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By CHANNING JOSEPH
Staff Reporter of the Sun

Naked figures writhe in an eerie
darkness. Vicious beasts bare their
teeth and snarl. The faces of lost souls
cry out in unimaginable agony, forced
into strange and contorted positions
reminiscent of crucifixion.

Such a vision evokes a scene of the
apocalypse typical of 15th-century
Dutch painter Hieronymus Bosch. But
no, these paintings by Colombian artist
Fernando Botero are depictions of real
events. Despite their hellish subject
matter, they are all meticulously based
on photographs and press accounts of
the torture at Abu Ghraib prison in Iraq
in 2003.

It seems hard to credit, but Mr.
Botero says the pictures, which many
will undoubtedly view as a scathing in-
dictment of American foreign policy,
are not meant to convey a political
message.

Although he admits that President
Bush “is not my favorite president,” Mr.
Botero says art has no affect on political

realities, adding that his work is merely
a relic to be looked upon by future gen-
erations as evidence of events past.

“You just leave a testimony,”he said.
“It’s something that comes from the
heart. It’s something immortal that
moves you to do your work.”

Well-known for his playful and
folksy style, Mr. Botero has gained in-
ternational renown for the unmistak-
ably exaggerated roundness of his fig-
ures and the sense of innocence and
sensuality that his work conveys.

This new traveling exhibit, opening
today at the Marlborough Gallery on
57th Street has made its way from
Rome; Künzelsau, a town in Germany,
and, most recently, Athens, Greece. In
it, the artist’s trademark style — almost
cartoonish in its technique — manages
to make his horror-inspiring images
even more striking in their irony. What
could be playful about vicious dogs
tearing flesh from helpless prisoners?
What could be innocent about Ameri-
can soldiers probing detainees with
broom handles?

“The truth is so powerful, so direct —
that you don’t have to add anything,”Mr.
Botero says of his creations, though he is
careful to point out it was never his aim
to make exact copies of the photographs.
“You try to be as honest as possible.You
have to be very careful to speak to what
happened. I was sticking to what I read
in the newspapers.I tried not to add any-
thing that was not in the text.”

A self-proclaimed news junkie (“I
read the Herald Tribune every day, like 

Please see BOTERO, page 14
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DOW 11,980.60 20.09 (0.17%)

S&P 500 1,369.05 3.43 (0.25%)

NASDAQ 2,363.84 6.55 (0.28%)

GOLD 598.50 5.80 (0.97%)

The group,America’s Pac,began run-
ning ads last month in more than two
dozen congressional districts.The cam-
paign discusses issues ranging from
warrantless wiretapping to school
choice, but the most inflammatory
spots pertain to abortion.

“Black babies are terminated at
triple the rate of white babies,” a fe-
male announcer in one of the ads says,
as rain, thunder,and a crying infant are
heard in the background. “The Demo-
cratic Party supports these abortion
laws that are decimating our people,
but the individual’s right to life is pro-
tected in the Republican platform.
Democrats say they want our vote.Why
don’t they want our lives?”

Another ad features a dialogue be-
tween two men.

“If you make a little mistake with
one of your ‘hos,’ you’ll want to dispose
of that problem tout suite,no questions
asked,” one of the men says.

“That’s too cold. I don’t snuff my own
seed,” the other replies.

“Maybe you do have a reason to vote
Republican,” the first man says.

Another spot attempts to link Demo-
crats to a white supremacist who served
as a Republican in the Louisiana Legis-
lature, David Duke.The ad makes refer-
ence to Duke’s trip to Syria last year,
where he spoke at an anti-war rally.

“I can understand why a Ku Klux
Klan cracker like David Duke makes
nice with the terrorists,”a male voice in
the ad says. “What I want to know is
why so many of the Democrat politi-
cians I helped elect are on the same
side of the Iraq war as David Duke.”

In one of the communities where the
ads are running,South Bend,Ind.,some
blacks were outraged.

“They’re awful.They’re repulsive,” a
Democratic activist and community
leader in South Bend, Gladys Muham-
mad, said. “When they say Democrats
don’t like black babies, that’s damn
fools.They’re very insensitive.”

“This is so dirty, but it works,” a soci-
ology professor at Indiana University,
Johnnie Griffin, said. “These are race
ads. It’s incredible.”

Please see PAC, page 5

By JOSH GERSTEIN
Staff Reporter of the Sun

A little-known Republican group that claims to have swayed the 2004
presidential election with provocative radio advertising aimed at
black and Hispanic audiences is spending nearly $1 million this year
to boost the GOP’s chances of holding on to a majority in Congress.

REPUBLICAN GROUP 
CHIDES DEMOCRATS
WITH ABORTION ADS
Aim Is To Win Minority Voters,

But Democrats Cry Foul

The past weekend brought a vivid re-
minder of the danger of head injuries
in soccer. Saturday’s English Premier
League game between Reading and
Chelsea was only 16 seconds old when
the Chelsea goalkeeper Petr Cech was
injured and had to be stretchered off
the field. Cech was taken immediately
to the local hospital but was later trans-
ferred to a specialist neurosurgery unit
where he was operated on for a de-
pressed fracture of the skull.

Cech’s injury came when both he and
Reading forward Stephen Hunt contest-
ed a loose ball — Cech diving to the
ground to snare it as Hunt came racing
in. Cech got there first, but the momen-
tum of his dive caused him to slide along
the ground into the speeding Hunt,
knocking him down but receiving a
heavy blow to his head from Hunt’s knee.

An ugly incident, considerably in-
flamed by Chelsea coach Jose Mourinho
who has accused Hunt of deliberately
trying to hurt Cech: “Hunt clearly flexed
his leg to catch Cech. He dropped his
knee. When the keeper has the ball in
his hands,what are you going to do? You
are only going in there to hurt him.”

Please see GARDNER, page 20

F E R N A N D O  B O T E R O / P R E ST E L  ‘Abu Ghraib 43,’ oil on canvas.
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Spencer Once
Derided Pirro
As Prosecutor

By JACOB GERSHMAN
Staff Reporter of the Sun

In his last year as mayor of Yonkers,
John Spencer wrote a scathing 15-page
letter to Attorney General Eliot Spitzer
that accused the Westchester district
attorney,Jeanine Pirro,of using her po-
sition to protect corrupt officials and
punish her political enemies.

In the letter, which is dated June 26,
2003, Mr. Spencer thanked Mr. Spitzer
for meeting with him a month earlier
and urged him to investigate what he
describes as widespread corruption in
Westchester County.

“No genuine political corruption is
investigated by the Westchester DA,”
Mr. Spencer wrote. “Instead, she pro-
tects the corrupt officials, punishes the
weak people caught in the corrupt web
and insures that they are not in a posi-
tion to point fingers. She uses her im-
mense discretionary prosecutorial pow-
ers and the grand jury process, with its
key advantage: secrecy, which prevents
victims and the public from knowing
the truth, to punish her enemies.”

He continued: “What is needed is a
wholesale investigation by competent
non-partisan authorities to take testi-
mony and review documents to uncov-
er the stranglehold that a few corrupt
public officials have on the democrat-
ic process.”

Now, Mr. Spencer and Ms. Pirro are
both Republican nominees for
statewide office. Mr. Spencer is run-
ning for Senate against Senator Clin-
ton. And Mr. Spitzer is the Democratic
candidate for governor.

Mr. Spencer’s letter could become a 
Please see PIRRO, page 4

By ROBERT SIMONSON
Most sartorially savvy New Yorkers

can tell you where to find at least one
of the few hat stores left in the city.
There’s J.J.Hat Center on Fifth Avenue
just below the Empire State Building,
Arnold Hatters on Eighth Avenue near
Macy’s,and Bencraft Hatters’s two loca-
tions, in Boro Park and Williamsburg.
But only a true headgear maven knows
where Worth & Worth, the Tiffany of lo-

cal haberdasheries, has been hiding it-
self these past few years.

After nearly 80 years in business,
Worth & Worth closed its shop at Madi-
son Avenue and 43rd Street in 2000.
While many patrons assumed it had
vanished for good, it has actually been
doing a healthy mail-order and Inter-
net business out of a small showroom
deep inside a building at the corner of
55th Street and Sixth Avenue.

But those years of relative anonymi-
ty will end November 2, when Worth &
Worth rejoins the sunlit world, taking
up residence in a new storefront on
West 57th Street.They’ll celebrate with
a gala opening attended by favored
clients and fellow hatters.

“It’ll be good to get our face on the
street,” the suave, acutely polite man
who is the public face of Worth & Worth,

Please see HATS, page 22

A Historic Hat Shop Looks Forward to a New Home

E VA N  S U N G

HEAD ROOM A co-owner of Worth & Worth, Orlando Palacios, at his showroom on West 55th Street. 

By DAVID LOMBINO
Staff Reporter of the Sun

Developer Aby Rosen considers him-
self a preservationist.The active art col-
lector and top donor to the Municipal
Art Society bought and restored two
landmarked office buildings on Park
Avenue, the Seagram Building and the
Lever House, for which he won a
preservation award.

But his latest project is causing an
outcry from Upper East Siders who say
the design for a 22-story elliptical,glass
apartment building on top of the lime-
stone Parke-Bernet Gallery building on
Madison Avenue mocks the neighbor-
hood’s character and the definition of a
historic district.

Mr. Rosen, the president of RFR
Holding LLC, said the proposed tower,
across the street from the Carlyle Hotel
between 76th and 77th streets, would
be a welcome breath of fresh air in the
neighborhood.

“The Upper East Side needs new
progressive architecture,” Mr. Rosen

said. “Historically, the people who
lived there were a driving creative
force behind New York City. Unfortu-
nately, now the Upper East Side has
lost a little bit of its progressive luster
to downtown.”

The project’s award-winning archi-
tect,he noted,Lord Norman Foster,was
recently praised by critics for his de-
sign of the new Hearst Tower on Eighth
Avenue, a 47-story addition to an exist-
ing, landmarked base.

Last night, a member of Lord Fos-
ter’s firm presented designs in front of
a crowded community board meeting.
Several neighbors spoke out against
the tower. One local resident, Daniel
Goldberg, said the proposal was “like a
glass dagger plunged into the heart of
the Upper East Side.”

The co-chairman of the Defenders of
the Historic Upper East Side,Teri Slater,
said the project belongs elsewhere.

“We nearly fainted when we saw the
renderings,”Ms.Slater said.“The reason

Please see FOSTER, page 4

Landmark Question Awaits Tower
Proposed for Madison Avenue
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By GARY GIDDINS

It is a universally acknowledged truth
that a movie studio in possession of

a good fortune must be in want of Great
Books. The desire fulfills two needs: to
borrow prestige and flaunt high Angli-
can taste. In the studio era, the first
helped keep watchdogs at bay and the
second indulged the very pretensions
that triggered Leo the Lion’s roar: ars
gratia artis (“art for art’s sake”). The
moguls, especially at MGM, meant to
entertain and improve minds — or at
least wean them from actual books,
which, great or not, kept potential cus-
tomers at home.

Great Books, which for the most part
were fat 19th century, English language
romances, had other advantages: fa-
mous stories in the public domain,inspi-
rational work for costumers, hair-
dressers, and set designers, and good
roles for English expats as villains.That
said, the studios dipped into Western lit
timidly.If MGM sought titles that under-
scored the moral certainties of Carvel
(Andy Hardy’s hometown, not the cus-
tard stand), it was too intimidated to do
as much violence to them as it did to con-
temporary novels, say “Babbitt”or “Tor-
tilla Flat.”As a result,MGM’s best adap-
tations captured stylistic flavors that the
more faithful television adaptations of
our own time often ignore.

No better example exists than
“Pride and Prejudice,” one of five self-
consciously exalted films made at
MGM between 1934 and 1940 and col-
lected by Warner Bros. as “Motion Pic-
ture Masterpieces.” As Leo the Lion
would say, “Aaaarghh!” This is one of
those seriously flawed films that re-
mains irresistible and, as many subse-
quent adaptations prove, inimitable.

Directed far too efficiently by Robert
Z.Leonard,who made hundreds of silent
films and almost as many talkies without
creasing cinema consciousness, it was
adapted partly from Helen Jerome’s suc-
cessful play by the team of Aldous Hux-
ley and contract scenarist Jane Murfin,
herself a veteran of the silent era.

Does the film take liberties with Jane
Austen? Let us count very few of the
ways. Louis B. Mayer demanded it be set
half a century later so he could use sump-
tuous in-house costumes; the Bennett
girls seem to have moved to Meryton di-
rectly from Tara, though one of Lizzie’s
dresses, a shapeless tent with billowing
sleeves and a blackpatch top, would be
unsuitable in any age.The cast is strange-
ly mature — at 31,Greer Garson is not ex-
actly budding,while Melville Cooper has
nearly 20 years on Mr. Collins, whom he
nonetheless incarnates.

These alterations are of little or no ac-
count. The rank sentimentalization of
Lady Catherine (Edna Mae Oliver, su-
perb in her early scenes, compromised
into cliché at the last),is more irksome,as
is the sadly rushed ending,which betrays
the first hour, though I don’t mind that
Mary is last seen flirting with a flutist.

Most of the changes to the plot are ex-
igent — the need to dramatize informa-
tion related in letters.But the omission of

the Pemberley scene may be explained
only by the insensible parsimony of pro-
ducer Hunt Stromberg. It’s not only the
most dramatic chapter in Austen’s novel,
involving two unexpected encounters
and the unveiling of an estate as the key
to a man’s soul, but the most thoroughly
cinematic — a rare instance in which
Austen shows as much as she tells.

Still, this film is more faithful to
Austen than the dreary English version
released last year, which wasted its ad-
ditional 10-minute running time on a
credit roll and a pastoral opening, com-
plete with bleating sheep. The later
film’s plot is closer to Austen, though
Pemberley is shot like a documentary
museum tour,which suggests how limit-
ed matters of plot become when ap-
proaching a Great Book.

Austen is nothing if not acerbic and
funny,her best dialog a fountainhead for
the kind of writing that would take wing
a century later in the work of Wilde,Hux-
ley,and Coward — which may help to ex-
plain why she was so long in finding a de-
voted audience.Austen raises character-
ization to an audacious pitch, almost to
the level of Moliére in the instance of Mr.
Collins.The 1940 film, in which Austen’s
wit is augmented by Huxley’s,was one of
the funniest chamber comedies of its day,
and remains so today.

In contrast, there are few laughs and
no wit in the 2005 version, where the ac-
tors giggle so derisively they deprive the
audience of the chance. Where
Leonard’s direction and the script’s
machinations suggested Austen’s cool
objectivity, the new version, directed by
Joe Wright and scripted by Deborah
Moggach, aimed for baleful realism,
winding up with an accurately cast but
dull Collins,a droopy-eyed Darcy (whose
vaunted pride seems to stem from fa-
tigue rather than class), and a Mr. Ben-
nett whose final moment,as rendered by

Donald Sutherland, laughing through
his tears, is Actor Studio kitsch.

The acting in 1940, including Garson’s
intelligent rectitude, indemnifies the
film against time. Mary Boland and Ed-
mund Gwenn as the Bennetts, Maureen
O’Sullivan as Jane, and surprise charac-
terizations by Frieda Inescort as a thor-
oughly vicious Miss Bingley and Marsha
Hunt as a comical Mary,support two age-
less performances: Lawrence Olivier as
Darcy,underplaying as befits a character
slow to show feeling but disclosing every
thought anyway (the archery contest,
more Robin Hood than Austen and pre-
dictable in its outcome, is a masterful
comic example), and Melville Cooper’s
immortal Mr.Collins, tossing his tails be-
fore sitting,walking,and genuflecting at
odd angles,flattering with precise nasal-
ity, soaking up Lady Catherine’s affabili-
ty and condescension.

Of the other “Motion Picture Master-
pieces” in the Warner Bros. set, George
Cukor’s “David Copperfield” remains a
savory collection of impeccably cast
grotesques — including Edna Mae Oliv-
er,whose Betsy Trotwood has the integri-
ty her Lady Catherine is denied in
“Pride.” The big question raised by
memoirist David, as to who will play the
key role in his life, is unanswerable on
film because his resounding centrality in
the story is emphasized in his every gen-
erously observed sentence. Without
David ordering events, he is merely an
observer and victim of circumstances set
in motion by fate and others.

Cukor chose to emphasize the others
at the expense of the novel’s tragic soul,
not to mention a good many subplots
and characters. But he gained in match-
less types true to Dickens and to the
1930s studio repertory company.There’s
a reason many people don’t recall who
plays the grown David (Frank Lawton)
and even little David (Freddie

Bartholomew), but can never forget
Basil Rathbone’s vile Murdstone,
Roland Young’s Heep of infamy, and W.
C.Fields’s Micawber,a miraculous trans-
formation that shouldn’t work but does.

The remaining films in the set,though
less successful, suggest a unity of time
and place with the reappearance of the
same actors, same fake sets, and same
bathos and sacrificial goodness. Jack
Conway’s “A Tale of Two Cities” is a tale
of two actors — Ronald Coleman and his
unexplained melancholy (it can’t be be-
cause he can’t get a date) and Blanche
Yurka and her inability to finish a sim-
ple coverlet despite her constant,speed-
demon knitting. Coleman has the voice
but Yurka has the eyes, as she leads
thousands of extras against a matte
painting.Victor Fleming’s “Treasure Is-
land” has moments, but not enough to
counter Jackie Cooper’s whining.

Woody Van Dyke’s “Marie An-
toinette” is evidently included on a pass
— though they might have sustained a
literary conceit with such as-yet-unre-
leased MGM films of the period as
“Huckleberry Finn,” “Ah Wilderness,”
“Romeo and Juliet,” and even “The
Painted Veil” or “The Human Comedy.”
Yet “Marie Antoinette” looks literary,
sounds middle-brow, and throws money
around as only MGM’s Ancien Régime
could; too bad they didn’t divert it to
“Pride and Prejudice.” Norma Shearer
is no more suitable as Marie than she
was as Juliet,but no one had the nerve to
suggest to Irving Thalberg’s widow that
she play their mothers. Happily, Joseph
Shildkraut, John Barrymore, and an
epicene Robert Morley are on hand to
chew up that very expensive scenery.

Mr. Giddins’s latest book, “Natural Se-
lection: Gary Giddins on Comedy, Film,
Music, and Books,” is available from Ox-
ford University Press.
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When Literary Classics Made Screen Classics
TELEVISION

The Short Life and Death
Of a Perfectly Good Show

By BRENDAN BERNHARD

Imagine if you’d just bought a new
novel, or even borrowed one from

the library, and about 40 pages in, just
as the story was starting to come alive
and you’d bonded with the protago-
nists, the pages suddenly went blank
and a sign appeared saying,“this novel
has been canceled due to insufficient
popularity.”

It would be a bit annoying, wouldn’t
it? But that, more or less, is what hap-
pens to a lot of television programs at
this point in the fall season. It just hap-
pened to “Smith,” a series on CBS star-
ring Ray Liotta as the head of a group of
criminals who shared the distinction of
actually behaving like criminals — i.e.,
they weren’t lovable, and appeared
ready to kill on a moment’s notice. The
show also featured one of the more con-
vincing femmes criminales on television,
namely Amy Smart, an actress who nev-
er let you doubt for a second that though
her hair was blonde and her legs were
true, her heart was constructed of noth-
ing but pure ice.

This wasn’t a titillating Sharon Stone-
style performance, either, complete
with blatantly erotic cigarette smoking
and uncrossed legs. It was simply a con-
vincing portrayal of a sexy sociopath,
part of an otherwise male team, who, at
the vital moment,would use her looks to
distract a security guard or beguile a
driver whose truck was packed with
valuables. I wanted to see more of it
(and her), and now it’s gone.

But does anything really vanish any-
more? Chances are that more episodes
of “Smith” (only three aired) will wind
up on DVD or on the Internet, or magi-
cally reappear in a different time slot
weeks from now. I’d say more about it,
but under the circumstances there isn’t
much point. Perhaps you’re one of the
people who saw it and switched chan-
nels. If you were a fan, you already
know what I’m talking about.

So as a consolation to the “Smith”
team, which must be feeling pretty
lousy right now, I offer this short poem
by Lawrence Durrell written in 1943.It’s
a tad enigmatic but not entirely inappli-
cable to our bold new digital age:

Nothing is lost, sweet self,
Nothing is ever lost.
The unspoken word
Is not exhausted but can be heard.

Music that stains
The silence remains
O echo is everywhere, the 

unbeckonable bird!

Arianna Huffington, who can quote
an impressive amount of poetry off the
top of her head, once told me she had
often been tempted to drop the odd
couplet into one of her syndicated
newspaper columns but was afraid
American readers would find it preten-
tious. I apologize for not having that
problem.

Anyway, perhaps Mr. Liotta, Ms.
Smart, and company will get wind of
this and recite the lines to themselves
as they contemplate the unexpected
pleasures of unemployment or prepare
for their next roles.

* * *
One program that will definitely

stick around is NBC’s “Heroes,” the
first fall series to be rewarded with a
full-season order for 2006–07, and re-
portedly a monster hit among adults
aged 18–49, pulling in 13 million view-
ers last week.

For me, “Heroes” is a perfect exam-
ple of just how capricious the business
of what becomes a hit and what’s
hauled off the screen before it has a
chance to even register can be. The
show, I should explain, is somewhat
comic-bookish in that it’s about a cool
young Indian genetics professor from
Madras who discovers that a disparate
group of people — a cute American
cheerleader, a geeky Japanese office
worker, a heroin-addicted artist, etc. —
are endowed with various magical pow-
ers, such as being able to stop time or
“hear” what people are thinking. This
is fortunate, since the world is on the
verge of apocalypse and they may be
required to save it.

I missed the pilot, but come the sec-
ond episode, I dutifully took my place
on the sofa, ready to absorb Holly-
wood’s latest red-hot offering. Perhaps
it was the frozen Trader Joe’s Mahi-
Mahi dinner we’d just eaten,or the fact
that I was joining the series late, but I
found the initial 20 minutes or so un-
usually hard to follow.

Someone disguised as a repairman
was trying to kill the Indian genetics
professor in the blue light of his im-
probably otherworldly Brooklyn
apartment; the pneumatic cheer-
leader broke her neck but it snapped
back into place instantly; a corpse
stashed in a garage turned up in a car
and the Japanese fellow teleported
himself from Tokyo to Times Square,
where he wandered around with a pe-
culiar expression on his face, perhaps
because he was about to envision the
nuclear devastation of New York. (If
he’d watched “Jericho” — another
popular new series — he’d have
known New York has already been
nuked, along with most of the rest of
the country.)  

About 30 minutes into the episode, I
began to feel uncomfortably hot but de-
cided to ignore it. Within five minutes
the discomfort was no longer ignorable.
I got up and looked in the bathroom
mirror: My eyes were bloodshot and my
head looked radioactive. More worry-
ing still, my heart was thumping in my
chest at an alarming rate.What was go-
ing on? I mean, the show couldn’’t be
that bad,could it? Was I about to under-
go some sort of genetic mutation my-
self? Would I soon be teleporting off
the fire escape and foreseeing the end
of the world?

Well, no. It turned out I was having
an allergic reaction  -— to the fish, not
the program -—- efficiently dispatched
with a single Benadryl. A week later I
watched the third episode of “Heroes”
and came through the experience un-
scathed. On the other hand, I would
still have preferred to watch “Smith.”
Originally put on “hiatus” by CBS, it
has now definitively been canceled.
More than eight million people
watched the last episode, but that, evi-
dently, wasn’t enough.

bbernhard@nysun.com 
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WORLD MUSIC

What Ladysmith Wrought
By NATHAN SALSBURG

When Paul Simon released his al-
bum “Graceland” in 1986, he in-

troduced America to Ladysmith Black
Mambazo and their South African ver-
nacular singing style isicathimiya.
Tonight, that band takes the stage at
Carnegie Hall in support of its new al-
bum,“Long Walk to Freedom.”It’s an oc-
casion that calls for reflection: In the 20
years since “Graceland” whetted Amer-
ica’s appetite for world music, the genre
has exploded across the international
musical landscape,in step with advance-
ments in technology and deepening
geopolitical intricacies. Yet this coun-
try’s taste for it continues to rely largely
on syntheses of “world” sounds with fa-
miliar Western styles and stars.

“Graceland” came at the right time
for Mr. Simon; his previous work,
“Hearts and Bones” (1983), was a com-
mercial flop, whereas “Graceland”
would go on to sell 14 million copies. It
also came at the right time for the pub-
lic. The album’s ecumenical, globe-trot-
ting sophistication appealed to the lis-
tener who had grown up parallel to Mr.
Simon’s career — and who,six years into
the Reagan presidency and the 1980’s
pop music black hole, was hungry for a
sound so warm, organic, and fresh.

Due to an awakening American
awareness of apartheid in South Africa,
Black Mambazo seemed to do good in
addition to sound good. It was accepted
by audiences as Bob Marley had been
several years earlier — an unlikely
breed of easy listening rebel music.The
popularity of “Graceland,”however,was
more effective in inspiring an agree-
ment among music industry marketers
to settle on a sellable genre: “world mu-
sic” was born.

Like the “race” and “hillbilly” cate-
gories of America’s early phonograph
days, world music was a huge tent into
which different genres from disparate
locations could be  crammed.A dearth of
knowledge — from the boardroom to the
stockroom to the living room — of the
massive dimensions of the world’s music
made a more nuanced denomination un-

feasible. Albums of Zululand singers
and groups such as Mahlathini and the
Mahotella Queens began to appear in
record shops across the country, filed
with other “world”albums like “Le Mys-
tère des Voix Bulgares,” the surprisingly
brisk-selling recordings of Bulgarian
State Television’s female vocal choir.Pop
stars like Peter Gabriel — who in 1988
started his own international imprint,
Real World (featuring Pakistan’s hugely
popular qawwali singer Nusrat Fateh Ali
Khan) — used their visibility and influ-
ence to exploit the genre.

While international pop and folk mu-
sic had long been available, Western
popular artists had seldom hitched them
to their wagons in the mainstream mar-
ketplace (Robert Mitchum’s calypso mis-
adventures of the late 1950s notwith-
standing). Doing so gave those artists a
sort of world citizenship that was in-
creasingly attractive and comforting to
audiences. Sharing the cultural sensitiv-
ity and demographic of “Graceland,”
public radio and television began airing
programs devoted to world music on
record and in live concerts. NPR’s
Afropop (now Afropop Worldwide) was
launched in 1988; Spike Lee’s “Do It A

Capella,” a live concert in which Ameri-
can doo-woppers the Mint Juleps per-
formed with Ladysmith Black Mambazo
a version of “The Lion Sleeps Tonight”(a
song with an epic world-music history all
its own), aired on PBS in 1990.

But like many foreign imports — yoga
especially comes to mind — world music
has been changed by or, some would ar-
gue, for American acceptance. Market-
ed for their exotic qualities, world al-
bums have nevertheless subsisted pre-
dominantly as best-ofs and introduc-
tions-to, tending to leave off more com-
plex and less Westernized artists, per-
formances, and genres.

Putumayo, the most visible of Ameri-
can world music labels, states its pur-
pose on its Website: “[Putumayo’s] up-
beat and melodic compilations of great
international music [are] characterized
by the company’s motto: ‘guaranteed to
make you feel good!’”

The success of Putumayo’s brand il-
lustrates the preferred usage of world
music among mainstream audiences
(and record companies) despite a deep-
ening of familiarity and interest else-
where. World music as a genre has
grown to include not only the specific

music of township, ethnic group, or reli-
gious denomination, but a myriad of
trans-cultural syntheses that owe more
to the Internet and the cheap worldwide
dissemination of digital music than they
do to “Graceland.”

Bhangra, the traditional dance music
of the Punjab regions of Pakistan and
India, has become a staple in hip-hop
production,and in turn has adopted hip
hop’s use of the DJ and the MC.
Afrobeat, the fusion of American funk
and jazz with West African highlife,
founded by Nigerian bandleader Fela
Kuti, has been taken up by scores of in-
terracial bands in America and Europe.
And groups like Tinariwen (Malian Tu-
areg bedouin playing sublime psyche-
delic blues) and Refugee All-Stars (a
Sierra Leonean reggae band) make in-
ternational splashes due not only to
their recordings but also to the turbu-
lent political circumstances that
spawned them.

What becomes most popular in Amer-
ica, however, tends to be the cross-polli-
nation efforts of individual artists, á la
Mr.Simon.Ry Cooder scored big with his
Buena Vista Social Club project. Ameri-
can guitarist Corey Harris’s visit to the
ancestral homeland of the blues —
among the griots of West Africa — be-
came Martin Scorsese’s much-lauded
film “Feel Like Going Home.”

And 20 years after “Graceland,”Lady-
smith Black Mambazo returns to that al-
bum’s multi-platinum collaborative for-
mula by featuring a long list of guest stars
on “Long Walk to Freedom.”Some on the
record are known for their genre-bend-
ing, like Taj Mahal or the Belgian group
Zap Mama. Other guests offer a more
specific Americanness — here are Em-
mylou Harris, Natalie Merchant, Sarah
McLachlan, and Melissa Etheridge. The
band even goes so far as to re-record
“Graceland”’s biggest hit,“Diamonds On
the Soles of Her Shoes,” with Etheridge
in place of Paul Simon. The album may
not break any new ground for world mu-
sic or deepen Americans’ taste for it, but
in an era marked by hand-wringing over
clashes of culture, it can’t hurt.

P H O T O F E ST

COSTUME BALL Greer Garson, Laurence Olivier, Maureen O’Sullivan, and Bruce Lester in ‘Pride and Prejudice’ (1940).

Painted Violence
BOTERO continued from page 1
a religion,” he says), Mr. Botero says
he decided to turn his brush to the
topic of Abu Ghraib when, like many
people around the globe, he was
struck with disbelief at the shocking
photographs and news reports that
first came to light in 2004 — incredu-
lous that soldiers from America,
which he calls a symbol of freedom,
could be implicated in such depraved
acts.

Consequently, he set himself the
task of learning all the terrifying de-
tails of the events. “The more I read,
the more shocked I was,” he said. “And
then, I got this feeling that, as an artist,
I can make visible what is invisible. I
didn’t invent anything.I did what I read
was there.”

Mr. Botero, who spends his winters
in Paris, his summers in Italy, and six
weeks every year in New York, betrays
a hint of pride at his accomplishment.
“In Europe, people told me they were
more impressed with my paintings
than with the photographs,” he said.

In a new book based on the exhibit,
“Botero: Abu Ghraib,” the associate
managing editor of Art in America

magazine, David Ebony, ranks the Abu
Ghraib show among some of the best-
known visual art depicting images of
war.

“Coming from an artist known for
images of pleasure during a time of war
and terror,” Mr. Ebony writes, “the
gruesome and violent scenes he de-
picts are exceptionally disturbing and
moving. He joins a long line of artists
who have passionately responded to tu-
multuous events.”

The iconic power punch of Mr.
Botero’s Abu Ghraib paintings is, Mr.
Ebony observes, reminiscent of Pablo
Picasso’s famous Cubist re-imagining
of the Spanish Civil War, “Guernica,”
and Francisco de Goya’s early 19th-
century etching series “The Disasters
of War.” Although the inspiration is
obvious, Mr. Botero says any similari-
ty to other painters is totally unin-
tended.

Though the show contains about 50
major paintings and a number of draw-
ings, not one of the works is on sale.
“These paintings are going to be donat-
ed to a museum in America or Europe.”
The reason: “I don’t want to benefit
from human suffering.”

MOTION PICTURE
MASTERPIECES
Warner Bros.

CA R N E G I E  H A LL  

IT’S THEIR PARTY Ladysmith Black Mambazo comes to New York tonight.

C B S  P H O T O  A R C H I V E  V I A  G E T T Y

OUT OF WORK Ray Liotta’s CBS series,
‘Smith,’ lasted only three episodes be-
fore being canceled.


