ball after ball into the outfield.

After practice he would polish his pitching form. His mother would stand in the backyard, taking her stance in an imaginary batter's box as the baseballs whizzed by.

"You hit me, I'm out of here," Noreen Allison warned her son. He never did.

Before long, the legend that would become Jeff Allison began to spread beyond Kross Keys.

By the time Allison was in Little League, his name was synonymous with dominance among parents and opposing players. Many felt their knees buckle as his pitches roared in.

"I came up at bat, and I remember my legs were shaking just because of his reputation," recalled Andrew Coppola, now one of Allison's best friends. "I was watching him throw throughout the game -- throwing these bullets to the catcher. And it just scared the [heck] out of me. And I remember facing him. I just let three fastballs down the middle just go by."

In those years, before Allison became a household name in Peabody, Jonathan W. Blodgett was one of his coaches.

Blodgett is now the Essex County district attorney, but in the early '90s, he was one of the first people to recognize that a brilliant future awaited Allison.

"I've been around long enough to have seen enough kids play that you know the ones who are special," Blodgett said. "And then there are one or two a generation who are extra special. He was one of them."

Local star ascends

Even before he walked into Peabody High in the fall of 1999, the athletic pedestal upon which many would place Jeff Allison was well under construction.

If its foundation lay in those early raised eyebrows on the playing fields at Kross Keys, and in the fear and wonderment of Little League opponents, its capstone slipped into place in the late summer of 1999. In August, Allison led a team of 14-year-olds from Peabody to the national Babe Ruth championship.

The team was the talk of the town, and Allison was its most valuable player.

He launched a towering home run. He shut down opposing batters. And he emerged from a joyous pileup in right field atop his teammates' shoulders after the final out was recorded against a team from Brooklyn.

When Allison and the team returned to Peabody from that win in Clifton Park, N.Y., a police escort greeted them. Later, they would march in a parade. New "Welcome to Peabody" signs blossomed around the city, making the teenagers' victory the focal point of civic pride.

Today, when Allison remembers that Babe RuthWorld Series title, his eyes brighten and his smile widens. In many ways, he said, those were the best days of his baseball life.

"The coaches were awesome," he said.

"The fans were awesome. We had, like, 5,000 people at one of our games. We were just 14 years old."

Gary Palmieri was the team's coach.

His mantra was: We win as a team, we lose as a team. He made no fuss over Allison. "I didn't have to do that," Palmieri said. "I don't think he wanted to be idolized."

Just days after the Babe Ruth success, Allison strolled through the doors of Peabody High for the first time. Four years later, when he walked out, he had become one of the most accomplished athletes in the school's history.

He signed autographs after games, sometimes for opposing players. Fans wore replicas of his jersey, complete with his name and his number -- 9 -- stitched across the back. The local newspaper trumpeted his pitching statistics with special graphics, mimicking the attention big-city papers have showered on the likes of Pedro Martinez.

"This kid was going to be the next Carl Yastrzemski," one former coach said.

"And everyone wanted a piece of him."

To be part of Allison's inner circle in those days was to be caught up in the kind of intensely local fame that is often part of life in smaller cities and towns, where schoolboy sports can be the civic glue.

If Allison insists he was treated like any other high-schooler, his friends knew otherwise.

"He was a celebrity in Peabody," said Bobby Celentano, his pal and neighbor after the Allisons moved across town into his quiet neighborhood. "If we go to the movies or something, people know who he is. . . . People are looking at him.

They're like, 'Yeah, that's Jeff Allison.' "

Andrew Coppola saw it, too. As a sophomore, when Allison announced he was dating "the most beautiful girl" in the senior class, Coppola's jaw dropped.

"I remember saying: 'Oh, my God.

You've got to be kidding me! You're going out with this girl? Are you kidding me?' I mean, that's when we knew," Coppola said.

But when he jumped into the front seat of Artie Generazzo's gray Ford Probe -- with Celentano and Coppola riding in back -- the star became just one of the boys.

"He wasn't that kid that everybody was 'Oh-my-Godding' about," Coppola said. "He wasn't that kid that everybody was talking about. When he was off the field, he was just Jeff Allison. He was the person. He was our friend. And we didn't treat him like anything more than that."

Allison, Generazzo, Celentano, and Coppola were a tight foursome, a clique unto themselves. For $7, they would while away an afternoon shooting pool in a large, fluorescent-lit billiards hall tucked between a gone-to-seed motel and a Chinese restaurant along Route 1's resolutely plain streetscape.

Allison was the group's unspoken leader. He rode up front and helped arbitrate the friends' adolescent squabbles.

"Most of the time it's something stupid," he said.

Generazzo was his chief lieutenant, the driver who controlled his car by its baseball shift-knob. The designated class flirt, he was also the comedian in the group. "Artie the one-man party," the yearbook called him.

Celentano, a scrappy ballplayer, was everybody's high-energy little brother.

Coppola, his yearbook's designee for nicest eyes, was the group's well-spoken smart kid.

"It's funny to look back and say it now," Coppola said. "But we were kind of the arrogant group. We were the group that if anyone had a party, it was like, 'Screw everyone else.' We were a group that didn't really care."

They ate roast beef sandwiches and $2 hamburgers at a boxy, glass-and-brick restaurant late on weekend nights. They played miniature golf, cruised for girls, and battled over video games in the basement dens of their parents' homes.

And they began to talk about the days in the near future when their jobs, their college ambitions, and their dreams would transport them well beyond the borders of Peabody.

By springtime 2002, as their junior year rushed toward its conclusion, that day seemed closer for Allison than for those who rode with him in Generazzo's Ford Probe.

The 6-foot-2 right-hander was collecting mail by the bucketful from elite baseball programs nationwide. Five hundred letters poured in from 70 colleges.

By some measures, Allison already was considered one of the top three draft-eligible pitchers in the country. He began to daydream about a fancy new car, a new home for his mother.

"The pros have been on my mind because people are saying that I'm going to be taken in the first round," Allison told an interviewer that spring. "That's a lot of money, and I don't think I could turn that down."

With the prospect of a million-dollar contract in his future, schoolwork and school rules began to hold less urgency for Allison. The golden boy was showing signs of a harder edge.

In late March of his junior year, police were called to the school after a student said Allison had pushed him against a wall and threatened him with physical harm. Allison said it did not happen that way. He was merely sticking up for his friends, he said. Charges were not pursued, but Allison acknowledged receiving an in-school suspension because of the incident.

Meanwhile, there was far more serious trouble to confront -- a frightening shadow on his life and his dreams.

By that time, Allison had experimented with OxyContin, the powerful prescription painkiller intended to quell intense pain like that suffered by cancer victims.

It began in a casual way. The first time he tried the drug, he said, he was watching a professional football game on television with an acquaintance.

"I just took it," he said. "At the time, it wasn't a great feeling. I didn't feel too well. I actually came home and went to sleep because it made me tired. But then once -- the next year -- once I got into it, it was like: 'OK. I like this feeling. I always wanted to feel like that. And nothing else.' "

Jeff Allison, the ballplayer who has mastered the mechanics of a curveball and the importance of pinpoint control, knew nothing about the unforgiving power of the drug.

But he would learn.

"I had no idea. No idea," he said.

"Until I was finally addicted to it."

Plucked into the big time

There was a made-for-Hollywood quality about Jeff Allison's final weeks at Peabody Veterans Memorial High School.

When his senior-year baseball season opened in mid-April, Allison struck out 17 of the 24 batters he faced. He hit a grand slam. Scouts from at least 15 big-league clubs clustered behind home plate, clocking his fastball at 94 miles per hour.

For his teammates, that kind of domination bred boredom. "I'd sit out there at shortstop, and it was like: Strike 3.

Strike 3. Strike 3," Celentano said. "And it's like, 'Let them hit the ball once.' "

Allison rarely did.

When he pitched a one-hitter against Malden, 75 of his 98 pitches were strikes.

He threw a no-hitter against Cambridge.

In mid-May, against Somerville, he raised his record to 6-0, striking out 20 batters, including the first 17 to face him.

"Every time that Jeff would be on the mound, I would be walking into the game with a couple of friends," Coppola recalled. "And everybody you'd walk by -- whether it be kids, parents, reporters, photographers, anybody -- you would walk by and the only thing you heard was Jeff Allison, Jeff Allison, Jeff Allison."

As his legend grew, the number of scouts flying into Peabody multiplied.

With radar guns in one hand and cellphones in the other, they reported back to their big-league offices: This kid can't miss.

"He had the chance to be a numberone impact pitcher," said John Kosciak, a longtime scout for the Los Angeles Dodgers.

"His curveball was as good as any big-leaguer I've seen in 15 years. . . . He was cocky, but I guess when you're that good you can afford to be cocky, because he backed it up."

If there were any warning signals about Allison's life away from the baseball field, they were vague and difficult to discern.

Longtime Peabody High baseball coach Ed Nizwantowski said that when Allison stepped between the foul lines, he became a "warrior" who earned the respect of teammates as well as opponents.

But when his star pitcher missed a practice, Nizwantowski promptly benched him -- a rare and brief punishment.

"I had 26 scouts screaming at me one day because Jeff was not going to pitch," Nizwantowski said. "And I said: 'I don't care how many guys flew in here. This kid has got to learn to follow simple rules.' "

The day before the 2003 draft, Allison, in a game against Chelmsford, surrendered one hit and struck out 10 batters before leaving the game with an 8-0 lead. "I wanted to go out there and dominate," he told reporters afterward.

The next morning -- June 3 -- Jeff Allison headed to school to take two final exams. But his world was about to shift on its axis. It was draft day. Within hours, he was through the looking glass.

Reporters, photographers, and television news crews flocked into the driveway of his modest home. His father, by now the gatekeeper for the Major League suitors, had to elbow his way into the house.

"After I fought my way through the camera crews, photographers, and some of the reporters . . . was when it really hit me -- the amount of pressure my son was under," Bob Allison said. "The pressure on him, the expectation of him being a first-round draft pick, a top-10 pick potentially. . . . Before the draft started, I leaned over and I hugged him and I whispered in his ear and I said: 'I don't care where you're picked. You're still number one with all of us.' "

There were some anxious moments.

Teams that had indicated a keen interest took a pass. The Pirates. The Reds. The Indians.

"Oh, my God," Allison said, recalling his thoughts. "I'm slipping in the draft."

But at 1:23 p.m., the scouting director for the Florida Marlins was on the phone. Allison, the 16th player selected in the draft, was the Marlins' first-round pick. Surrounded in his sister's bedroom by his parents and three of his coaches, Allison was at the center of a joyous group hug.

By the end of July, Allison was standing on the emerald infield of Pro Player Stadium in Miami. He wore a team uniform with his name and the number of his draft year -- 03 -- on the back. He took batting practice with the World Series-bound Marlins, and he shagged fly balls in the outfield. For 15 minutes, surrounded by reporters and coaches, as well as Marlins owner Jeffrey Loria and team manager Jack McKeon, the new hot prospect threw bullets in the bullpen.

"He looked outstanding," McKeon recalled. "He had outstanding stuff.

Looking at him, you could just envision this guy being in the big leagues in a couple of years. His stuff was that good."

His brief workout over, Allison trotted to the dugout. He signed a $1.85 million contract. He ate in the owner's box. And then, with his electronic image flashed on the stadium's huge, high-tech scoreboard, he was introduced as the Marlins' newest first-round pick.

Pretty cool, he thought.

"You sign a professional contract for almost $2 million and you're flying high now," Allison said. "It's like you can do whatever you want. You don't care about anything."

Bungling the dream

For the friends who rode with him in Artie Generazzo's compact car to the pool halls and late-night eateries of Peabody, there was something alarming about Jeff Allison, the newly minted pro ballplayer.

Their best friend, their constant companion, the leader of their small pack, was suddenly nowhere to be found.

Generazzo, Celentano, and Coppola repeatedly quizzed one another about his absence. What do you think is going on?

Is there anything we can do? Has Jeff called you yet? Where is he?

"He was slowly leaving us, in a way," Coppola said.

After periods of a week or two away from the gang, Allison would return briefly. And his best pals, the boys who knew him long before he became a local superstar, did not like what they now saw in his eyes.

"The pupils of your eyes, when you take OxyContin, get like they're in sunlight," Bobby Celentano said. "So if you're playing pool at the pool hall and his eyes are beaming like they're in sunlight, he's on one. He just didn't look like Jeff. He talked different. It was completely different.

It was like Good Jeff, Bad Jeff. And we knew right away."

Generazzo, perhaps his closest friend, took him aside for a series of long, urgent conversations.

"You have too much to live for right now," Generazzo told him. "You can't be doing that kind of stuff. This is your life now. You can't mess it up."

But with Allison's celebrity in full flower and his wallet impossibly full, the drug use escalated dramatically.

"Once he got signed, once he had this contract, once he received his signing bonus, that's when things blew up," Coppola said. "That's when the gasoline was thrown on the fire."

In those heady days of local stardom, when his name was on the lips of strangers who served him pizza, or handed him movie tickets, or wanted to bask in his reflected glory, an aura of invincibility surrounded Allison. The young man atop a pedestal in Peabody had grown fearless, and reckless.

"I started to get a big head," he said. "I started not caring. I started thinking I was invincible -- that I could do whatever I wanted. And that wasn't the case at all. I knew in the back of my mind that I couldn't do whatever I wanted, but my attitude was just so cocky. . . . I mean, I had the money, the fame in the city. I was me."

By the end of last year, just months after his giant image had flashed on the bright scoreboard in Miami, Allison found himself at the bottom of a dark, deep place. He could see no escape.

As the professional baseball world moved on without him, as some former friends and acquaintances scoffed about the gift he had bungled, Allison's family and friends went to work fashioning him a lifeline.

"Baseball right now is secondary," Noreen Allison said, speaking about her only son. "I need Jeffrey healthy. I need the Jeff who I knew before all this started. . . . [OxyContin] takes over your life. It's like a tidal wave.

"It takes you. You don't take it."

Tomorrow: A habit. And hope.

Thomas Farragher can be reached at farragher@globe.com. 
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3 STORIES – BIDEMI   Africa and its children                                                                                   By John Donnelly
Second of three parts

URAMO BEACH, Nigeria -- It was just a shack made of cardboard and bamboo.

To 12-year-old Bidemi Ademibo, it meant the world. The shack had been home for more than two months to her and eight other young girls. Some of them, like Bidemi, were runaways. Others were orphans. One had escaped slavery. All lived entirely on their own.

One morning a year ago in this beach slum at the southern edge of Lagos, the nine girls sat listlessly around the remains of the shack, blackened poles and smoking piles of ash. The night before, a gang of young men had poured gasoline over it and set it ablaze. The girls awoke to heat and smoke, scrambled over one another, and pushed their way out the door. They screamed in fear, only to be silenced by blows from the men waiting outside. Later, the girls learned the gang was battling the shack owner for control of Kuramo Beach, and they were simply in the way.

"That's the mentality here," Bidemi said, as she picked foam from a burnt pillow. "Everyone is looking after themselves, and no one else."

Under a deep blue sky, with the surf roaring in their ears, Bidemi and her friends dug their toes into the warm sand. They had no idea where they would go.

The reason for the fight didn't matter to them. Their home was gone, and they were adrift. Again.

Children like Bidemi are an unavoidable sight in Africa, from Senegal to Somalia, from Egypt to South Africa.

Deepening poverty is pushing many families to cast off their children to earn pennies a day on the streets. War and disease -- AIDS in particular -- have nearly doubled the number of orphans on the continent, from 3.5 million in 1990 to nearly 6 million in 2001, and millions more today. Where once these orphans, castoffs, and runaways would have been taken in by extended families, tribes, and villages, the sheer numbers have overwhelmed this caring tradition.

And so they must fend for themselves.

Over the past year, a Globe reporter and photographer have traveled among these child survivors and gathered their stories: Girls who give little thought to the dangers of selling their bodies in order to buy a meal, and girls who risk all by refusing to do so. One polite boy who admitted killing other children in order to save his own life, and who now wonders whether God will forgive him. And one girl who lost her mother and father, only to become a mother to her younger siblings and a caretaker for her great-grandmother -- at age 12, a matriarch.

Some of these children pray that adults will help them. Others embrace their freedom.

Bidemi craves both.

A wisp of a child with just one good eye, her left, she is always on alert, scanning her surroundings for the next hazard, the next chance.

Her hair cropped close, Bidemi's favored look runs to off-the-shoulder T-shirts and baggy shorts or loose-fitting skirts; and unlike many of her girlfriends, she rarely wears earrings. She shows the first signs of becoming a woman, and seems to comfortably straddle the gulf between child and adult. She is as popular with girls of 10 as with young women of 18.

There is an aura about her, something young and fragile but also strangely indestructible. She has attracted a following with her maturity, self-confidence, and especially her street smarts -- her ability to read people at a glance.

But as much as she hates to admit it, Bidemi is vulnerable. She gives it away sometimes when she pouts, or when someone mocks her as the ''one-eyed girl" and she cannot help but cry.

Kuramo Beach, her world, is a narrow strip of sand, only 400 feet wide, packed with people looking for any advantage, however slight. Here, Bidemi, with her magnetic smile, stands out. The other girls, especially those her age, see her as their confidante, their money-handler, their Artful Dodger. They have watched her talk her way out of almost anything. And when she fails, she has an uncanny knack of slipping the grasp of adults who have caught her in a lie, or worse.

This squatter village is less a community than a collection of people who encountered trouble elsewhere and came looking for fresh opportunity in Lagos, a roiling, chaotic city of millions of residents that is Nigeria's economic engine. The beach slum on the otherwise exclusive Victoria Island, five miles from the city center, is really five connected villages with a total population of about 15,000. It has been an illegal settlement for more than a generation, but authorities have not cracked down, partially out of fear that to do so would spark riots.

There is no running water here; vendors truck it in from the mainland and sell it at high prices. There is no proper sanitation; a bay that separates the strip of beach from Victoria Island is the people's toilet. And there is no electrical service, although some people have illegally tapped into the city grid, running wires into their homes.

Some in Kuramo get by selling fish, which they catch in the nearby polluted canal or the ocean. Others operate small businesses out of their shacks. But most women here sell their bodies to survive.

The good life is maddeningly close, so close they can see it and hear it -- just not live it. Across the bay are some of the most expensive hotels in Africa, where a standard room can cost $320 a night, more than a year's wage for almost all who live on Kuramo.

A young girl flees her home

Bidemi, now 13, was born in a hospital just off the beach on Jan. 17, 1991. Her father said she weighed a healthy 7 pounds, 9 ounces.

Her mother ran away when Bidemi was just 4 years old; she was never told exactly why or where her mother went, only that it was somewhere in Lagos. Her father, Ademibo Ogunyamoju, 46, won't speak of his wife, except to say he considers her evil.

Ogunyamoju remarried soon after, and he and his second wife and their three children live in a rambling shack on stilts in Kuramo Beach. It is one of the largest structures in the village. After Bidemi turned 6, her father put her to work when she wasn't at school. He noticed she was quick in math and trained her to run his multiple businesses. She expertly handled the cash from selling fish, water, and alcohol, and from recharging engine batteries. During his absences, it was not unusual for her to hold more than $50.

''I tried my best to bring her up," the father said as he repaired a fishing net one afternoon. ''She used to be in possession of all my money, from a very early age. She never suffered with me. I gave her a room, I gave her food, I sent her to school."

The father, several village residents said, would often severely discipline Bidemi and her older brother, Sunday, now 21. People here have a high threshold for violence; it is not unusual in the beach village for fights to spill out into the sand pathways. But Ogunyamoju's beatings, when witnessed by neighbors, were said to be especially cruel.

''He has such a hot temper," said Ade Alongo, 50, one of the community's elders. ''Anything he could find to beat them, he would use it."

Sometimes, Bidemi said, her father beat her for the smallest of infractions. Other times, she admitted, she stole money to buy clothing and food. During one beating in 2001, she said, the buckle from his belt hit her in the right eye, causing it to bulge grotesquely. When she could finally open her eye, she could no longer see with it, she said.

''I was 10 and my father and stepmother were looking for something belonging to one of their babies, and couldn't find it," she said, speaking Yoruba, the dominant language in this part of Nigeria. ''They accused me of taking it, and my father started hitting me with his belt. After a few days, [my eye] was very swollen, and he took me to a hospital. They wanted to do an operation, but my father said no."

In September 2003, after she had completed fifth grade in a primary school near the beach, Bidemi ran away from home after spending about 1000 naira, or $7.25, of her father's money on two blouses. She feared she would be beaten.

But she didn't run far. She ended up just 150 yards from her father's house, living in a hideout with a clutch of other young girls. The father said that in the first few weeks he looked for her every day, but then gave up.

He denied ever beating his children and said Bidemi lost her vision when a motorcyclist hit her.

''She's a liar!" he shouted. ''I have never accosted her, never threatened her in any manner."

Ogunyamoju turned surly. ''I think that freedom I gave her, that is how she went astray. She developed an evil character. If I allow her to stay with me, she will kill me. She's a bad girl from the day she was born. That rat goes against her own father."

He won't allow her back in his house, though he said he would pay for school fees, which cost the equivalent of $120 a year. Bidemi wouldn't come home if she could, he said; she savors her newfound independence too much.

''At her age, a girl like that who is not hungry, who does not lack anything, what does she do for a living? At her age? Ask her."

He turned back to his fishing net.

With a band of runaways

At Kuramo, Bidemi's gang was constantly in flux.

Six months after the shack was lost in the fire, one girl had moved back in with her family and three others left without saying where they were headed. But several new girls had turned up.

They still traveled in a pack on the beach, often walking to a collection of outdoor fish restaurants with names like De Genius and Black Ebony Spot. But Bidemi missed her old circle.

''We were so happy playing together," she said. ''People left us alone. No one would beat us."

Bidemi and Sarah Olatunde, 12, were now sleeping in what passed for a video shop. It had a sand floor, a broken-down television set, and 60 videos, many of them Nigerian-made ''Nollywood" films. The owner, Lati Ganiu, 25, one of the local toughs in Kuramo, allowed several of the child wanderers to stay in his shop at night. Sometimes more than a dozen children slept there.

Ganiu, whose wife and two children lived in another part of Lagos, had an 18-year-old girlfriend on the beach named Amuda Idris. The husky-voiced young woman said she had escaped eight months earlier from a family that had bought her from her father and then forced her to sell their goods on the street. Idris said she dreamed that Ganiu would someday marry her. She had taken Bidemi under her care, at Ganiu's suggestion.

Ganiu said Bidemi impressed him from the start. ''She is very, very obedient and hard-working" and could calculate math problems in her head, he said. ''She is brilliant, really."

But he said she is also humble, without the bravado of many girls on the beach.

Bidemi often stayed in Ganiu's hut because she worried that the shop wasn't safe. On several occasions, boys had entered in the darkness, she said, and tried to pull off her clothes.

Ganiu sometimes fed her, but Bidemi said she mostly begged money from foreigners and wealthy Nigerians at a nearby shopping center and around the restaurants on the beach. Unlike many of the other girls, she said, she would not perform ''the act," or sex, for money. ''Never," she said.

She said she still dreamed of going back to school, and staying there for years. ''I want to be a doctor," she said.

For a time, Bidemi's gang, whose members ranged in age from 11 to 16, attended a school on the beach run by a local church. But the church had closed the school, and no one knew whether it would reopen.

Without school, the girls led aimless lives. There were no jobs for them, on or off the beach. So they scrounged for tiny amounts of cash, mostly from men or boys they knew, or in rare cases, from family members who lived nearby. Any money they got would be spent immediately to buy crackers or soda from one of the numerous tiny food shops in Kuramo. Food for one meant food for all. One unspoken ethic among the girls was that food was shared.

When they satisfied their hunger, and sometimes when they hadn't, the ocean often brought out the child in them.

Late one afternoon, Bidemi and Idris led a group of 14 girls and young boys near the break of the ocean surf. The beach was littered with human waste and magnificent orange shells. They played hopscotch, danced, sang, and on a cue from Bidemi, ran at full speed into the ocean. At first they turned around when their knees got wet, but one of them lay down and a huge wave crashed over her. They squealed in laughter and soon they were all in the surf, their bodies pounded by the foamy water.

''It feels so good," said Bidemi as she came out, an hour later, dripping wet.

But, in as little time as it takes the girls to dry off, the mood can turn from joy to menace in the hot, sandy passageways of Kuramo, just 100 feet away. Women, the girls said, often accosted them and threatened to beat them up unless they washed their clothes and gave them money. Fistfights were common. So were men demanding sex. And thieves.

One day Kuramo boiled over. In one alley, in a period of just 15 minutes, an 8-year-old tomato seller attacked a boy twice her age after he swiped a tomato from her tray, and she didn't stop clawing him until she had ripped off his white muscle shirt. A few feet away two men shoved, punched, kicked, and scratched each other, falling onto a shack and nearly causing it to collapse. On one stoop, blood streamed from a large gash on the right hand of one of Bidemi's friends, a 16-year-old named Tawa Zubair, who said a barber had accidentally slashed her.

But what got the attention of residents inured to such mayhem was the sight of Ganiu, stripped to the waist, preparing to whip two girls with a long piece of white electrical cord.

''Stop him, stop him!" screamed Sarah Olatunde, one of Bidemi's best friends, cowering on her knees under his raised whip.

Bidemi peered out at the scene from the video shop.

Several dozen people formed a circle around Ganiu and Sarah like spectators at a gladiator sport.

''Whack!" the cord cracked over Sarah's back. Ganiu reared back again. ''Whack!"

Sweat flew off his torso.

''Never," he shouted over the murmuring crowd, whipping her again. ''Never do that again!"

Sarah crawled into the crowd and hid behind legs as a beaten dog would.

Ganiu grabbed a second girl, another friend of Bidemi's, and whipped her with equal ferocity. She ran off weeping.

Ganiu said the two had led other girls to a shack the night before, where they had sex with men for money.

''I saw them do it, and I will not allow it," he said, breathing heavily. ''What these girls need is to get to school, or get a job. Or just get out of here."

He threw the electric cord into his video shop.

A doctor tries to help

Ganiu's anger did not extend to Bidemi. And he was not the only one to see promise in her.

Dr. Job Ailuogwemhe, 35, a medical doctor and researcher affiliated with Harvard's School of Public Health, also became intrigued. He met her one day while checking on the construction of a health clinic in Kuramo, where Harvard wants to work on preventing the spread of HIV.

Ailuogwemhe, a Nigerian, looked closely at her eye, and said he knew a doctor at Lagos Central Hospital who could see her. He set an appointment for the next day.

Bidemi, accompanied by her friend Idris, sat quietly as the doctor's car pulled into the hospital, a 10-minute ride from the beach. Only once before had she ventured so far from Kuramo, and that was to sell secondhand clothes at a market in Lagos, a 25-minute bus ride away.

''Dr. Job," as he is known among his friends, guided her through a room stuffed with records from floor to ceiling and introduced her to Anthony O. Anyameluna, an optometrist. The eye doctor turned to Bidemi and opened her right eye for a look. He saw that the lens over her eye had been severely damaged.

''If we extract that lens, and replace it, there is a chance she will see again," he said. ''But we need to take a closer look."

He took Bidemi into his office. She became case No. 11421.

''Why didn't you come with your parents?" he asked her. She said nothing.

Dr. Job spoke up. ''This was caused by her daddy."

''Beaten? You know there are always two sides to a story," the eye doctor said, shining a light into her right eye and covering her left eye with a piece of paper. ''I think you are a stubborn girl. You know, this isn't like it is in America. We beat children here. It's discipline."

He turned off the office light.

''What can you see now?" he asked, training his flashlight on her right eye. ''Touch the light."

Bidemi flailed her right arm in the air. But she never came close. He turned the lights on, and sighed.

''The prognosis is very, very poor," the doctor said. ''The retina is affected. She can't see the light at all. There is a slight drift of the eye to the right. One eye is doing the work of both eyes."

But he said an operation would serve a cosmetic purpose; if he removed her discolored blue-and-white lens, others may not detect she was blind in her right eye. The cost of an operation would be the equivalent of $360.

Bidemi wept as she left.

''I want to see," she whispered.

'I'm ready to be obedient'

A day after her public whipping, Sarah Olatunde sat inside a room in the unfinished health clinic, a popular gathering spot for the girls because it was private and refreshingly cool. Sarah was agitated.

The 12-year-old often wore a scowl on her face, as if that would scare off trouble. She often felt wronged in life, too, and Ganiu's beating constituted the most recent example. She said that none of the girls had sex that night.

And yet she freely admitted that it was not unusual for her, or the other girls, to prostitute themselves. She said she hustled in nearby poor villages, earning 200 naira for sex with a condom, 400 naira for sex without -- the equivalent of $1.44 and $2.88 respectively. She preferred the 400-naira work ''because I need the money."

''We're all commercial sex workers," she said, shrugging her shoulders. That includes Bidemi, she said.

Sarah, wearing a black skin-tight dress and earrings the shape of crosses, described a recent night when Bidemi, herself, and a third girl had met a man near the beach. Bidemi had agreed to have sex with him, but when the man saw Sarah and her friend watching from a window, he sent Bidemi away with 60 naira, or about 40 cents.

As she finished her story, Bidemi walked into the room. She smiled at Sarah, but Sarah frowned.

Told what Sarah had said, Bidemi said flatly, ''I don't do sex work."

Sarah laughed and fell in mock disbelief against a plywood wall.

''Well," Bidemi said, looking angrily at Sarah, ''I don't want to do it anymore. That's why I said I didn't do it. I want to go back to school. That's what I want to do. But how can I? How can I do that?"

She ran out of the clinic and out onto a sand path. Sarah followed and the two yelled at each other until another disturbance silenced them. Dozens of people were running into the village, passing in front of the health center. It was unclear where they were headed or why. Bidemi grabbed a friend in the pack.

''They are taking Ibrahim," the friend screamed.

''No!" Bidemi shouted as she dashed into the pack.

A few minutes later the crowd moved past again, led by a group of young men who had their arms around a

teenage boy. The boy sobbed.

Ganiu appeared and stood in their path. Bidemi pleaded that he stop them and free the boy, Ibrahim, who lived on the beach. Bidemi and her girlfriends mingled frequently with the boys; Bidemi felt particularly close to him.

Ganiu motioned for the group of men to follow him for a talk. They told him that 14-year-old Ibrahim was their relative, that he had run away, and that they had come to take him home. A family was reclaiming a child.

Brushing away her tears, Bidemi said, ''He's so nice, I don't want him to leave."

''He has to go," said Nekan Bolade, 20, one of Ibrahim's brothers, sweat running down his face and back.

Ganiu stepped aside. Bidemi said nothing as Ibrahim passed from her family to his. This is nothing new for Kuramo. It is a village of everyday drama and constant change.

Ganiu dreams of leaving. He said he hopes soon to follow a friend to the Ivory Coast, where he planned to find work repairing electronic equipment.

But he has been thinking about what would happen to Bidemi and the other girls if he left. ''It's quite terrible for them to be alone," he said. ''But I need to start thinking of me."

Dr. Job stopped by the beach slum and found Bidemi one day. She was wearing a black T-shirt with the words, ''Love Cat," and bell-bottom jeans that dragged in the sand.

''I don't want to force you into anything," he said in his deep baritone voice. ''But are you going to go to school? Are you serious about it?"

She looked up at the imposing form of the doctor, her right eye closed tight. ''I'm ready to be serious about academics," she said. ''I'm ready to be obedient. I prefer leaving here. I think I must."

She seemed so sad and alone. Her body shook.

''What's wrong?" the doctor asked.

''I'm hungry," she said. ''I got some food and shared it with my friends, but everyone ate it. I had none."

Dr. Job shook his head. He started to say something.

But then from an alley, one of Bidemi's friends called out in Yoruba. In a flash, Bidemi was gone, running down a sand path, disappearing from sight.

Next: One girl's choice

John Donnelly can be reached at donnelly@globe.com 
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LAS CLARITAS, VENEZUELA       CROSSING DIVIDES

Seeking heaven in the stubborn earth. From the savanna to the jungle, people struggle to squeeze life from a swath of South America                                                                                                                                              By Tom Haines

LAS CLARITAS, Venezuela -- The pump sucked water from a pit and shot it into a wall of packed red earth with enough force to send the wall tumbling upon itself.

Clumps of the fallen mud hurtled through a hose, cascaded across scraps of filtering carpet, and finally spit, into the withered hands of a lean man, bits of gold.

Noon sun baked soil and skin. The man, and all in this crush of picks and pumps and slap-shack lean-tos, had scrambled to the jungle outpost to stake a claim in El Dorado's newest gold rush. The miners labored in the thick of forest, but also at the edge of another world, of cool and solitude, a sprawling divide between one South America and another.

Just down the road from the open-pit mine, green-leaf sweat gives way to towering savanna. It runs southward a hundred miles, then descends into Brazil, where lowland savanna finally yields to yet more jungle -- the Amazon.

This ancient ground has long nurtured natives, enchanted explorers, taunted colonizers, and defined the boundaries of Venezuela, Guyana, and Brazil. Still an intersection of remote terrain and the will to live within it, the savanna is the first of four geographic and cultural divides the Globe will journey across this fall, in a series that will circle the planet, to Africa, Asia, and the Arctic.

South America may seem a conquered continent. Yet deep within, newcomers and old continue to stake modern claims, for ore and souls, for power over people and land.

To hear of such a place is one thing. What would come from following serendipity and instinct, journeying across the divide and into these lives?

But first, the gold rush.

It appeared in the black buzz of a Monday night in the tired village of Las Claritas. Shadowy forms, some plump and plodding, most lanky and loose, milled outside roadside shops and bars. The next morning, pickup trucks shuttled men, women, and children west along a rocky road to the gold mine that they all, remembering the day one high mud wall fell too far too fast, call "Los Cuatro Muertos," The Four Dead.

The mine was conceived as a vast operation, digging deep to tap one of the world's largest gold deposits, and controlled, as is so much in South America, by foreign interests. Crystallex International Corp., a Canadian company, in 2002 obtained long-disputed rights to the Las Cristinas mine, as it is officially known, in hopes of harvesting a half-million ounces of gold a year, beginning in 2006.

But in southern Venezuela, more than a century of mining has left behind holes of poverty. So as Crystallex lawyers battled and engineers plotted, independent miners came, picks and pans in hand, to clamor at the gates. President Hugo Chavez, a champion to many in Venezuela's poorer classes, did not stop them.

Four thousand swarmed at the chance, an ant farm of backs hunched against the heat.

Inside the mine's open gate, three laughing miners, arm-in-arm and singing boldly, sauntered past guards, two of whom loosely held sawed-off shotguns. A woman sold soft drinks and lemon cake from a makeshift shop. A mother, father, and their children, ages 17, 13, 12, and 6, clustered near a wide pit and shared bowls of chicken smothered in a rich sauce.

Fifty feet below, Alejandro Ortuez, at 29 already a 17-year mining veteran, stood waist deep in water and rolled small wads of mercury through silt to capture flecks of gold. Working 24-hour shifts for the owner of the water pump, Ortuez would earn perhaps $75 a week; enough, he said, "for family, for beer, for dropping some panties."

The pump rattled on and another mud-spattered miner, ripples of lean muscle in his own shade of brown, slid into the water behind Ortuez. The man wore the mischievous smile of someone about to enjoy a swim. He dunked, rose, and pressed his fingers across his forehead. He dunked again, deeper and longer. The water rippled in even rings and then, in the center, calmed.

An ancient land

Back on Route 10, a trucker with square shoulders and a round face promised that his rig, with its powerful engine and steel flatbed, could handle the climb out of jungle and into the divide.

The truck swayed through the last, dense squeeze of the forest and growled up a series of switchbacks, slowing at a rock face in which many see the image of the Virgin Mary. The switchbacks climbed more than 2,000 feet in elevation, and then, suddenly and only 30 miles from Las Claritas, Venezuela's Grand Savanna opened beneath a chill wind.

As it runs east to Guyana, south to Brazil, west toward the Pacific, the highland canvas is cut by forested valleys, spiked in red cliffs, and splashed with torrents of water. But here at its northern edge, meadows of green and brown crested from low ridge to low ridge. Dozens of parrots, rounded heads tucked hard against the breeze, flew west, toward rain.

The savanna is set atop a geological foundation known as the Guyana Shield, born more than 2 billion years ago. Over hundreds of millions of years, layers of rugged red sandstone eroded, shaping the region's massive table mountains. Only 900 years ago (Or was it 9,000? The experts debate still.), the indigenous Pemon people began roaming the savanna as nomads. Only in recent centuries did outsiders, including Capuchin monks, follow, boating up the Rio Caroni.

Today, much of the savanna has been tamed -- by Route 10's two paved lanes, a string of power lines loping toward Brazil, and a modest military base -- and contained within the bounds of Canaima National Park, which draws tourists in search of table mountains and Angel Falls, the highest in the world. It is home to few, descendants of the Pemon who wandered so long.

Past the military base, where a helicopter settled after sweeping across the lowest of ridges, a rutted road ran west, toward Kavanayen, a town of stone houses and settled souls. The truck bucked and braced. After more than an hour, flashes of lightning captured the outline of a high, long "tepui," as the table mountains are called. At arm's length, clouds of fireflies sparked.

"When I was in Las Claritas, a spirit showed itself to me," said a quiet voice from the gathering darkness. "It was good . . . because it didn't do anything bad. It was like the wind. It came, moving tree branches, then left. Only once."

It was twilight the next evening and Gregorio Espaa, the boy behind the voice, sat with six friends at the edge of a dusty walkway. For 45 minutes they had sprinted and shouted across the village square, chasing a soccer ball that struck, occasionally and accidentally, the high, steel cross at the center of Kavanayen.

Their conversation would quickly accelerate toward banter about the Cartoon Network, Univision, MTV, and the other channels that arrive through the satellite dishes rising above the corrugated metal rooftops of the village. But it began darkly, as Gregorio, a steady 14-year-old with short-cropped hair, laced his leather shoes.

"Sometimes an evil spirit shows up among us, just like one of us, and then he disappears," Gregorio said. "And that spirit makes you sick."

That morning, as with every morning, this farming village, anchored by a stone mission, church, and schoolhouse, awoke to the toll of a bell and the slow stroll across the square to Mass, where hymns were accompanied by acoustic guitar.

An hour later, children wearing white, collared shirts stood in tidy rows before the school and lifted their voices in song:

Here in the savanna,

Here we the Indians,

With our feet on the soil,

And our face to the sun . . .

Beyond the village, a deep valley brimmed with white fog. Buzzards soared on columns of air. To the west, profiles of several tepui brightened with the rising sun.

Such rhythms, especially in the cold clarity of morning, beat on as if Kavanayen had sprung from the savanna itself. But it was only about a century ago that Capuchins, contracted by leaders of the young Republic of Venezuela to contain and "civilize" native peoples, built the mission on a desolate bluff. The monks solidified their stake in later years, with the school, a grid of streets and, most recently, dozens of homes made of heavy stone blocks.

Some traditional homes remain, and in one low, earthy dwelling, an evening fire roared and an old woman tended a pot of boiling yucca. Nearby, the soccer boys continued their sidewalk conversation.

"What do they make in the United States," one boy asked.

"Bombs," said another, rolling onto his side with laughter.

Two of the boys, Gregorio, and Danlly Lopez, 13, did most of the talking. Danlly kneeled in the back of the group, his silhouette a study in straight-backed confidence. Danlly said he hoped to become a soldier. Gregorio said he would like to be a lawyer, or a farmer. All seven boys confirmed their attendance at weekly Mass.

If the boys' souls were the gold the Capuchins sought, they had been claimed. Almost.

As night fell fast, Gregorio turned again to the savanna, describing the boys' forays into its solitude. They always travel in groups.

"If we go alone," Gregorio said, "the spirits will get us."

Diamonds in the rough

Father Eleazar Meyor drove the mission's pickup truck into the next day's shrouded dawn. He kept a punishing pace along the dirt track from Kavanayen back to Route 10, then turned south to Santa Elena de Uairn, a border city that now, with its Internet cafe, serves as base camp for Grand Savanna tourists.

Before reaching Santa Elena, Meyor pulled off the highway at the crest of a hill. A rocky, red gully descended toward stands of palm trees. Single stumps, relics of gradual harvesting, were scattered at the edges. Far to the east, a series of tepui trailed south toward Mount Roraima, a tabletop so vast it hosts its own ecosystem and marks the triple border point between Venezuela, Guyana, and Brazil.

A string of power lines sliced the landscape stretching toward Mount Roraima. The lines, fiercely opposed by native communities, were designed to deliver cheaper energy from Venezuela's hydroelectric dams to Roraima, the Brazilian state isolated from the rest of its country by Amazon forest. Venezuelan leaders hoped such cooperation with the continent's largest nation would, among other things, ease their country's entry into Mercosur, a South American trade alliance. It did not. Even the creep of simpler technology -- such as the paving of the highway's two lanes across Roraima and on to Manaus, a teeming city of 1.5 million people -- has done little to bridge the distance between modern nations.

After one border station, where Brazilian guards checked yellow fever vaccination cards, then another, where they stacked confiscated cans of bootleg gasoline, the highway twisted and fell from the highlands through forested foothills into Brazil, where it is known as BR-174. More savanna opened, this time thirsty and pancake flat. Cattle grazed. Spikes of hardwood trees framed pastures. The two lanes split the horizon, a shimmering asphalt river running into Roraima and, eventually, its capital, Boa Vista.

Late on a Saturday afternoon, near the center of spoked streets that angle toward the banks of the Ro Branco, not far from a store that sells machetes for clearing land, all was quiet outside a colonial home with leafy courtyards and a sign, on the front, that read, "Brasil Family Big House."

Inside, downstairs, walls of a private gallery were hung with, among other items, four works by the painter Augusto Cardoso. One, in riots of bright color, portrayed a parrot and a fish fleeing a fire; another depicted naked native women lying in hammocks. Near the paintings stood a collection of goblets carved from Purple Heart wood and baskets woven by members of the Yanomami tribe, whose lands lay west of Boa Vista.

Amazonas Brasil, the owner of the house, idled in the gallery, seeming at once impressed and bored with his collection, culled from the people and land of Roraima, a diamond-shaped state covered by savanna in the north and rain forest in the south.

"What's interesting to me is to have a cultural expression of Roraima," Brasil said. "If I like it, I'll buy it."

Brasil's ancestors, too, had a penchant for acquisition. One grandfather colonized the territory, helping to clear it of indigenous tribes; the other founded Boa Vista, which became the territory's capital in 1943.

The native people, of course, are not all gone. Some have integrated into Boa Vista, which has surged in past decades from 30,000 to more than 200,000 residents. Others live on heavily regulated enclaves that cover nearly half the state. The Macuxi and several other tribes are still struggling with judges and political leaders to remove ranchers and farmers from their traditional lands along the border with Guyana.

Amid such battles, a man like Amazonas Brasil, a retired state finance official with a soft belly and fine, white beard, would hardly seem vulnerable.

But as Brasil settled on a corner couch, he recast the scene.

"There is a problem," he said. "There are three big areas in the world without people: Antarctica, the bottom of the oceans, and the Amazon. But the Amazon is the richest of all. It has a marvelous biodiversity, all the minerals in the world, and a lot of drinking water."

Brasil shared his theory: Powerful foreign interests want to lock up Roraima's deposits of gold and tin ore, copper and diamonds, so that they will be available in the future. Private cartels, he believes, secretly finance groups helping native tribes regain land and rights. The United States and other governments, Brasil said, pressure the Brazilian government to give land to the tribes. Then Roraima's riches, sitting unmolested by native stewards, will be ripe for exploitation in years to come.

"It is like a trick," Brasil said. "The land I own is my land. The land an Indian owns is owned by the federal government. In the future, these lands will be in the international interest."

Roraima's tribal leaders and their allies dismiss talk of international conspiracy. Such theories, they say, are just scare tactics used to keep them from regaining a share of the land.

But as Brasil made his case, he did not raise his voice, nor shake a fist. He slowly walked from the couch to his corner desk, where he drew two documents from a file. He held out one, a transparency charting mineral locations throughout Roraima; then the second, a map marking the boundaries of land protected for the tribes.

He laid the transparency across the map. The tribal borders enclosed nearly perfectly the pockets of Roraima's mineral wealth.

Deep into the Amazon

South of Boa Vista, BR-174's flat run across the savanna collided with the green wall of the northern reaches of the Amazon rain forest.

At the river port town of Caracarai, the highway rose above the Ro Branco and cut toward Manaus, the Amazon capital roughly 500 miles south.

The Ro Branco, already wide and strong, angled on its own course into the jungle, where, after 350 miles, its waters would merge with the Ro Negro, and later the Ro Amazonas.

Minutes before a Monday midnight, a long, flat boat motored from Caracarai into the river's current. The lights of the port dwindled to darkness.

Six hours downstream, the sun rose through a muggy prism. A second boat, a small junk, puttered faithfully, shuttling locals between the few meager villages perched on the Ro Branco's banks.

Near one settlement, a doctor told tales of crocodile bites, the worst of which come when the crocodile strips muscle from knee to ankle. Those who survive such wounds, like those who survive the jungle, become existentialists, expecting, and getting, little that they don't win for themselves.

As the boat pushed deeper into the Amazon, the savanna lingered, a kind of refuge, its expanse having offered relief, at least, from the crush of the jungle.

The next morning, the boat turned upstream on one tributary of the Ro Branco, then another. There, at a gentle bend in the Ro Amajau, it anchored in Canauini, a young settlement cut from the forest, where howler monkeys greet the break of day.

Beyond the dusty riverside flats of the village, past stands of brush and down a narrow footpath, ash caked a jagged swath of earth 50 yards wide, 300 long. Coals smoldered and flames leapt from the center of a tree fallen upon the ground.

Back by the riverbank, women gathered beneath a canopy and squeezed ground manioc to rid the root of its poison. In a neighboring hut with slatted walls and filtered light, a mother of 12 fought the pain of an infected bowel; three of her children lingered in malaria's dull embrace.

Canauini's first settlers had arrived four years before from a village deeper in the jungle, along a small river that ebbs to rock bottom during dry season. Twenty-one families, all related, had since joined them. Tethered canoes floated beside a bank of stumps and scrub, and a church, Assembly of God, rose behind stilted huts.

Beyond the church, near the scorched plot, a farmer's shack held a scattering of tools: a hoe, a hammer, a post-hole digger, and a broom. Scallions grew in pots on a table. Mango, papaya, sweet peppers, and passion fruit rose from nearby soil.

A man approached, his sloped shoulders covered in a worn Parmalat soccer jersey, number 9. The man, Luis Nazario Pereira, moved easily, comfortable on the land. Pereira said he had spent many of his 30 years in Manaus, cutting a living from the seething sawmills. Then he married, and, after his wife gave birth to their first child, came here to stake his own claim.

He had cleared the land simply: cut the small trees, then the big. Waited 60 days, then burnt it all. Cut the big ruins into pieces, then burnt it again.

Five years before, drought and runaway slash fires combined to burn millions of acres of savanna and rain forest in Roraima. Posters had since been hung in schoolrooms to warn of fire danger, in hopes that children, at least, would teach their parents not to burn fields.

Pereira fingered the leaves of a plant that would grow pineapples in six months, and a palm, which would bear fruit in six years, and a second man, old and slight, arrived. He carried an empty white sack and offered a wide, gummy smile.

Pereira followed this man, Basilio Almeida, his father-in-law, across the charred field and into the high stand of forest. A flock of birds chattered above. A nut fell to the leaf-covered floor.

The men climbed aboard two wooden canoes and paddled beneath low branches into a still creek. It opened onto a cove, a backwater of the Ro Amajau.

Almeida stopped to check a net and withdrew one silver fish, the size of a hand. Then the two men angled their canoes onto the river, tracing a circular route back to Canauini. A stingray, caught on a trap line, floated on the surface, alive but barely.

Almeida, at 70 a father of 21 children, crouched tight, his paddle knifing into the graying flow. He sought someone to watch over his people, someone to guard this homestead carved from the tangle of jungle.

"Luis is my son-in-law. But I see him as a son. My son," Almeida said. "He is a little short, but he works hard. He has two kids, but they are never sick, because he provides for them."

An hour later, after night had fallen, Almeida donned pressed trousers, a plaid shirt, and loafers and walked alone toward the Assembly of God church.

The huts of the village huddled in weak, shaking light. In one home, a child wailed as a hand rose and fell and, to the cadence of a shouting adult, delivered blows.

Almeida stepped into the one-room chapel, where ceiling fans turned beneath a tin roof and unshuttered windows invited the croaks and calls of night. A crowd of more than 20, some women, most children, took seats on hard pews. A girl in a polka-dot dress drifted to sleep and, guided by the gentle arms of an adult, slumped to the concrete floor.

Arao, a timid 11-year-old boy, rose to lead a song.

Almeida reached into the air and joined others in their shout: "Glory to God!"

The preacher, a stocky man with a tightly-knotted tie, took to the pulpit and talked of fish and fruit and the richness of the earth. God, the preacher said, was a good farmer.

"Glory to God!"

The preacher criticized outsiders, those who lectured against slash-burning, who dared to tell these people how to live in this place. He promised that Armageddon was on its way, that one day all this land would burn.

"Glory to God!" 

 © Copyright 2005 The New York Times Company
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TELEGRAPH NEWS
Sacred mysteries




                                                    By Christopher Howse
Why they can't wed in church

The Archbishop of Canterbury judges that the man who will one day be Supreme Governor of the Church of England does not qualify to marry in church. The position needs clarifying because there has been a certain amount of obfuscation. 

Dr Williams says: "These arrangements have my strong support and are consistent with Church of England guidelines concerning remarriage." The "arrangements" are a civil wedding, followed by a service of "prayer and dedication". The Prince of Wales appears to be making them because he has been unable to answer satisfactorily some of the questions posed under the guidelines mentioned by Dr Williams.

These include: "Would the new marriage be likely to be a cause of hostile public comment or scandal? Would permitting the new marriage be tantamount to consecrating an old infidelity? Was the relationship between the applicant… a direct cause of the breakdown of the former marriage?"

When the Bishop of Winchester, the Rt Rev Michael Scott-Joynt, was interviewed on Newsnight on Thursday, he declared himself quite unable to say why, after discussions with the Archbishop of Canterbury, Prince Charles should have chosen a civil wedding. In a way, the Bishop of Winchester is right. We cannot look into Charles's soul, and it is not our business to know his conscientious deliberations.

But marriage is a public act, and it was Dr Scott-Joynt who headed the committee that spent six years drawing up principles on remarriage which were eventually adopted by the General Synod in 2002.

Dr Williams, who has been called on to apply those principles, is no narrow legalist when it comes to sexual morality. But he has firm ideas. At his enthronement as archbishop, two years ago this month, he chose to speak out against "the vacuous cruelty of sexual greed and unfaithfulness". Prince Charles was in the congregation.

Dr Williams has not condemned Prince Charles for living with a divorced woman, but neither does he condemn men who live together. Dr Williams's thinking on sexual matters is neatly encapsulated by Rupert Shortt in his study Rowan Williams: An Introduction (Darton, Longman & Todd, £7.95). To Dr Williams's mind, "faithful gay partnerships could be accepted by all Christians who endorse contraception". (This relates to the question of separating sexual activity from procreation.) Indeed "his private view remains that an adjustment of teaching on sexuality would not be different from the kind of flexibility now being shown to divorcees who wish to remarry".

And if the cases are similar, Dr Williams is similarly bound, in his capacity as primate, by the "mind of the Church". He abides by the resolution of the 1998 Lambeth Conference on homosexuality and refuses to allow New World churches in the Anglican Communion to carry out, unrebuked, "same-sex" blessings. On remarriage, he applies the 2002 criteria of the General Synod of the Church of England. 

In law, the law of the land, a Church of England clergyman has the power to marry divorced couples. This has long been the case. The synod's attempt to put such weddings on a regular footing recognised that "there are exceptional circumstances in which a divorced person may be married in church during the lifetime of a former spouse".

The "service of prayer and dedication" for Prince Charles and Mrs Parker Bowles will not be some hole-and-corner affair. The synod envisaged such a service as an opportunity for a couple "to express their commitment before God". But it will not be a marriage service.

After all, the Bishop of Winchester's committee did draw attention to the words of Jesus in the Gospel according to St Mark: "Whoever divorces his wife and marries another, commits adultery against her; and if she divorces her husband and marries another, she commits adultery."

Kings and princes often find themselves in a matrimonial mess, and not just Henry VIII. Charlemagne was said to have had nine wives, though not all at once. Sometimes they are no more able to sort out the mess than the general run of folk.
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WASHINGTON POST
Many Scientists Admit to Misconduct. Degrees of Deception Vary in Poll; Researchers Say Findings Could Hurt the Field                                                                                                                        By Rick Weiss

Few scientists fabricate results from scratch or flatly plagiarize the work of others, but a surprising number engage in troubling degrees of fact-bending or deceit, according to the first large-scale survey of scientific misbehavior.

More than 5 percent of scientists answering a confidential questionnaire admitted to having tossed out data because the information contradicted their previous research or said they had circumvented some human research protections.

Ten percent admitted they had inappropriately included their names or those of others as authors on published research reports.

And more than 15 percent admitted they had changed a study's design or results to satisfy a sponsor, or ignored observations because they had a "gut feeling" they were inaccurate.

None of those failings qualifies as outright scientific misconduct under the strict definition used by federal regulators. But they could take at least as large a toll on science as the rare, high-profile cases of clear-cut falsification, said Brian Martinson, an investigator with the HealthPartners Research Foundation in Minneapolis, who led the study appearing in today's issue of the journal Nature.

"The fraud cases are explosive and can be very damaging to public trust," Martinson said. "But these other kinds of things can be more corrosive to science, especially since they're so common."

The new survey also hints that much scientific misconduct is the result of frustrations and injustices built into the modern system of scientific rewards. The findings could have profound implications for efforts to reduce misconduct -- demanding more focus on fixing systemic problems and less on identifying and weeding out individual "bad apple" scientists.

"Science has changed a lot in terms of its competitiveness, the level of funding and the commercial pressures on scientists," Martinson said. "We've turned science into a big business but failed to note that some of the rules of science don't fit well with that model."

Scientific dishonesty has long been a simmering concern. Many suspect, for example, that Gregor Mendel, the Austrian monk whose plant-breeding experiments revealed with suspicious precision the basic laws of genetics, cooked his numbers along with his peas.

In recent decades a handful of cases have risen to the level of popular attention -- the most famous, perhaps, involving David Baltimore, the Nobel laureate who in the mid-1980s heatedly defended his laboratory's honor in a series of scathing congressional hearings led by Rep. John D. Dingell (D-Mich.).

The prevalence of research misconduct has been uncertain, however, in part because the definitions of acceptable behavior have shifted. For scientists working with federal grant money, that issue got settled five years ago when the Office of Research Integrity -- part of the Department of Health and Human Services -- drafted a formal definition: "fabrication, falsification or plagiarism in proposing, performing or reviewing research, or in reporting research results."

About a dozen federally funded scientists a year are found to have breached that "FFP" standard -- a tiny fraction of the scientific workforce -- and punishment generally involves a ban on further federal grants. But no one had conducted a major survey asking scientists whether they are guilty of major misconduct or lesser, but arguably still serious, ethics lapses.

Martinson and two colleagues -- Melissa Anderson and Raymond de Vries, both of the University of Minnesota -- sent a survey to thousands of scientists funded by the National Institutes of Health and tallied the replies from the 3,247 who responded anonymously.

Just 0.3 percent admitted to faking research data, and 1.4 percent admitted to plagiarism. But lesser violations were far more common, including 4.7 percent who admitted to publishing the same data in two or more publications to beef up their résumés and 13.5 percent who used research designs they knew would not give accurate results.

Susan Ehringhaus, associate general counsel of the Association of American Medical Colleges, which has developed programs to enhance research ethics, said she welcomed the results. Her organization does not favor redefining federal research misconduct to include the many variants included in the survey, she said. However, she said, "we fully support the development of standards that go beyond the federal definition" for internal enforcement by academic or other institutions.

A preliminary analysis of other questions in the survey, not yet published, suggests a link between misconduct and the extent to which scientists feel the system of peer review for grants and advancement is unfair. That suggests those aging systems need to be revised, the researcher said.

"Scientists say, 'This is nuts,' so they break the rules, and then respect for the rules diminishes," de Vries said. "If scientists feel that the process isn't fair and the rich get richer and the rest get nothing, then perhaps we have to think how we can reallocate resources for science."

© 2005 The Washington Post Company
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Tamales for the holidays. There's nothing like them freshly made in your own kitchen  By Corie Brown
As I unwrap the husk, sweet corn aromas spiked with pungent pasilla chiles swirl around me. With the touch of my fork against the light, spongy masa, rivulets of dark red chili sauce gush forth. My first freshly made, hot-from-the-steamer tamale is a revelation.

Like just about everyone in Los Angeles, I've happily eaten tamales of every shape and flavor, in styles from all around Latin America. Whether wrapped in dried corn husks, banana or avocado leaves, filled with pork, peppers or chocolate, this traditional Christmas holiday treat is available here all yearlong in a seemingly endless variety.

But this was the first time I'd waited by the stove for my own tamales to cook, and then, with the masa still puffed full of hot steam, devoured one after another after another. Compared with the typical dense, relatively dry tamales we buy in stores or Mexican restaurants, which have to be reheated, these were moist packets of creamy masa still alive with flavor -- and plenty of saucy filling.

Eating freshly made, just-steamed tamales is a pleasure usually reserved for the Latin American families who have passed recipes from generation to generation and shown them off at tamale-making parties during the Christmas holidays. That's how Alice Tapp and her daughter, the owners of Tamara's Tamales in Venice, Calif., perfected their techniques.

Alice's Mexican grandmother taught her how to make tamales when she was a little girl in East Los Angeles; she loved to join her grandmother's friends selling the corn husk-wrapped treats after Sunday Mass at Our Lady of Guadalupe. Collecting tamale recipes and chronicling the centuries-old traditions for herself and her American children became a lifelong hobby.

I'm from Kansas, not East L.A., and unfortunately I don't have a Mexican grandmother. So I asked Alice to teach me how to make a great tamale. We settled on red pork chili, traditional for Christmas but delicious anytime.

Family style

Alice, her daughter, Tamara Tapp, and Alice's sister, Diane Tarango (the tamale sauce expert in the family), join me in the tamale shop's kitchen to let me in on the secrets.

Buy the right masa, the women all chime. Fresh, unprepared tamale masa is available at any Latino market. It's finer than tortilla masa because it's ground three or four times, while tortilla masa is ground only once. "You want it wet, and dated for freshness," Alice says. "If it smells the least bit sour, it's not good."

We'll prepare the masa, spread it on the cleaned, soaked corn husks, add filling of red pork chili, wrap them and steam them. It's easy to understand why the labor-intensive process works best with an army of relatives working a kitchen assembly line, like the family in the book I used to read to my children, "Too Many Tamales."

"You can do it all by yourself," Tamara says. "But the second time, you'll invite friends over and pour some margaritas for a tamale-making party. It's a lot of work."

Start by preparing the masa with fat, broth and a pinch of salt, Alice says.

I interrupt. After reading cookbooks by the renowned Mexican food authority Diana Kennedy, I'm a little worried that unless I render the pork lard myself, just like the ancients did, any tamale I make will be a tragic failure.

Alice explains. Her grandmother, she says, used pork lard back in the days when it actually tasted like pork. Alice's mother, concerned about her family's health, used half lard, half Crisco. Alice, who dislikes both the taste of Crisco and the bland processed lard now available, has experimented with everything.

"I like butter best," she says. "It has the animal fat that works so well with the masa and yet has flavors that today's lard lacks." But the shop's customers, she says, considered the butter tamales too rich and, in their minds, unhealthy. Tamara's Tamales now are made with Alta Dena Golden Sweet, a soy-based margarine.

Actually, any fat or oil will work -- the ratio should be one part fat to five parts masa -- and even olive oil works if it's frozen to the right consistency, she says.

"With lard or butter, you get a thinner layer of moist masa. With margarine or shortening, the masa gets fluffier, but I think it can be too dry," Alice says. Adding a bit more of the pork broth to the masa helps. A liberal hand with the sauce and filling also counteracts the effect.

Now for the broth: Homemade is better -- they make their own at Tamara's -- but go ahead and use canned chicken, beef or vegetable broth if you want. Most of your guests won't be able to tell the difference, Alice says.

Use a mixer to whip the fat until light, mix in the fresh masa, then thin it with just enough broth (roughly 5 percent of the total volume of the prepared masa) until it is the consistency of butter icing. Spread the prepared masa evenly side to side across the inside, fatter half of a soaked and pliable corn husk.

How much? One ice cream scoop of masa is enough for a large husk. It should be a little less than one-fourth-inch thick, just enough to make sure it'll seal in all the filling. The best way to spread it is with a rubber or offset spatula.

And how much filling? The same ice cream scoop measures out just the right amount.

Wrapping it up

There are no rules on what can be used as filling, according to the Tapps. To put together the family cookbook, "Tamales 101," they experimented with everything they could imagine. What didn't work?

"Shrimp and seafood get tough and rubbery," says Tamara, noting that the tamales need to steam for at least an hour, too long for delicate seafood. Pecans and walnuts also don't hold up to that kind of heat treatment. With sweet dessert tamales, go light on the sugar. Too much can make the tamales tough and hard.

Experienced tamale cooks make their sauces and fillings and clean and soak their husks the day before they assemble and steam their tamales. That way the assembly line of family and friends can work smoothly.

When it comes to how to wrap tamales into their corn husk bundles, the style of wrapping is traditionally an indicator of the type of tamale. Red pork chili tamales use the fold-over method with an open end. To achieve this, Tamara rolls an assembled tamale on an 8-inch-wide husk into a 3-inch-wide log. The pointed half of the husk, which hasn't been spread with masa and doesn't contain filling, is folded up to meet the open end of the tamale.

For most styles of wrapping -- husks tied at both ends, husks tied in square packages, or two-husk rectangular tied packages -- it's the cook's decision. The different styles are nothing more than a way to differentiate one kind of tamale from the others someone has made that day.

The final step is steaming. Tamara sets the tamales in the steamer pan folded end down. With enough tamales loosely set in a pan, they won't fall over and spill their contents, and there still will be enough room around the tamales to allow them to cook evenly.

Tamara places the steamer on top of a pan with six inches of water already at a full boil, enough water to keep the steam constant during the hour or more it takes to cook the tamales.

She covers the pan, then turns the heat down to a medium setting. If you keep the pot on high, the tamales are likely to overheat and explode, she explains.

After an hour, they should be done. Pull one out, wait two minutes for the masa to set, and unwrap it. The masa should roll cleanly off the husk. If not, they need a few more minutes' steaming.

It's worth the wait.

Copyright © 2004, The Los Angeles Times
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I remember Mama (and her recipes). New cookbooks pay homage to moms'  great home cooking                                                                          by Sylvia Carter

My mother baked light yeast breads and airy, moist cakes. My grandmother made flaky lard pie crusts, potatoes fried in bacon grease with plenty of onions, and homemade noodles yellow with egg, simmered in chicken broth.

In spring and summer, my grandmother stirred up a memorable sour cream salad dressing for leaf lettuce from the garden. In winter, she made huge white popcorn balls.

These are fine memories, and they are about much more than the taste of remembered pleasure.

When I think of my mother, Frances Smith Carter, and my grandmother, Girtha Johnson Smith, I remember to take the time to do a job right. When I think of them, I remember to cook freely, never being stingy with butter or with the gift of my time. I share what I have. If I find myself short of eggs, I would make do with toast and give a guest the last egg. That's what they would have done.

What I learned from them will sustain me, as surely as food, until the end of my days.

But to be honest, it is not just their finest dishes that stick in my mind like taffy to the bottom of a kettle.

It is also the times when they made something out of practically nothing.

I thought about all this when two new books came my way: "La Cocina de Mama: The Great Home Cooking of Spain" by Penelope Casas (Broadway Books, $29.95) and "In Mother's Kitchen: Celebrated Women Chefs Share Beloved Family Recipes" by Ann Cooper and Lisa Holmes (Rizzoli, $29.95).

Among the chefs featured in Cooper and Holmes' book are Lidia Bastianich, Sara Moulton of Food Network fame, Amy Scherber of Amy's Bread, Anita Lo of Annisa and Katy Keck, chef at New World Grill. (Cooper, who used to be in charge of the lunch program at the Ross School in East Hampton, is now a consultant to Alice Waters for the Edible Schoolyard Project.)

Casas, in her acknowledgment, thanks cooks "humble and grand" who provided inspiration for the book of recipes that owes a lot to moms. Often, it is one woman who cooks both grandly and humbly.

The books have this in common: Even cooks who are accomplished and daring sometimes have to punt. They invent out of thin air, using the ingredients at hand.

How else to explain the migas recipe Casas got from a bus driver? In Mexico and southern Texas, migas (bread bits) are made using tortillas and little, if any, meat. The Spanish version is a bit more sumptuous, but there is no getting around the fact that it is still a way to use up some extra, slightly stale bread. That's something a mom would do.

Daughters and granddaughters sometimes insist on improving upon handed-down recipes. "In Mother's Kitchen," contributor Anne Quatrano, an Atlanta chef, gives an adaptation of her grandmother's recipe for what she calls potatoes boulangere. Her grandmother just called them potatoes with ham, but Quatrano has taken away the ham. Never mind. It is the technique that is important: baking the potatoes, layered with onions, in hot chicken stock for several hours.

Amy Scherber's mom embraced convenience products, because her father worked for the Pillsbury company, but she also loved to experiment with new recipes. There is no dishonor in that.

At my house, Mama and Grandma often came in at the end of a long afternoon of hoeing the garden, with "chores" -- milking the cows and shooing the hens into their house for the night -- yet to do. The big meal -- dinner -- would have been at noon, so they would offer an array of leftovers for supper, or eggs baked in leftover gravy, or tuna salad sandwiches.

But those were the best-ever tuna sandwiches, always with bits of chopped sweet gherkins in them, on my mother's bread.

The late Julia Child, mom to the cook in us all, used to give guests tuna salad for lunch. She considered that a treat, and it was.

Copyright © 2005, Newsday, Inc.
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All the food in China. Three weeks and many meals later, a cart full of memories           By Erica Marcus

I just flew back from China and, boy, is my jaw tired. Three meals a day times 20 days means that I had 60 opportunities to indulge in Chinese food; I can assure you that I made the most of those opportunities.

The vacation was stacked in my culinary favor as my host and guide was my old friend Pam -- intrepid eater, trained chef and fairly fluent speaker of Chinese -- who has lived in Beijing for two years. She ably led me through Beijing and on jaunts to Inner Mongolia, Shanghai and Hangzhou, a small city about 100 miles southwest of Shanghai.

Looking back now, however, I'm struck not by the regional differences in the foods I ate but rather by how they divide themselves into three major categories in which the Chinese excel: vegetables, starch, extreme meat.

I herewith submit my nominations for Best Things I Ate.

Vegetables

They're just plain better in China. In the dingiest dives in Inner Mongolia, we had perfectly delicious, perfectly stir-fried greens. In the grimiest, most-benighted village markets (i.e., groups of vendors displaying their wares on dirt "sidewalks"), we saw produce worthy of the exclusive Manhattan market Dean & DeLuca.

I found myself enjoying vegetables that in America I shun. Case in point: celery, which I've always found insipid and annoying. But at a prix-fixe dinner one night on a tea plantation in Hangzhou (about $12 for two), a plate of celery arrived, unbidden. Unlike the fat, pale, stringy stems we get over here, this celery was thin, dark green, leafy and assertive -- sort of a cross between celery and parsley. The chef had stir-fried it with slivers of tofu.

The single best vegetable we had was asparagus, in Hangzhou. After a harrowing bus ride, we arrived, starving, at the Pagoda of Six Harmonies and had no other option than the joint where the tour buses park. Our spirits sank when we got our obligatory pot of tea: It was brewed not with loose leaves but with a tea bag. (Hangzhou is the green tea capital of China.)

Then the surly waitress brought us a plate of absolutely superlative asparagus. Thick, juicy stalks, bursting with grassy goodness, cut on the bias and stir-fried to perfection, proving yet again that even the crummiest restaurant in China is incapable of doing a bad job with vegetables.

Of course the corollary to all these great vegetable dishes is great vegetable markets. The nicest one I saw was in Shanghai, and it was certainly the equal of any market I've seen in Italy -- and I've seen a lot. All the usual Chinese suspects were there, but also fava beans in various states of undress (in pod, podded, shelled, sprouted), cattails, bamboo shoots of every size, water chestnuts, water spinach, chives, flowering chives, garlic chives.

But in China, you needn't even go to a proper market to buy vegetables; vendors sell magnificent specimens on street corners and out of the backs of bicycle carts.

Starch: Bread, buns and dumplings

Lots of surprises in this category. The first being that rice wasn't central to most of our dining experiences. In China, rice is served after the rest of the meal, and it is considered an insult to your host if you finish your rice because it implies that you were still hungry when the rice showed up.

Also surprising was the dominating presence of wheat in the forms of dumplings, buns and bread. That's right, bread. In fact, Pam has made it her personal crusade to disabuse Westerners of the notion that the Chinese don't eat bread. Especially in the relatively northern city of Beijing, bread is a staple, although it comes in a particular Chinese guise: the bing.

Bing are flatbreads, usually wheat, made on a griddle. There are thin bing reminiscent of crepes, plump bing that are more like English muffins, filled bing, rolled bing, savory bing and sweet bing.

On our first full day in Beijing, just after a visit to the Temple of Heaven, we came across a street vendor making Pam's favorite, the qian bing.

The fellow's cart was dominated by a large, circular metal griddle onto which the bingmeister poured a thin layer of millet-flour batter. When the top began to dry out, he cracked an egg on it and spread that out as well. Then he flipped the whole thing over and painted on a series of sauces, first a fermented brown sauce, then a chili sauce, then a chive sauce. Next came black sesame seeds, chopped scallions and chopped cilantro. Then in the center of the pancake he placed what looked like a big (8 1/2-by-11-inch) fried noodle.

He broke the noodle in two, putting one half on top of the other, then folded the circular pancake around it, forming a rectangular package. He folded this in half, stuffed it into a plastic bag and handed it over.

Need I add that it was out of this world? Pam says it's about the best 25-cent lunch you can find.

I found my own favorite bing at the threshold of Pam's local market. These were fat, chive-stuffed bing and, as each finished frying, the bingmeister would tear a hole into it with a chopstick and pour in a beaten egg.

Another common streetside flatbread was naan, the Indian staple. We saw Muslim-owned naan-and-kebab stands all over Beijing and Shanghai. The kebabs are done over a long charcoal grill, and the naan are made in a tandoor oven. Before sticking the dough to the walls of the oven, the naan maker spreads a little milk on the dough (to help it brown) and passes it through a pile of chopped onions to give it a little more flavor.

Less surprising than bread but equally delicious were buns and dumplings: Sure, there are thousands of restaurants in China where you can sit down and enjoy generous, criminally cheap portions. But Chinese cities offer just as many storefront and street-corner outlets, so you can carb-load on the hoof.

First, a little nomenclature: Buns (bao zi) are made from a risen dough (usually leavened with baking powder), so they have a spongy, puffy texture when steamed. Dumplings (jiao zi) are essentially filled pasta and can be steamed or boiled and then, sometimes, fried to boot.

I tried to keep to a two-bun-a-day regimen. The best ones I had were in Shanghai. After a morning in the Shanghai museum, we wandered into the beauty-supply district and found a young woman selling two kinds of steamed buns, one filled with hopping-fresh chopped mustard greens, the other with sweet, juicy pork, much of which ended up on my brand-new silk scarf.

As for my favorite dumpling, I have to give the nod to another Shanghai street vendor. Just outside the gorgeous vegetable market, we happened upon a bamboo steamer full of Hershey's Kiss-shaped dumplings filled with pork-studded sticky rice that protruded from the top.

Extreme meat

The American Plains Indians, who used every part of the buffalo, have nothing on the Chinese and their use of the pig. In markets all over China, you can literally shop from snout to tail.

I developed a particular affection for trotters (feet) after one memorable meal in Datong, a grim industrial city a few hundred miles west of Beijing. In a "restaurant" just across the street from the Datong Hospital for Joint

Diseases, we encountered huge vats of stewed chicken legs, stewed pork bellies and stewed trotters, all served over hand-cut noodles and topped with cilantro. It was a challenge to pick the meat off all those foot bones, but what meat it was -- tender, fatty and gelatinous and packed with infinitely more flavor than the last pork chop I had in America.

Heads also are much sought after. We ordered roast chicken at Gui Gong Fu, a lovely Beijing restaurant housed in an old courtyard mansion. The whole chicken was splayed on the plate, its head raised in a misplaced gesture of triumph.

Nor are the Chinese afraid of fat, hewing rather to the age-old but currently unfashionable notion that the best part of the animal is the fattiest. My most striking encounter with fat came in Hangzhou, where we treated ourselves to lunch at the fanciest restaurant in town, 28 Hubing Road, in the brand-new Grand Hyatt.

The highlight of the meal was the house specialty, ding po pork. Ding po is braised pork belly, that fat-dominated cut that gives us both bacon and pancetta. At 28 Hubing Road, the chef takes the choicest (fattiest) part of the belly, precooks it in soy sauce, cools it down, then slices it into one continuous strip. (Imagine paring an apple around its circumference, then continuing to cut around until you reach the core.)

This meterlong strip is wrapped into a coil and fitted into an inverted pyramid-shaped mold. The center of the coil is pushed down into the peak of the pyramid, and the resultant cavity is filled with bits of pork and bamboo shoots. Then it is pressed and baked and, when it is done, it's unmolded onto a platter of halved baby bok choy, a steaming, burnished ziggurat of pork fat that tasted like hog heaven.

Now, all the pork fat and stir-fried asparagus in the world can't dispel China's significant shortcomings -- among them, no ecological safeguards, no democracy, no free press. Let's not even talk about the toilets. After three weeks, I was happy to come home to the Land of the Free.

But I do miss those sticky-rice dumplings.

Terrific tofu

I found the tofu in China both ubiquitous and largely unrecognizable. There were the familiar ivory-colored blocks of fresh tofu sitting in water, but also a bewildering array of preserved, smoked, fried and otherwise altered variations. Every market we visited had at least one vendor who specialized in preserved tofu (pronounced "dough-fu" in Chinese) as well as a vendor who made fresh tofu on the premises.

To make tofu, dried soybeans are soaked in water, mashed, then cooked to separate the mash into, as it were, curds and whey. The whey is drained off and made into soy milk. The curds are pressed into tofu.

The tofu we bought at my host Pam's local market was so fresh that it was usually still warm. One night for dinner, Pam cut it into cubes and dressed it with a simple marinade. Who knew tofu could be so delicious?

Pam's tofu 'salad'

Yield: 4 to 6 servings

Note: Serve this dish chilled on its own or with cold, blanched Asian greens. Or serve it at room temperature with steamed rice.

Ingredients:

1-pound block of fresh tofu, silky or firm

4 Tbsps. soy sauce

1/4 cup thinly sliced scallions

1/2 cup roughly chopped cilantro (leaves and stems)

With a long knife, cut the tofu into 1/2-inch cubes. Transfer cubes to a shallow bowl and pour on soy sauce. Sprinkle the scallions and lastly the cilantro over top. 
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Movie Review: 'House of Wax'                             By Robert K. Elder
Does anyone else find it vaguely suspicious that the central image for Warner Bros.' print and Internet campaign for "House of Wax" bears an uncanny resemblance to Paris Hilton, an extremely secondary character in the film?

True, Hilton is the film's biggest celebrity, an heiress and "reality" TV star famous for being famous, so that much makes sense. But "House of Wax's" ads—featuring what looks like a horizontal Hilton, lit in a blue-green hue and dripping with gooey wax—aren't a nod to her fame, but rather her infamy.

The campaign seems to reference Hilton's widely available homemade sex tape (featuring a close-up of Hilton in a green "night vision" sequence) with one-time boyfriend Rick Salomon, dubbed "One Night in Paris" by porn distributors and Internet portals.

It's doubtful Hilton herself made the link or is even vaguely aware of the exploitation. Nor does it matter much, as the remake of "House of Wax" anchors itself firmly in the time-honored tradition of horror exploitations. Gratuitous gore and young, nubile flesh bind together a cardboard plot, as a group of six friends stumble upon a creepy wax museum in an abandoned Florida town.

Elisha Cuthbert (formerly Kiefer Sutherland's daughter in Fox's "24") plays Carly, a young woman caught between her boyfriend, Wade ("Gilmore Girls'" Jared Padalecki), and bad-boy twin brother, Nick ("One Tree Hill's" Chad Michael Murray).

Not strictly a remake of the 1953 movie starring Vincent Price and Charles Bronson (yes, that Charles Bronson), director Jaume Collet-Serra's modern "House of Wax" instead re-imagines the franchise, complete with twin brother serial killers who make wax sculptures of their prey. Not that this increases the on-screen frights. Mostly, our soft-witted sextet of heroes spend the first half of the movie scaring one another until the first casualty, 53 long minutes into the 96-minute film.

Though screenwriters Chad and Carey Hayes (also twin brothers) follow fairly standard slasher movie tropes, but the one thing that keeps it from slipping into one-star territory is the inspired flare of making the museum itself out of wax. It's an impractical and featherbrained turn, but makes for impressively gooey, blaze-fueled finale.

But this doesn't happen until Hilton shakes her small behind in an abbreviated striptease and then runs for her life (in her undies, of course). Funny how she never gets turned into a wax figure (maybe filmmakers sensed the redundancy), or even enters the House of Wax itself. Guess the filmmakers saved that for the ad campaign.

relder@tribune.com

MPAA rating: R (for horror violence, some sexual content and language).

"House of Wax"

Directed by Jaume Collet-Serra; screenplay by Chad Hayes & Carey W. Hayes; story by Charles Belden; photographed by Stephen F. Windon; production designed by Graham "Grace" Walker; music by John Ottman; edited by Joel Negron; produced by Susan Levin, Joel Silver and Robert Zemeckis. A Warner Bros. release; opens Friday. Running time: 1:26.
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"The music of Sibelius has been turned into a stomping ground of racism and nationalism" Jean Sibelius  

By Antti Vihinen 

      How often is it that one comes across the notion that only a Finnish conductor can conduct and interpret the work of Jean Sibelius "correctly"? 

      This is a mantra repeated by music professionals, critics, and other cultural figures practically in unison, and at a noteworthy level: they insist that Finlandia should be declared the country's new national anthem. 

      What is surprising in this pattern of thinking, and in its supporters, is that the obvious racism, chauvinism, and nationalism inherent in this discourse does not seem to bother anyone. Supposedly Sibelius can be understood "correctly" only through a certain blood heritage and cultural background. Every self-respecting Finnish conductor seeking international success is expected to produce a set of recordings of Sibelius' symphonies. On the other hand, Finns rarely record the symphonies of Ludwig van Beethoven. 

      Of course, there could be some truth to the idea that with respect to Sibelius, there may be some value in Finnish interpretation at some level, but the implications of this pattern of thought are downright frightening. The grand music of Sibelius finds itself wrapped in the cloak of national colours and tones, as Independence Day music, from which it can break out into more universal spheres only with considerable difficulty. 

      The Finnish community has made Sibelius its "own" composer, and even the composer's own attempts to disengage from this distressing embrace of provincialism have been sharply rebuffed. The whole basis of Finnish music culture, its export attempts, and the music subsidy policy, have been built with Sibelius as their foundation, and composers coming after him have often found themselves working "in the shadow of Sibelius". 

      Few have dared take on the role of patricide, or of a harbinger of emancipation, and there have been no truly serious attempts to question the basic tenets of Finnish music policy. 

Already in Sibelius' first performances as a symphonist in the 1890s, Finnish listeners felt that they were hearing in his work "the sound of nature", which was rapidly co-opted for the purposes of a community that was seeking its own identity. 

      Over the period of a few decades, the subtle Sibelian pantheism was turned into "the nature of Finland", and in the 1930s and 1940s, into "the nature of The Fatherland", and it was in this form that it was marketed abroad. To some extent, this process continues today. 

      Does the music of Sibelius really need the support of such defiant nationalism? The best answer is that Finland needs Sibelius more than Sibelius needs Finland. The man, Jean, "Janne" Sibelius, has become a myth, and later an icon, and his humanisation - the reverse phasing of a metamorphosis - is incredibly difficult.

      So, with the strength of our Finnish sisu, we push Sibelius into the sauna, and expect him to emerge softened up by the heat, cloaked in a blue-and-white towel, ready as ever to represent "us" in the heavyweight series of international musical wrestling matches. 

      But as the wrestlers go through their pre-bout examination, we easily forget that in a German weigh-in, Janne would not necessarily reach the super-heavyweight class of composers such as Wagner, Beethoven, or Mozart. In spite of this, we expect him to don a blue-and-white track suit instead of the more appropriate blue wrestling jersey, thereby depriving him of any chance at success. 

      Why has music turned into such a stomping ground of national feelings? Surely, sports would be good enough for this? What shocking and uncouth manifestations can this nationalistic gale and this defiantly uncertain hilarity achieve? L'Allemagne, douze points! 

Central Europeans have been especially annoyed to the point of revulsion by the mawkishly patriotic presentation of the national genius Sibelius as great art. For instance, for German philosopher Theodor W. Adorno, Sibelius amounted to an all-inclusive image of the enemy - a threat with which Adorno's own theories were in conflict. 

      For Adorno, Sibelius was a reactionary "composition firm", whose music fed the "wrong consciousness" of the masses, holding them in its grip in an uncritical, voluntary goose-step march toward fascism and totalitarianism. 

      As Adorno sees it, Sibelius' success in Britain and the United States took place at the expense of "progressive" composers. 

      In February 2005, German neo-Nazis held a demonstration in Dresden on the 60th anniversary of the city's destruction in an allied bombing. Background music for the March included Sibelius' Finlandia. There were shocked reactions in Finland, and the Finnish Ambassador in Berlin demanded that in the future, demonstrators no longer "abuse" the music of Sibelius in such a manner. 

      However, not everyone was surprised by the musical choices of the neo-Nazis. After all, Sibelius was politicised by the Third Reich. He was one of the most frequently-played foreign composers, whose "cause" the Nazis sought to promote consciously, and to some extent with the collaboration of Sibelius himself. 

      Sibelius was anything but an innocent bystander in the process in which the "purity of the northern race" experienced its triumphant march in Nazi Germany, and Jews and modernists were exiled - some even to the gas chambers of the concentration camps. 

      One is tempted to say that Sibelius was not engaged in a separate war on the musical eastern front, any more than the national entity Finland was, at least from the East European point of view. 

      These are matters that Finns would very much prefer to avoid confronting. Why is this? Would the Finnish Ambassador in Berlin have reacted as strongly, or possibly at all, if it had occurred to the neo-Nazis to put music of Sibelius contemporary Uuno Klami, or the rock group Eppu Normaali, on their play list? 

      Probably not; perhaps the Ambassador is not even familiar with the music of Klami or Eppu Normaali. And thank goodness that they have been spared the Finnish nationalist brouhaha that Sibelius has had to endure. 

A few summers ago there was a report on a television news broadcast, that work had begun on restoring the walking paths near Sibelius' home of Ainola in Järvenpää. The aim was to find out what routes the composer's beloved hikes had taken, and what kinds of landscapes had given birth to his inspirations. 

      So the Sibelius excavations have already begun: the shy little boy from Hämeenlinna has been turned into an archaeological site. 
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5 Animal Deaths Renew Criticism of Care at Zoo. Staff Disputes Outside Experts' Opinions     By Karlyn Barker

Staff members at the National Zoo fretted early last year over Kisangali, a female lion who was sick for weeks. She was lethargic and had bouts of vomiting and frequent thirst. Having ruled out digestive and kidney problems, a zoo veterinarian wrote in case notes that the troubles might be psychological.

Three weeks later, in February 2004, a raging infection in Kisangali's reproductive tract ruptured and spilled gallons of pus into her abdomen. Despite surgery, she died.

Veterinarians not affiliated with the zoo, who reviewed records at the request of The Washington Post, said the lion was showing classic symptoms of pyometra, a uterine infection. They maintained that the zoo, which is part of the Smithsonian Institution, missed an obvious diagnosis and failed to take surgical action early enough to save the 13-year-old animal.

"From the moment I started reading the medical history, my brain was screaming 'pyometra,' " said Peggy Larson, a former veterinary inspector for the U.S. Department of Agriculture.

Pyometra is "a very well-known condition that could account for all the signs noted in the record," said Gary Kuehn, a retired zoo veterinarian in California. "At least five veterinarians attended Kisangali, yet there is no record that any of them considered the possibility of pyometra."

The case is one of five deaths between December 2003 and December 2004 that raise new concerns about animal care at the National Zoo, according to three veterinarians and two other animal experts. A fourth veterinarian called the deaths "regrettable" but said he did not believe they reflected the overall care of animals at the zoo. The outside experts reviewed records, including medical notes and pathology reports, that the zoo provided to The Post.

In the other cases, zoo records and interviews show:

· A newly arrived emu, a large, flightless bird native to Australia, stopped breathing and died while veterinarians struggled to hold it to get a routine blood sample.

· A ring-tailed lemur, a small primate native to Madagascar, was not treated for a serious lung problem for nearly three months, until the animal had trouble breathing. The weakened lemur died five weeks later of a leg hemorrhage.

· An orangutan from the zoo's Think Tank exhibit was euthanized six weeks after being lent to a primate center in Iowa when veterinarians found a small hole in its inflamed bladder. The ape had suffered for two years from a rectal area abscess that appears to have spread infection to the bladder, according to veterinarians consulted by The Post.

· A Komodo dragon, a member of the largest lizard species in the world, died when an egg follicle and a blood vessel ruptured in an ovary. The animal, prone to reproductive tract infections, had not had a recommended internal ultrasound exam in nearly four years.

Zoo veterinarians said they failed to diagnose the lion's uterine infection but gave good care to the four other animals. They questioned the ability of outsiders to second-guess them.

The cases "represent less than 1 percent of our entire collection of 2,400 animals" and "less than 1 percent of the 701 individual animals we treated in some way last year," the veterinarians declared in a written statement. "While we have all been trained in a variety of species, we cannot be perfect in every diagnosis and treatment, nor can we be expected to know everything about all species."

David L. Evans, the Smithsonian's undersecretary for science and the zoo's interim director, said in an interview that he is confident that the zoo provides proper care.

"We have a terrific group of veterinarians," he said. "They are better-trained, higher-quality vets than you would find probably at any other zoo, but certainly at most other zoos in the country."

Suzan Murray, the zoo's head veterinarian, said in an interview that veterinarians, curators, keepers, a nutritionist and other experts successfully use a teamwork approach to animal care, adding, "I really do feel we have a very strong, caring, dedicated team."

Murray, associate veterinarian Sharon Deem and senior veterinary trainee Carlos Sanchez issued the statement as part of their written response to questions about animal care.

Sanchez, who provided much of the care for the five animals, has worked at the zoo for nearly five years. Zoo officials said he has lectured throughout the world on subjects involving wild animal populations. He received his veterinary degree in Mexico in 1992 and was a licensed staff veterinarian at the Zoological Parks of Mexico City. He has a master's degree in wild animal health from the Royal Veterinary College in London.

Sanchez, who is not licensed to practice in the United States, works under the supervision of other veterinarians, officials said. The Smithsonian said the federal laws that govern its veterinarians do not require them to have a local license to practice. Sanchez is the only National Zoo veterinarian without a U.S. license.

Evans said Sanchez's cases are reviewed "every single day" by one of the zoo's licensed veterinarians. He said Sanchez is scheduled to take his licensing exam this winter.

The 116-year-old zoo attracts 2 million visitors a year. Its operations came under scrutiny in 2003 after the deaths of several animals, including two red pandas that ate rat poison. The National Academy of Sciences, asked to review those deaths for Congress, concluded in January that most of the animals whose records it examined received acceptable care.

Evans, pointing to the academy's 18-month review and final report, said that "experts have passed judgment on us, and they've said we are providing appropriate care."

The report, however, was criticized by the Humane Society of the United States and by Donald K. Nichols, a former associate pathologist at the zoo, who said the academy ignored or glossed over veterinary mistakes that had fatal consequences. Nichols had given the academy packets of documents alleging numerous instances of poor veterinary care.

Nichols called the more recent deaths "among the worst cases" he knows about and said they were particularly troubling because they occurred while the zoo was under scrutiny by the science academy.

Kuehn and Larson also criticized the zoo's animal care practices.

"Every vet has really embarrassing screw-ups; I've had mine," said Kuehn, who worked at the San Diego and Los Angeles zoos before retiring in 1997. But the deaths, he said, suggest that the National Zoo sometimes has "deficiencies of basic clinical judgment and caring."

Edward C. Ramsay, a veterinarian at the Knoxville Zoo who teaches at the University of Tennessee's veterinary school, expressed concern about the care of the lion, lemur and orangutan. He stressed, however, that he believes the problems were aberrations and that the National Zoo treats hundreds of other animals "competently and with care about their welfare."

The Lion

Kisangali came to the zoo in August 2003 from an animal sanctuary in California. Three months later, the lion began looking and acting ill. Blood work indicated that she had an infection.

Sanchez, according to medical records, did an ultrasound exam on several organs but did not look at the uterus. In his case notes of Jan. 29, 2004, with the lion showing no sign of kidney or other trouble, Sanchez wondered why the illness persisted. "Psychological factors cannot be ruled out," he wrote.

Kisangali's condition worsened in February. During surgery Feb. 23, veterinarians discovered the pus-filled abdomen. They spayed the animal and tried to clean out the infection. The lion died that night.

Ramsay said the zoo "certainly paid attention to this animal." Still, he said, "when somebody says pyometra is Vet Medicine 101, I think they're right." The zoo's veterinarians, he said, "set their minds to a different direction and never came back."

The zoo's veterinarians, in their written response, said pyometra should have been "high on the list" of possible conditions. They said they focused on kidney and digestive problems because older cats are prone to kidney disease and because Kisangali had a history of gastrointestinal troubles.

The Emu

The 8-year-old bird was sold to the zoo in late November 2003 by Ed and Rhonda Keeling, who breed emus in Upper Marlboro. A private veterinarian had recently examined it and taken a blood sample. The Keelings said they were stunned when the emu died while zoo veterinarians tried to draw blood during a routine exam about two weeks later.

The emu had been kept in the zoo's quarantine area, where animals are examined before joining the collection. When she delivered the bird, Rhonda Keeling said, the staff told her that they didn't know much about emus and asked her to demonstrate how to handle it.

"They are very docile animals, as long as you treat them gently and don't move too quickly," she said.

At the Dec. 9 exam, Sanchez put a hood over the emu's head to make it easier to restrain. Keeling said the bird had never been hooded and probably panicked. Sanchez and a keeper struggled to hold the bird down, according to medical records, while another veterinarian tried twice to draw blood. The emu stopped breathing, and attempts to revive it failed.

A pathology report said the emu died of the stress of the restraint and possible trauma to a neck nerve.

The zoo's veterinarians said Sanchez used a hood because it often has a calming effect on large birds and other animals. According to several veterinary texts, hooding is strongly recommended for ostriches but not standard for emus because they are deemed easier to restrain. If a hood causes a bird to become agitated, experts say, it should be removed.

The Ring-Tailed Lemur

Priam, donated to the zoo in 2001 by Duke University, had an incomplete quarantine exam. Medical records said the blood sample was unsatisfactory. The lemur went more than 2 1/2 years before getting another physical examination.

On May 24, 2004, Sanchez examined the lemur and, in X-rays, saw indications of a lung problem. He sent the X-rays to outside specialists, who on June 20 provided their conclusions: The lemur had a lung tumor, pneumonia or, possibly, tuberculosis, and more tests were needed for a firm diagnosis.

The zoo did not do any further tests or start any treatment.

On Aug. 18, the lemur began struggling to breathe and was moved to the zoo's hospital and put in an incubator with oxygen. Sanchez waited another day -- until an ultrasound consultant had diagnosed pneumonia and a lung abscess -- to start antibiotics.

"To delay treatment prolongs the animal's discomfort and often makes treatment progressively more difficult," Kuehn said. "A serious medical problem was not attended to for nearly three months. . . . She deserved better."

The zoo's veterinarians said that they often use outside volunteer experts and that they planned to schedule a follow-up exam to firm up a diagnosis. They said they wanted to know what was wrong before starting treatment. But they did not rush to do the tests, they said, because of concerns about anesthetizing the lemur again when it did not appear to be in discomfort.

"We must weigh the considerable risks of repeat anesthetic exams when the animal is showing no signs of illness," they said. "Not everything needs immediate, emergency treatment."

Kuehn, Nichols and Larson said that because exotic animals hide their symptoms, looking ill should not be a criterion for treatment.

"Why do physical exams at all if you're not going to act on what you find?" Nichols said.

The lemur remained in the hospital. On Sept. 27, it was found lying on its side, taking shallow breaths. Deem anesthetized the lemur and drew "blood-tinged" fluid from its lungs. She also noted a new problem: The lemur's right hind leg was swollen two to three times its normal size.

The zoo's veterinarians said Deem concentrated on the lemur's breathing problem but also applied a pressure bandage to the leg. A pathology report said the animal, already weakened by its respiratory condition, died that morning of shock caused by the leg hemorrhage. It was 4 years old.

The Orangutan

Indah, a star attraction at the zoo's Think Tank, developed an abscess near her rectum in November 2002. The zoo's veterinarians treated it with antibiotics and warm compresses, but the abscess infection did not heal.

Nearly a year later, according to medical records, the abscess was an open wound the size of a half dollar. An outside surgeon examined the abscess Nov. 25, 2003, during a sterilization procedure and found that it did not appear very extensive. There was no sign of a fistula, or draining tract, carrying infection to other organs.

On March 9, 2004, the records state, the abscess was "still exuding thick yellow [pus] material." That month, the veterinarians discontinued antibiotic treatment, saying it did not seem to be working.

By then, a zoo biologist who did language research with Indah and another orangutan, Azy, had moved to the Great Ape Trust of Iowa. The zoo agreed to lend him the pair so the studies could continue.

During a pre-shipment exam Sept. 7, 2004, Sanchez noted that the "fistula/abscess" was draining "mild amounts" of pus but was "not very extensive or deep." When he squeezed it, the anesthetized animal moved. "Appears painful," he wrote in his notes.

On Sept. 28, Indah was shipped to the primate center in Des Moines. On Nov. 11, veterinarians in Iowa found a tiny hole in the bladder, through which urine was seeping into surrounding tissue. The animal was euthanized immediately.

The pathology report said that the abscess and bladder infections had existed for some time and that it was possible the abscess spread infection to the bladder.

Nichols said he would "stake my reputation" that the abscess caused the deadly bladder problem. He, Kuehn and Larson said the abscess should have been surgically explored and removed before the zoo shipped Indah to Iowa.

Ramsay said he would have been "more aggressive" with the abscess, squirting dye into the draining tract to see, in X-rays, how far it went.

Even superficial abscesses "can be lethal," Kuehn said. Yet the zoo, he said, seemed to regard the abscess as "a nuisance," leaving Indah "with a painful, chronic, dangerous problem."

The zoo's veterinarians said they took the 24-year-old animal's case very seriously and determined through several probes that the abscess and fistula were not deep. Indah, they said, was not in any discomfort. They said the abscess did not require surgery, which might have caused permanent injury or, if the animal picked at the sutures, worsened the infection.

"We would never ship an animal with a life-threatening condition," Murray said. She added, "We had no indication that there was any problem."

The Komodo Dragon

Kraken was one of more than a dozen Komodo dragons hatched at the zoo in 1992. The births made history as the first group of this endangered species born outside Indonesia.

Trooper Walsh, who was a biologist at the zoo's Department of Herpetology, helped pioneer the breeding and management of the huge lizards. He said he worked with the zoo's veterinarians to do physicals on Kraken at least every six months, with internal ultrasound exams, given under anesthesia, that probed the reptile's reproductive system. The female, which weighed nearly 80 pounds, was prone to reproductive tract infections, which have killed 18 captive Komodo dragons worldwide.

Kraken was last given an internal ultrasound exam in April 2001. Walsh said the exams lapsed after he left the zoo in 2000. He said Reptile House curator Mike Davenport unfairly forced him out on disability retirement. Davenport declined to be interviewed.

The zoo later began doing external ultrasounds while the animal was awake but confined to a box. Walsh said the external exam does not provide the same detail.

Nichols said the lizard did not have any type of ultrasound for the last 23 months of its life and that the zoo's staff "should have paid extra attention to this animal."

Late last year, Kraken became lethargic and had a distended abdomen, according to medical records. Sanchez wrote on Dec. 22 that Davenport was not concerned because the animal had shown similar behavior during previous breeding seasons. The 12-year-old lizard was found dead three days later after an egg follicle and a blood vessel ruptured in an ovary, causing severe blood loss.

The zoo's veterinarians said an ultrasound exam would not have prevented the death.

"I firmly disagree," said Walsh, a member of the Species Survival Program for Komodo dragons, who described himself as "heartsick" over Kraken's death. "It could have helped save this animal . . . and would have been the best way to detect the problem."

Staff researcher Bobbye Pratt contributed to this report.

© 2005 The Washington Post Company
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SUNDAY MORNING HERALD
 The quiet capital of the wild West                           By Gordon McDowall
The big desert which is Western Australia (WA) is by far the largest, most remote and least populated state in Australia. Its diminutive but plucky capital city is Perth. 

Aside from its geographical isolation, Perth's major claim to fame has always been the suffocating nature of its blowtorch-like climate. It is as relentless as a 24-hour drive-in crematorium. With metronomic regularity Perth emerges, unbowed, as Australia's skin cancer capital. Curiously, the locals just slap a cheery "no worries" on the routine carbonisation of great swathes of their fellow citizens.

Less well known is an equally stifling but much scarier homespun parochialism. Perth folk simply won't countenance the possibility that the best of anything you care to mention isn't always in Perth. Indeed, "Perth is paradise" has become something of a ritual mantra. To the expat, it's all a tad baffling. While Perth has many qualities - primarily to be found in its open spaces, wildlife and laid-back lifestyle - urbane and enlightened it ain't and paradise seems to be somewhere else.

Certainly, this sobering mix of a debilitating climate and Hicksville insularity has not done a lot for Perth's public image. It is routinely cast by Sydney and Melbourne, its self-proclaimed sophisticated brethren ``over East'', as an uncouth and embarrassing old timer. 

Perth is simply oblivious to this and has steadfastly refused to adopt the pizzazz of its sneering eastern cousins. Forget Sydney's attempts to portray itself as a sort of flip-flopping Manhattan. And banish any thoughts of a repeat of Melbourne's cocky self-promotion as a "better than European" city of culture.

In truth, few can blame Perth for donning its own hairpiece. The eastern states' concept of culture has increasingly strained the bounds of credulity. The fervent post-Sydney Olympics marketing sits uncomfortably alongside a less than subtle population of blokey blokes and often blokier blokettes. Vegetating in front of the ubiquitous "barbie" or, away from the tongs and tinnies, soaking up Australia's incessant barrage of sporting events is the order of the day.

Perth dwellers also pray with an evangelistic zeal at the twin Aussie altars of barbie and sport. Undoubtedly top of WA's sporting hierarchy is the bizarre game of many mullets running around in unfeasibly tight shorts and banging into each other. 

To the innocent bystander, it resembles a surreal form of pass the parcel for the visually impaired. To the ever-exuberant locals, Aussie Rules footie is the Holy Grail. 

Nonetheless, despite this common ground with the eastern states, Perth is resolutely singing from its own song sheet. 

The bumbling old goat has casually dismissed its eastern detractors as outsiders who are simply jealous because they don't live in paradise.

It's difficult to avoid Perth's old timers. The females bear a remarkable resemblance to Barbara Bush after 20 minutes in a wind tunnel. The gruff, leathery men sport huge "sunnies" and knee-length white socks for no apparent reason. The Brits dominate the foreign quota. In increasing numbers they toss their life savings and pasty complexions into Perth's broiling sun and small-town mores. 

It may well be accidental, but by quietly embracing and cultivating its toothless old gimmer reputation, Perth has managed to conceal the disturbing metamorphosis of its youth. Previously carefree adolescents are casting off their surfboards and leisure wear in favour of the mind set and mannerisms of an Aussie Alf Garnett. Non-conformity is dead - throttled by big white socks and finished off by a sausage sizzle and a warm can of Foster's. 

The evidence is frankly compelling. Take Perth's city centre on a Saturday night (or indeed any night). One can almost hear a Pom drop. It is as empty and soulless as an episode of Australian Pop Idol. 

Look marginally further afield and the picture becomes grimmer still. In Subiaco, supposedly the hippest quarter in Perth's suburban sprawl, huge Legoland-style housing estates have sprung up behind billboards advertising life in ``paradise''. The "village" contains box upon box of dreary new-built uniformity. 

With an uncharacteristically gay abandon, these developments now openly reveal themselves to be vast retirement villages. 

A few of Perth's youngsters have managed to join the national pilgrimage to London, but here success stories are rare. Most escapees have relapsed almost immediately. Even in mid-winter, flip-flops are donned and couches are relocated to the garden. The poor souls rarely venture beyond the local "Walkabout", before scuttling back to the reassuring flab of the retirement village's soft underbelly. 

At least those entering Perth through its "international" airport are advised to leave not only their plant and animal produce but also their sense of adventure in the bags provided. You have been warned. 
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PRAGUE POST
Skepticism is good in a world of hype.Postview 

News is a moving target. As any wire service reporter can tell you, he who hesitates is lost.

At the same time, developing a healthy, if not borderline paranoid, sense of skepticism is essential to maintaining credibility at any news organization.

Which is why so many phrases we think of as ‘newsy' have entered the realm of the cliché: ‘is believed to have …' (connections in the underworld, a conflict of interest), ‘the alleged victim …' (of a firebug tram driver, of a man not yet convicted of fraud), ‘are said to be …' (unprepared, unlicensed, unprofessional).

It isn't that every newspaper reporter and editor wants to sound like Walter Cronkite. The reason these phrases turn up like mushrooms after the rain is that they give journalists a measure of hedging just in case they've been given a bum steer.

That kind of caution is one of the most important skills a reporter or editor can have, and it can't be taught in journalism school. The only way to learn it, and remember it for life, is to fall prey to such a misleading lead - or to draw a conclusion that seems perfectly obvious from a set of facts that, as it turns out, are not quite as obvious as they appear.

Take the Internet. A generation is now growing up that makes little, if any, distinction between a news story found on the BBC and one found on a film fan Web site. 

That's a dangerous state of affairs. News organizations are far from perfect, or they wouldn't need hedging language. But they do vigorously question everyone and everything that comes their way, one would hope, and, despite deadlines, they double- and triple-check their facts.

It seems a fair bet that many eager young reporters around the globe are smarting this week from such an object lesson. Web page reports, some of which sounded quite convincing and which quoted a press release from Warner Bros., offered a great story to the world June 20: The parents of Daniel Radcliffe, the beloved young actor who plays Harry Potter, were so aghast at Prague's reputation for sex and vice that they forbade him to shoot the fifth installment in the hit franchise here. This, despite the aforementioned press release from Warner, indicating that they would shoot in Prague.

You can just about hear the hands of news editors everywhere rubbing together gleefully at such a story - it has everything, after all. Sex, a hit movie, a star, scandal, an embarrassing reversal, a family spat, even an international incident (albeit a fairly minor one).

Just one problem: The parents, Alan Radcliffe and Marcia Gresham, never said any such thing. Oh, and Warner never made any such release.

Both parties, fortunately, came forward quickly to dispel the story - but not before it got in a few respected mainstream news publications, such as Bill Zwecker's entertainment column in the Chicago Sun-Times (Don't feel too bad, Mladá fronta Dnes - you're in good company with a WBBM commentator).

The movie biz, like many industries, is noted for secrecy and cloak-and-dagger negotiations, but adds the element of verbal deals to the mix. It's not like crime or government reporting, where there's a written record to refer to, and depends on the contacts and relationships of a reporter with his or her sources - and, as much as anything else, on a thorough sense of skepticism.

With a state of play like that, it's probably best to take a double shot of the latter when reading breaking movie star scoops. Besides, we are in Sin City, right? 
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TIMESONLINE
Duchess takes up ribbon cutting to manner born                                                    By Alan Hamilton

  Brolly time: the heavens opened but the Duchess of Rothesay kept smiling when she opened a village playground at Ballater (DAVID CHESKIN / AP) 

THE setting for the Duchess of Rothesay’s debut as a ribbon-snipper could hardly have been more Scottish: a piper in Hunting Robertson tartan, lots of solidly built men in kilts, a backdrop of high, wooded hills and a thorough soaking. 

She was not deterred, and yesterday she completed her transformation from Camilla Parker Bowles to most senior royal woman after the Queen with the panache of a seasoned trouper. Opening a children’s playground in the Deeside village of Ballater was a gentle introduction to a lifetime of grinding public duty, but she had the crowd of 500 gathered in a damp field singing in the rain. 

After a bright morning start a mist rolled down the valley from the mountains to the west. As the Duchess and her new husband arrived from their honeymoon retreat at Birkhall, the cloud began to unload its Atlantic cargo. The Duchess sported the fuchsia coat with tartan lapels that she has been seen in twice. A three-strand pearl choker encircled her neck. The Prince of Wales, who becomes Duke of Rothesay when he crosses into Scotland, sported the Balmoral tartan kilt. 

John Pringle welcomed them. Mr Pringle, 58, is chairman of the Ballater Charitable Chiels, a group of fundraisers who drink in the same village pub, the Alexandra. The chiels — a Scots word for country lads — had raised £25,000 towards the £43,000 cost of the playground whose swings, chutes and wobbly chickens on springs will benefit the 120 young children in a village with a total population of 1,200. 

“Charles and Camilla take a keen interest in local affairs,” Mr Pringle said: “They heard about our work and invited 21 of us with our wives to Birkhall one evening in January for drinks. They were absolutely charming. It was an unforgettable occasion.” 

An emboldened Mr Pringle subsequently wrote to them and asked if they would open the playground. Ever since Victoria and Albert fell in love with the area, Deesiders have been well disposed towards royalty. Yesterday it was the new member of the firm they had come to see. Clearly sensing the occasion, the Prince handed his wife the scissors and she snipped through the tape as if she had been doing it all her life. She has a large smile, and she employed it to the full. 

Positioned on a hummock, Martin Johnston, a 16-year-old piper, struck up with a new air, The Ballater Charitable Chiels, before moving on to the more familiar repertoire of Highland Cathedral and Flower of Scotland. Was he overawed by the occasion? “No, it’s just like playing in the back garden,” he replied coolly. 

“I need my brolly,” the Duchess said as the rain took a turn for the worse. Thirty children were released into the playground and the Duchess asked one girl what lessons she had that afternoon. “I used to hate maths at school,” the Duchess said, smiling broadly at every turn. 

Royalty is not rocket science, but there is a right and a wrong way to do it. The Duchess, a few steps behind her husband and not in the least bothered by the rain, shook at least a hundred hands in the crowd, wishing everyone good morning, thanking them for coming and joking about “typical Scottish weather” and bending down constantly so that she was level with young children. 

The crowd responded by cheering, thrusting bouquets and gold-wrapped gifts into her hand and breaking into impromptu renditions of Congratulations and For They Are Jolly Good Fellows. If there was one tiny wisp of disappointment, it was that the Duke of Rothesay did not take a turn on the new swings. “Och, he wouldn’t have done that,” the Chief Charitable Chiel said. “He was wearing the kilt.”
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