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Across
 1 Indian royalty
 7 Volga region native
 12 He wrote the theme 

for and appeared 
in 1962’s “The 
Longest Day”

 20 “Blood hath been 
shed ___”: Macbeth

 21 Item worn over a 
papal alb

 22 Pinna’s place

 23 Leathery drinking 
vessel?

 25 Addicted to 
Hawaiian music?

 26 Party people?
 27 Place for muddy 

boots
 28 Fife player on TV

30 Spreadsheet 
heading

31 Hot-dog’s challenge
34 Spot

35 Attach, as a button
36 Reynolds Wrap 

maker
39 Schlemiel
41 Item with a blade
42 What bed-wetters 

do at camp?
46 “Fasten tightly,” 

“read rights while 
affixing” and the 
like?

52 Prince Valiant’s first 
son

53 Lot choice
54 First word of a 

Christmas hymn
56 A witch might use 

its eye 
57 Burnable bog 

product
59 Tony nominee 

O’Shea

 60 Pinball wizard’s nightmare
 61 Sent to first base, in a way
 63 Big name in corporate iniquity
 65 Basement fixture
 67 Browbeats
 68 With 70-Across, how eight 

pairs 
of letters in this puzzle should 
be written

 70 See 68-Across
 73 Chewy candy piece
 75 “I Will Survive” singer Gloria
 77 Welcome sight 

for travelers
80 Tony winner O’Shea
81 Dash
83 Carpenter’s staple
85 Indian royalty
86 Bigfoot’s cousin
87 Fifth-century epitome of 

cruelty
89 Holding one’s breath,

essentially
 91 Strikes out
 92 What an elevator provides, half 

the time?
 94 Urbanites who play three-card 

monte?
 97 Elusive one
 98 “Dunno”
 100 Song requested 

in a 1971 film
 101 Farmers’ market unit
 104 FDR, JFK or LBJ
 105 “Indiana Jones 

and the Temple 
of Doom,” e.g.

 109 Command to a helmsman
 110 Famed caller of “Down goes 

Frazier!”
 112 “The Theatre Cat” in “Cats”
 113 Ties in the East
 117 Insult in an opera?
 119 Result of being endorsed by a 

tire company?
 122 Just like that
 123 “It’s ___!” (crook’s cry)
 124 Reverse rotation,

in diving
 125 Fast writer’s tool
 126 Artery implant
 127 Life form

Down
 1 Incur
 2 Janis’s hubby 

in the comics
3 Come together
4 Pitt’s ex
5 Biker’s bike

 6 Dump lots of 
work on

 7 Crown setting
8 Airport abbr.

 9 Appends
 10 Taking the maximum risk,

as a poker player
 11 Calm
 12 Not boorish
 13 Puffins’ kin
 14 Cougar’s NCAA rival
 15 It might hold a Bible
 16 Fletcher’s product
 17 “Super cool!”
 18 “On the Waterfront” director
 19 Aromatic hydrocarbon 

derivative
 24 Bit of skin art, briefly
 29 Toyota subcompact

32 Steed feed
33 Barack Obama’s home
35 You can bank on it
36 Speechless, maybe
37 Grant’s “Houseboat” co-star
38 Ones hoping for good marks
40 Item with a blade
41 Many a time
43 Vacillate
44 Like porcini mushrooms
45 Mowgli’s mentor
47 Shopper’s reference
48 Hot

49 Stan Getz and Coleman 
Hawkins played them

50 The America’s Cup is 
one

51 Nos. to measure against
55 On the take
58 #2 on the AFI’s “100 

Years...100 Laughs”
 62 Voice agreement with
 64 “Wasn’t me!”
 66 Copier choice
 67 Wetland birds
 69 Split
 71 Where the divine may 

walk
 72 Viscous
 73 PalmPilot tools
 74 Safeguard
 76 Put on ___ (fake it)
 78 Like 103-Down
 79 Bully’s victim

81 And more, for short
82 Feudal subjects
84 Hero’s place
88 “___ Death” (Fox

sitcom)

 90 Company patronized by 
Wile E. Coyote

 93 Enters a lease with
 95 Ask desperately
 96 Information unit
 99 Some Swiss watches
 101 Cast alternative
 102 Unit for a lorry
 103 Third-most common gas 

in the atmosphere
 104 Spoiled, with “on”
 106 Lotus position?
 107 Confused Spaniard’s 

utterance
 108 Copy editor’s concern
 109 Seller’s disclaimer
 110 1977 bestseller set at 

Memorial Hospital
 111 Frist’s predecessor
 114 Russian treats
 115 “How ___ Your Mother”
 116 Surprisingly agile
 118 Start of a cheer
 120 John’s “Blues Brothers” 

co-star
 121 Didn’t stay and fight
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T
RISH SYMONDS-POWELL feels about as
proud and anxious as a mother can.
Since moving to New York last August,

her 18-year-old daughter has been scouted by
modeling agencies, club promoters and the re-
ality TV show “America’s Next Top Model.”

Tatiana Stewart’s willowy physique—she is
188 centimeters and wears a size 4—attracts
fashion-modeling scouts on the street. But
once she appears at auditions, they tell her
that if she wants to pursue a career on fash-
ion’s runways, she must lose weight. “I can’t
imagine her being as beautiful as she is if she’s
emaciated,” Ms. Symonds-Powell says.

Her sentiments underscore the fact that, de-
spite the starvation deaths of several models
and the fashion industry’s pledge to protect
the health of the young people who promote
its clothes, skin and bones are still the ideal,
as we head into a round of fashion-week shows
next month. Parents of aspiring models wind
up torn between hopes for their children’s suc-
cess and concerns for their health.

When I wrote in February about Ali
Michael, whose skyrocketing career was dis-
rupted after she gained 2.2 kilos, other parents
of aspiring models told me their already thin
children have been told to drop more weight.
“He looks extremely thin to me, and now they
are saying his thighs are bigger than they used
to be, and they want him to lose the weight,”
wrote a father whose son has been modeling
for five years. He was hesitant to speak pub-
licly for fear of deterring casting agents from
hiring his child.

It turned out Ali had been undergoing treat-
ment for anorexia when I met her at a Paris
fashion show. She looked thin, but I would
never have guessed that she had been so ill
that she had stopped menstruating and her
hair had been falling out in clumps. Following
my column, Ali told her story on the “Today”
show and in a feature for Teen Vogue. Eventu-
ally, Ali was forced to choose between prioritiz-
ing her health and a successful career—and
she chose health. She is still pursuing model-
ing jobs, but she has considered the possibility
that her career could take a different direction,
such as modeling off the runway.

Tatiana is far from the elevated status Ali
has enjoyed as a model, but the message she’s
getting—good health or modeling success—is
chillingly similar. It’s hard to imagine how any-
one who is 188 centimeters could get down to
a “loose size 2,” as she has been advised to do,
without starving themselves.

She left home in Los Angeles last August to
pursue a career as a ballet dancer. But on her
second day in New York, while she was shop-
ping in Soho, two Abercrombie & Fitch repre-
sentatives offered her a job as a model at their
flagship Fifth Avenue store, she says. She
works at the front of the store, modeling the
clothes and helping customers.

Ms. Symonds-Powell, who is 43, was
thrilled to see her daughter snare a job with
benefits so quickly. A single mom who paid for
private schools by doing odd jobs, manicures
and house cleaning, she hopes her daughter
will use her Abercrombie earnings to study
dance, photography or environmental studies.

Sitting in a Starbucks near her home in
Sherman Oaks, Calif., Ms. Symonds-Powell re-
calls how she once skipped paying bills to buy
her daughter a $230 Juicy Couture outfit so
she could be like the other girls at school. Ms.
Symonds-Powell is hopeful that her child will
get the sort of break she never had. “I’m proud
of myself finally,” she says, “because I always
felt guilt that I couldn’t give her more.”

But Tatiana’s attention has been diverted
by scouts and recruiters. Just walking down
the streets of New York, she has gathered invi-
tations to modeling “casting calls,” when mod-
els are considered for jobs or listings with
agents. The agents approaching her included
representatives from Ford, Elite and Click, she
says. None of those agencies returned calls for
comment.

This spring in Soho, Tatiana was spotted by
a scout for “America’s Next Top Model.” On
the given day, she was escorted past a winding
line of hopefuls and into a room with roughly
50 girls. “They lined us up against the wall and
asked our name, age, measurements, height
and weight,” she says. “Then they told us to
lift our shirts up just below the—the chest—
and they filmed us to see our body type. …
That’s when I was cut.” She says she wasn’t
given an explanation. CW Network, which airs
the show, says it doesn’t have weight guide-
lines for the show but couldn’t comment on
the specifics of her rejection.

So far, like her reality-TV career, modeling’s
riches have proved a mirage. Model-casting
agents have showed initial interest but have re-
peatedly told Tatiana to lose four to seven ki-
los to reach the 86-60-86 centimeter measure-

ments they seek. Her waist is 71 centimeters
and her hips are 91 centimeters.

Instead, she has been engaged by a variety
of businesses that hire “model types” to draw
customers. In addition to her Abercrombie job,
she says, she was offered a job at retailer Club
Monaco and is frequently recruited for parties
at Manhattan nightclubs, where the drinks and
food are free for her. She has spent the sum-
mer being ferried to nightclubs in the Hamp-
tons in club promoters’ Cadillac Escalades. Re-
cently, she agreed to work at several clubs as a
“bottle girl” serving liquor to tables in return
for tips that she believes will amount to “$600
to $1,500 a night.” Her mother frowns at this,
saying, “She’s underage. She shouldn’t even be
in those places.”

For Tatiana, these jobs are treading water
until she loses enough weight to get her big
break. “I always thought I was thin,” she says.
“Girls here I know are 178 centimeters and size
0, and they want them to lose weight for Fash-
ion Week. I don’t think anybody’s body is natu-
rally like that.”

In one weight-loss attempt, Tatiana tried
taking laxatives for two days until her mother
found out. “She said they want her to be
‘heroin chic’—she needs to have sunken
cheeks,” says Ms. Symonds-Powell, her neck
reddening with emotion.

Instead, Tatiana has gained a kilo or so. She
recently began dance classes and is dieting on
cabbage soup and fruit, on directions from her
mother.

Slim chances for an aspiring model

By Cheryl Lu-Lien Tan

FASHION DESIGNER Carmen
Marc Valvo has a social calendar

that fills up in the summer, with at
least three or four soirées a week.

Being a social butterfly has a
downside, however. Dressing for
summer parties that are not black-
tie can be challenging, says Mr.
Valvo, who designs eveningwear for
women. It isn’t always easy to pick
an outfit that’s dressy without be-
ing too formal.

For most parties, the 54-year-
old Mr. Valvo likes to wear a crisp-
looking, long-sleeved button-down
shirt with dark jeans, which he says
are more “minimizing” than light
jeans. He likes to make his own
dress shirts, adding formal details
such as pleated lace on the placket
or tuxedo studs instead of buttons,
and he sometimes wears them with
cuff links. These small details offer a
dressiness that balances the casual
look of jeans, Mr. Valvo says. He of-
ten brings along a dark blazer that
he can throw on if the event is more
formal than he thought.

Mr. Valvo always leaves his
shirts untucked; the style “makes
you look longer,” he says. The de-
signer is 180 centimeters tall, but he
cautions men who are 165 centime-
ters or shorter against trying the
look. (Many shirts, he notes, come
with very long shirttails, but these
can be trimmed at the tailor’s if they
make their wearer’s legs look too
short.) He never buttons his shirt all
the way down, he says: “When you
sit down, you get this bubble com-
ing up.”

While Mr. Valvo sometimes
wears stylishly ripped designer
jeans—pairing them with a dressy
jacket and shirt—he never wears
shorts, even expensive tailored ver-
sions, to a party. “It’s inappropri-
ate,” says Mr. Valvo, who also gener-
ally avoids wearing suits to summer
parties, because he feels they’re of-
ten too formal.

His favorite shirt fabric for the
summer is cotton voile, a very light-
weight material that can be rather
sheer: He often picks embroidered
versions so he’s not “totally naked.”
He also likes super-fine handker-
chief linens—though not regular
linen. “When [handkerchief linen]
wrinkles, it doesn’t wrinkle as badly
as regular linen,” says Mr. Valvo. “It
looks ‘shabby chic’ as opposed to
‘Hi, I’m wrinkled.’ ”

He also steers clear of silk.
“Sweating in silk is not so nice, be-
cause it shows,” he says.

When it comes to footwear, he
wears flip-flops “95% of the time,”
favoring dressy leather versions
from Gucci, Prada and Louis Vuit-
ton. “Make sure you have a nice pedi-
cure,” says Mr. Valvo. He opts for
dressier penny loafers—sans socks—
when attending fund-raisers, which
tend to be more formal, and when he
doesn’t know the host well.

Another rule: “Never wear flip-
flops if there’s going to be dancing—
you’ll lose them.”

Tatiana Stewart, 18, (also below left)
has been told to lose weight if she
wants to model. Below right, model
Ali Michael battled anorexia as
casting directors criticized her weight.
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By Rian Malan
Special to the Wall Street Journal

 Johannesburg, South Africa

A
FTER LOSING POWER
in 1994, South Afri-
ca’s white right-wing-
ers withdrew into psy-
chic exile, leaving the
chattering classes to

pursue a political agenda so cor-
rect that it sometimes verged on
insanity. Newspapers were soon
filled with great billows of soft-
left pabulum. Talk show hosts rou-
tinely used appalling terms like
“gendered” or “Othering,” and al-
most everyone observed an unwrit-
ten law stating that it was unfair
to criticize black people on the
grounds that any failings they
might exhibit were attributable to
poverty, oppression and bad educa-
tion, otherwise known as “the leg-
acy of apartheid.” In time, I came
to feel as if I were suffocating in a
fog of high-minded pieties, a con-
dition that often reduced me to
cursing and throwing things at
the TV set.

In the course of one such epi-
sode a few years ago, I switched
channels and came upon a de-
mented comedy sketch in which a
gunman was tutoring a class of
black schoolchildren in the finer
points of armed robbery. “You got
to have an inside source to tell
you where the money is,” yelled
the gunman, “and when you get
caught…blame it on the legacy of
apartheid. OK! So what have you
learned today?” The children cho-
rus, “Blame it on the legacy of
apartheid!”

What do you do, if you’re
young, gifted and African, when
the Economist describes your
home as “The Hopeless Conti-
nent”? Contest this assessment
and you sound like a silly white
liberal, which is anathema to a
cool dude like comedian David Kib-
uuka. “The way the foreigners see
Africa is sort of the way it is,” he
says. “Wars, people dying of dis-
eases that were cured long ago
and so on.” But acknowledging
such truths is dangerous, too, be-
cause some will accuse you of be-
ing a self-loathing sellout, and
that’s enough to keep most Afri-
cans quiet.

Not so for a group of young,
black comedians who have taken
South Africa by storm. Their atti-
tude, says 30-year-old comic Kag-
iso Lediga, is, “Get lost if you can’t
take a joke. Our job is to talk about
things that are wrong, and we’ll
keep doing it unless you kill us.”

Based in Johannesburg, the
comics first rose to prominence
four years ago in a TV series
called “The Pure Monate Show.”
The title meant “absolutely deli-
cious scrumptious show” in a lo-
cal African language, and its stan-
dard fare was outrage. The show
lampooned the nation’s obsession
with crime, staged a conversation
between sex toys of various races,
and offered some comic sketches
about life in neighboring Zimba-
bwe, which has been rocked by po-
litical and economic turmoil under
President Robert Mugabe. In one
such skit, a shady-looking charac-
ter hands a great wad of cash to
an underworld connection, who

surreptitiously slips him a brief-
case. Viewers think they’re wit-
nessing a Zimbabwe-style drug
deal, but when the briefcase is
opened, it contains a lone loaf of
bread—the consequence of a cur-
rency destroyed by an inflation
rate that recently hit 2,200,000%
a year.

On the domestic front, the
show parodied the cultural pecu-
liarities of racial and tribal minori-
ties, and, in one memorable
sketch, portrayed South Africa as
a country where politics were so
boring that most people stayed in
bed on election day, thereby allow-
ing the white rulers of yore to
stage a comeback. This was pre-
sented as a trailer for a horror
movie: “Apartheid II—coming to a
cinema near you.”

The comedians’ manager is
Takunda Bimha, a 29-year-old law-
yer who wears designer jeans and
Italian smoking jackets and has a
suite of offices in the trendy Jo-
hannesburg suburb of Greenside.
Mr. Bimha forsook the law for TV
production a few years back, and
now he’s a capo in Johannesburg’s
comedy underworld. As Mr. Bimha
tells it, the comedians were mid-
dle-class boys with good educa-
tions who wanted to do a satirical
comedy show in the style of “Sat-
urday Night Live.” Since most of
them were young, gifted and
black, state-owned SABC TV gave
them a deal in 2003.

God knows what the broad-
caster was anticipating, but what
it got was renegade comedy of a
sort never previously seen in
South Africa. The show slaugh-
tered sacred cows and lampooned
important people. “Memories of
apartheid were fading,” says Mr.
Bimha, “and the guys were like,
‘Let’s move on,’ you know? They
felt the culture had become bor-
ing, and that it was time we

started laughing at ourselves.”
If they were white, they would

have been fired. But black authori-
ties seemed dazed by the fact that
those responsible for this mockery
were bright young men from their
own side of the racial divide.
“They thought we’d care,” says
Mr. Kibuuka, 27, a leading light in
the collective. “But actually, we
don’t. We didn’t set out to be sub-
versive. We just did it because we
liked doing it. They said, ‘Hey,
that’s subversive!’ And we said,
‘Really? OK!’ ”

Mr. Kibuuka is a droll young so-
phisticate who drives a convert-
ible, writes clever pop songs and
affects to be vaguely bored by al-
most everything, including my
questions. Although the show
drew complaints from audiences,
he says he has no regrets, and no
serious grievances about the
show’s ultimate demise. (It was
axed in 2005.) “The SABC is a pub-
lic broadcaster,” he yawns. “Citi-
zens were complaining, so they
had to listen.” The SABC declined
to comment.

The gang packed their bags
and moved on to greater things,

beginning with a pseudodocumen-
tary about young comedians and
their girlfriends traveling into the
backwoods to perform stand-up at
a rock festival. Their film, the
2006 “Bunny Chow,” directed by
John Barker, did well on the local
circuit, but foreigners found it a
bit bewildering. There was an
“Easy Rider”-esque scene where a
small-town redneck threatens to
murder the funnymen because
they’re trying to seduce his wife,
but otherwise, this was a South Af-
rica that was totally unfamiliar to
outsiders. The whites were like-
able slackers, the blacks cocky and
urbane. Characters of various
races were constantly hopping in
and out of each other’s beds, and
apartheid cropped up only in
jokes.

In short, the film was a fairly
accurate depiction of the lifestyle
and attitudes of, say, university
students who were in grade
school when apartheid ended and
find their parents’ politics passé.
This in itself was a sin in certain
eyes. “I thought politicians would
be smart enough to treat comedi-
ans and satirists like court jest-

ers,” says Mr. Lediga, a veteran of
the show. “You let them do their
thing, and then you stand back
and say, ‘Of course I believe in
freedom of speech, look what I’m
willing to put up with.’ ” But
South Africa isn’t like that. “They
expect you to take sides,” says Mr.
Lediga. “That’s one of our prob-
lems. They feel the black youth is
apathetic and we should be incit-
ing them to take up arms or what-
ever.”

The source of one such critique
was Christine Qunta, a black-
power activist and writer who sits
on the state broadcaster’s govern-
ing body and is said to be close to
South African President Thabo
Mbeki. After the Cape Town pre-
miere of “Bunny Chow,” she fired
off a text message to a relative
who leaked it to the comedians.
Ms. Qunta did not return several
calls for comment, but Mr. Lediga
says her reaction was extremely
negative. “Christine was like,
‘[This is] disgusting,’ ” says Mr.
Lediga. His heart sank when he
read Ms. Qunta’s verdict. There
was clearly no chance of “The
Pure Monate Show” getting a sec-
ond chance on state TV.

But hey, no worries. The boys
were making good money on
South Africa’s live comedy circuit.
In fact, some were making a great
deal of money, wearing sharp
suits and driving cars with TV
sets in the back seat. It was time,
as Mr. Bimha puts it, to start plot-
ting “world domination.” Their
chosen vehicle was “The Dictator,”
a movie script about the rise and
fall of Edson Nyrirembe, president
for life of a fictitious African coun-
try named Jambola. Part Idi Amin
and part Robert Mugabe, Nyr-
irembe is a sinister buffoon with
certain painfully lifelike character-
istics. In other words, Nyrirembe
is stupid, arrogant, occasionally

Top, left to right: Comedians David
Kibuuka, Loyiso Gola and Trevor
Noah. Below, from left: comedian
Kagiso Lediga and manager
Takunda Bimha.
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A group of young,
black comics is
breaking taboos
in South Africa
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barbaric and always surrounded
by quivering yes-men. Like Zimba-
bwe’s Robert Mugabe, he is per-
plexingly popular among foreign
black-power fans, who invariably
grant him a standing ovation
when he appears on their shores.
Mr. Lediga was sent to New York
and Cannes to sell the project to
potential investors, none of whom
were willing to commit. “White lib-
erals are happy to finance harm-
less African art movies,” chuckles
Mr. Lediga, “but they seem to get
very anxious about ideas that
might draw the attention of the
Thought Police.”

If the failed “Dictator” project
cuts a bit close to the bone, one
struggles to imagine the reaction
to their other movie project—a
comedy about apartheid, loosely
inspired by “Life of Brian,” Monty
Python’s heretical parody of the
story of Jesus.

What was funny about apart-
heid? Mr. Lediga shrugs. “It was
absurd,” he says, “and that’s al-
ways funny. It was also painful, so
there has to be a lot of comedy in
there somewhere.”

“Ja,” says Mr. Kibuuka, “like
white racists with black lovers
and morons trying to free Man-
dela.”

Did he say morons? Ouch.
These guys are lucky to be work-
ing in Africa’s most tolerant coun-
try. Elsewhere, they’d be in dun-
geons. Nearly every country in Af-
rica has “insult laws” to protect
the dignity of its leaders, and if
those don’t work, there are other
forms of joke suppression: African
culture commands youngsters to
respect their elders, and Africa’s
embarrassments provide a power-
ful incentive for self-censorship.

Am I making these guys sound
like raving neocons? That
wouldn’t be accurate. In person,
they’re thoughtful young men who
lament the poverty in which most
South Africans still languish and
acknowledge how lucky they are
to have escaped it. They are also
staunch anti-imperialists, always
delighted to find an American in
the audience so they can crack
jokes about moronic presidents
and so on. Local whites get fre-
quent lashings, too. The other
night, Tsepo Mogale picked out
some pale faces at a front-row ta-
ble and said, “You whites are full
of s2, you know.” He proceeded
to tell a story about how he pulled
up at a traffic light alongside “a
battered old Datsun carrying a
white family” who locked their
doors the instant they clocked
black skin. “I’m going to hijack a
Datsun?” he chuckled. “Get out of
here. I drive a Mercedes.”

This draws a laugh, but whites
are a dwindling minority, not
nearly as interesting as the “Afris-
tocracy” that now holds power. A
year or two back, comedian Loy-
iso Gola, 25, developed a fascina-
tion with the local political style
that evolved into a one-man show
titled, “Loyiso Gola for President.”
His absurd policy proposals
brought the house down. “Crime?”
he’d say. “You want to stop crime?
Easy. For six months, anyone who
commits any crime, blam, just
blow him away. Pull a Giuliani,

man. I guarantee you, crime will
vanish.” Mr. Gola says his fol-
low-up show will be titled, “You
should have voted for me.”

This is not really a joke, given
the perilous state of local politics.
South Africa’s ruling African Na-
tional Congress hopes to install Ja-
cob Zuma as the country’s next
president, in spite of his facing
charges arising from the alleged
acceptance of a bribe from a
French arms manufacturer. Mr.
Zuma denies the charges, and a
judge will rule next month
whether the trial will go ahead.
Meanwhile, his followers portray
him as the victim of a political
vendetta orchestrated by “counter-
revolutionaries.” The dispute has
precipitated a crisis in public life,
with militant Zuma supporters
threatening mayhem if the govern-
ment attempts to jail their hero.

It was against this tense back-
drop that dignitaries gathered at
Johannesburg’s Emperors Palace
casino for the Black Management
Forum’s 2008 gala dinner. Mr.
Zuma was the keynote speaker,
and entertainment was provided
by Trevor Noah, 24, the newest
star in Takunda Bimha’s stable.
Trusting that Mr. Zuma was big
enough to take a joke, Mr. Noah
launched into a monologue that
went something like this: In apart-
heid’s dying years, he said, hun-
dreds of thousands of terrified
white South Africans moved to
Australia rather than live under a
black government. Those who re-
mained were charmed by Man-
dela, but when the old man
stepped down in favor of Thabo
Mbeki in 1999, whites thought,
“Uh-oh,” and there was a renewed
exodus to the Antipodes. Blacks
were amused by these outbreaks
of paranoia, Mr. Noah concluded,
but now that a Zuma presidency is
on the cards, they aren’t laughing
anymore. Now you hear blacks say-
ing, “How much is a ticket to Aus-
tralia again?”

The all-black audience howled.
All eyes swiveled in Mr. Zuma’s di-
rection, and lo: “He was laughing
like crazy,” says Mr. Noah. “Killing
himself.” (A spokeswoman for Mr.
Zuma confirms he heard the joke,
and says, “it would be entirely in
character for him to laugh” at it.)

Jokes rooted in pain are noth-
ing new, but it was extraordinary
to have a banquet-hall of glamor-
ous black-tied Africans laughing at
the notion that South Africa is
now in such a pitiful state that
even they might want to flee. Is
this not a sign that they’re tran-
scending victimhood? “Learning
to laugh at yourself is a great sign
of human evolution,” says Mr.
Lediga. Jews and the Irish went
through the process generations
ago. Black Americans made the
critical breakthrough in the seven-
ties. Indians followed suit about
10 years later, and look at them
now—rising giants of interna-
tional trade and authors of every
third work on the West’s charts of
best-selling books. Take this as a
joke if you like, but I think the
crew might foreshadow a similar
renaissance in Africa. Takunda
Bimha liked my punch line. “Ex-
actly!” he says. “Exactly!”

H
IGH DRAMA HARDLY be-
gins to describe “Man on
Wire,” a magnificent doc-

umentary by James Marsh. Its
subject is Philippe Petit, the
French wirewalker who, on Aug.
7, 1974, spent almost an hour
not just walking but dancing,
kneeling—with one arm out-
stretched in a gesture of salute—
and lying down on a cable

strung 405 meters above the
street between the tops of the
World Trade Center’s Twin Tow-
ers.

When Petit returned to terra
firma—in handcuffs, charged
with criminal trespass—the only
thing reporters wanted to know
was why he’d done it. “I did
something magnificent and mys-
terious,” he recalls on camera
decades later, “and everyone
asked ‘why why why?’ There is
no why.” The film takes a more
fruitful approach. It focuses on
the how (the paramilitary prepa-
rations make a marvelous story
in themselves) and above all on
the who—a man driven by
madly romantic dreams of glory,
and visions of death-defying,
life-affirming beauty.

Walking between the Twin
Towers—the world’s tallest
buildings at the time—was only
the most dramatic of Petit’s
feats to that point. He’d already
done essentially the same thing
at Notre Dame cathedral, and
the harbor bridge in Sydney
(where he picked a watch off
the wrist of one of the cops who
arrested him). Perhaps because
a misstep at the World Trade
Center would have been no
more fatal than a fall on previ-
ous occasions at lower altitudes,
Petit seems to have been less
worried about gravity having its
way than about the intricate
challenges of those prepara-
tions, which took eight months,
and which he likened to a bank
job.

Part of what makes “Man on
Wire” so enthralling, and so en-
tertaining, is the filmmaker’s
skill in laying out the illegal ca-

per’s logistics, mainly through
interviews with Philippe and his
support team. All of them were
terribly young at the time and
are now middle-aged. They in-
clude three faithful French
friends—among them Philippe’s
girlfriend of the period, Annie
Allix—plus several American co-
conspirators of varying stead-
fastness. (One, a pothead musi-
cian, disappeared on the night
before the big event.) Mr. Marsh
supplements their collective nar-
rative with stylized re-enact-
ments. These are not the sort of
serious, pseudo-dramatic seg-
ments that Errol Morris some-
times uses, controversially, to
embellish documented facts.
They are wonderfully witty, exu-
berant interludes that simulate
the tone of a spy thriller.

Another part of the enthrall-
ment comes from the singular
nature of the place, and the fate-
ful passage of time. Yes, the
run-up to Petit’s matchless coup
de theatre resembles a bank job.
One member of the team pre-
tends to be a French journalist
on assignment. Others use
forged IDs to slip past World
Trade Center guards, drive a
van with almost a ton of cable
and rigging equipment into a
subterranean garage, then smug-
gle all the materiel up to the top
floors, where they hide all night
under the noses of wandering
watchmen. Unavoidably, though,
the team’s escapades also carry

eerie resonances of terrorist at-
tacks. The film wisely refrains
from any mention of this—no
reference to the 1993 bombing,
or to 9/11. The closest it comes
to such comment is one heart-
stopping still photograph, a sort
of long-lens optical illusion,
shot from below, of Petit aloft
on his wire while a passenger
jet high above him seems to fly
toward one of the towers.

Great documentaries, and
this is one, require not only
great subjects but rich support-
ing evidence. “Man on Wire”
fills the bill with stirring foot-
age of the World Trade Center
under construction, intercut
with sequences of Philippe as-
sisted by his friends as he prac-
tices for the Twin Towers wire
walk in a sun-dappled French
meadow marked by a sign that
says, in English, “World Trade
Center Association.” A self-dra-
matizer par excellence, Philippe
Petit had been documenting his
own exploits, ever since his teen-
age years in France, in home
movies, video and film. Some of
the most evocative clips show
him dressed in a mime’s cos-
tume and a top hat, spinning
around the streets of Paris on a
unicycle.

Those images look as if
they’d been lifted from “Children
of Paradise,” Marcel Carné’s cin-
ema epic set in the Paris of
Balzac, and not by accident.
They express Petit’s sense of him-
self—his entirely accurate sense
of himself—as an entertainer in
the classic French tradition.

James Marsh’s documentary
raises the bar for the genre to
skyscraper height. It’s an in-
spired piece of work flawed only
by the stretching and distorting
of home movies to fill a wide
screen, and by a short, mawkish
coda. Michael Nyman’s original
score is exquisite; so is the use
of Ralph Vaughan Williams’s
“The Lark Ascending” and an
Erik Satie “Gymnopédie” to ac-
company Philippe’s aerial bal-
lets, which are studies in ec-
static relaxation. On the wire be-
tween the towers he was so re-
laxed that he felt free to look
down, and he claims he could
hear the crowd below. There’s
no reason to disbelieve him.

‘Man on Wire’ hits the heights

Apartheid?

Film
JOE MORGENSTERN

Philippe Petit on his highwire
between the Twin Towers of New
York’s World Trade Center in 1974.

Opening this week in Europe

WSJ.com

Source: IMDB

WSJ.com subscribers can read reviews of 
these films and others at WSJ.com/FilmReview

n Forgetting Sarah Marshall Italy
n Get Smart Hungary, U.K.
n Meet Dave Denmark, Italy,
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n The Chronicles of Narnia: 
 Prince Caspian Greece
n The Dark Knight Austria, 
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n The Love Guru Turkey
n Then She Found Me 
 Portugal, Poland
n The Visitor Norway
n You Don’t Mess with the Zohan
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G
UN CONTROL is long over-
due, at least when it comes
to the cocktail bar.

The “gun” is bartender slang
for the hand-held plastic dis-
penser that spews sodas, sour-
mix and juice at the pedestrian
sort of bar (and at all too many
places that fancy themselves
above the ordinary). The use of

the gun is the dead giveaway
that a saloon is in the business
of making its drinks on the cheap
and easy. Consider the marketing
materials of the most prominent
gun manufacturer, the kitschily
named Wunder-Bar. The company
slogan—“Higher Profits Pour
Through Wunder-Bar”—suggests
that making the best possible
drinks isn’t exactly the priority.

The better bartenders not
only abjure the gun but are in re-
volt against the standard sodas
themselves. Some creative bar-
tenders, such as Justin Guthrie at
Michel Richard’s Central restau-
rant in Washington, make their
own sodas from scratch, brewing
up their own fruit syrups and
charging them with carbonated
water. Mr. Guthrie’s lime soda—
spiced with a touch of black pep-
per—is the backbone of his killer
Gin Rickey.

The impetus originally driving
some bartenders to make their
own sodas was a profound dissat-
isfaction with tonic water. Even
though Vodka Tonic and Gin and
Tonic are among the most-
poured drinks, there hasn’t been
much in the way of tonic choice.
The two tonic titans—Schweppes
and Canada Dry—happen to be
controlled in the U.S. by the
same company, what is now
called the Dr Pepper Snapple
Group.

The biggest complaint about
Schweppes and Canada Dry is
that they are over-sweetened—
and sweetened with cloying high-
fructose corn syrup. And then
there is the quinine, the antima-
larial drug that originally defined
the soda as a medicinal “tonic.”
Quinine comes from the bark of
the cinchona tree (and its rela-
tives). Tonic aficionados lament
the lack of cinchona bark bite in
Schweppes and Canada Dry. And
so many turned to making their
own.

Recently, though, alternatives
to the Dr Pepper-controlled
duopoly have finally hit the mar-
ket. Leading the way was the Fe-
ver-Tree brand, which takes its
name from a cinchona nickname.
Close behind was a tonic from
the cocktail-ingredient company
Stirrings. Both use cane sugar in-
stead of corn syrup and use it
sparingly so that the bitter cin-
chona comes through.

Fever-Tree and Stirrings also
make ginger ales, a category that
has inspired real competition.
Ginger ale comes in a wonderful
variety, from the standard-issue
Canada Dry to honey-sweetened
Thomas Kemper and spicy Jamai-
can-style ginger brews such as
Reed’s.

Happily, the proliferation of
ginger ales is but one example of
the many interesting sodas that
have become more widely avail-

able in the past couple of years.
There are a range of Italian fruit
sodas, including a flavorful blood-
orange soda that makes for a ter-
rific cocktail ingredient. Why
should tonic, ginger ale and cola
be the main flavors in fizzy mix-
ers?

I’m particularly fond of the cit-
rus sodas made by San Pelle-
grino. Its fizzy lemonade is per-
fect for making Pimm’s Cup, and
its orange soda, called aranciata,
has already attracted the atten-
tion of a prominent drinks mixer
or two. New York mixologist
Eben Klemm uses aranciata to-
gether with pineapple-infused

rum and peach bitters to make a
Hurricane’s Eye. I tried a simpli-
fied version at home, putting
equal parts rum, pineapple juice
and aranciata over crushed ice
with a few dashes of peach bit-
ters, and found out just how deli-
cious the soda can be in cock-
tails.

But far and away, the Italian
soda that shows the most prom-
ise as a cocktail ingredient is the
bittersweet citrus drink called
chinotto. San Pellegrino makes a
chinotto, but there are others, in-
cluding the excellent version
made by the Abbondio soda com-
pany. The fruit that gives the
drink its name is a bitter sort of
orange, and the flavor will be fa-
miliar to anyone fond of the Ital-
ian amari liqueurs. It reminds me
of the French liqueur Amer Pi-
con, so I wasn’t surprised to find
that I had success using chinotto
as a fizzy substitute for the amer
in a Picon Punch: 60 milliliters of
cognac, a spoonful of grenadine,
chinotto, and a little club soda
for extra sparkle, stirred with
ice. I call the drink a Chin-Chin.

But the best results came
when I turned to two skilled cock-
tail Edisons and asked them to
experiment. Jackson Cannon,
who presides over the bottles at
Boston’s Eastern Standard restau-
rant, found that the chinotto was
a natural with Laird’s Applejack
apple brandy, with just a bit of
Benedictine as an optional finish-
ing touch. He calls it a Della
Mela, Italian for “of the apple.”
Ted Kilgore at the Monarch res-
taurant in St. Louis riffed on an
old Trader Vic cocktail called El
Diablo, putting chinotto on top of
tequila, lime juice and crème de
cassis. With a nod to the Italian
soda, he calls it Il Diavolo.

Try these new drinks and I
think you’ll be convinced that chi-
notto should become a cocktail
staple. Just don’t put it on the
gun.

Email eric.felten@wsj.com.

Fizzy fun with Italian sodas
By Dorothy J. Gaiter
and John Brecher

At a restaurant recently, we
both studied the wine list

and I suggested a Pinot Noir. We
both discussed our choice with
the waiter. When he brought the
wine to the table, the waiter then
poured some wine into my hus-
band’s glass. While Larry was
busy swirling and sniffing and
tasting, he missed the fact that I
was glaring at him from across
the table. I have now asked him
to please pass the glass to me af-
ter he has tasted the wine so that
I, too, can taste it before nod-
ding approval to the waiter. This
is at least to open the eyes of the
otherwise intelligent and charm-
ing waiters that perhaps a
woman has something to con-
tribute to this event.

 —Marion Hamermesh
 Wilmington, Del.

In our experience, somme-
liers and waiters tend to pour
the taste for whoever ordered
the wine, which makes sense.
We both look at the wine list (we
routinely ask for a second copy—
yes, for Dottie, who feels your
pain) and discuss the wines, but
John usually actually orders the
wine (it’s habit after 35 years)
and so he is generally offered
the taste. At informal places
with informal wine, we really
don’t care. But at better places
where we order finer wines, we
prefer to have Dottie taste be-
cause she has the better palate.
So as the sommelier ap-
proaches, we mention that she’s
the one who tastes the wine.
We’re always pleased when the
waiter or sommelier arrives
with the bottle and, without
prompting, asks, “Who would
like to taste?” which indicates
that he or she noticed that we’re
equal partners in the process, as
the Hamermeshes were. Some-
times astute waiters pour us
both tastes. And we’re even
more charmed when the waiter
simply chooses to pour for Dot-
tie. This happens routinely at In-
dian restaurants; we have no
idea why. In any event, if Dottie
ordered the wine and the som-
melier, without asking, poured
only for John, yes, we’d also be
annoyed and Dottie, certainly,
would have to be restrained. But
it’s easy enough, before the
pour, for your husband just to
smile and say, “My wife should

taste. She has the palate.” That’s
what John says.

With your words of advice to
try the unfamiliar and exotic re-
peating in my head, I picked up
an $8 bottle of unfamiliar wine
that was on sale. I asked the
shop manager what she thought
of it and she recommended it,
saying that it was great in the
summer with light dishes. Was
she right! It’s a Picpoul de Pinet.
I was wondering if you have had
the pleasure and whether it was
a pleasure for you also.

 —Marlane Juran
 Morgantown, W.Va.

It’s funny you should ask be-
cause Picpoul has become some-
thing of an inside joke at our lit-
tle Wine Department during the
past few months. Picpoul is a
grape and Picpoul de Pinet is a
specific wine from the Coteaux
de Languedoc region of south-
ern France (it’s one of the few
formal areas named after a
grape, by the way). Annual pro-
duction is about 500,000 cases
from about 3,200 acres and
some of the wines come in a tall,
pretty bottle called a Neptune,
which has the Languedoc cross
molded into the glass. A while
back, we noticed a Picpoul at a
store and we talked about how
this was an example that just
about everything is available
these days. Then we saw an-
other, and another. It became,
for us, a cute little—petite—ex-
ample of a very big trend. Then
we were in London this summer
and, at a fish restaurant called
Fish Works, saw a Picpoul de Pi-
net on the list, which, of course,
we ordered. It’s made for sea-
food—crisp, lemony and clean,
with ripe apples, some pear,
maybe a touch of honey and min-
erals on the finish. When we got
back, we bought several for a lit-
tle tasting and found them con-
sistently good—especially for
about $10 to $15. We especially
liked Château Font-Mars ($11)
and La Chapelle de la Bastide
($10), both from 2007. They’re
the kind of wines we’d keep in
the refrigerator at all times to
sip when we got home on a hot
day—refreshing and mouth-wa-
tering.

Melanie Grayce West contrib-
uted to this column. Our email
address is wine@wsj.com.

Il Diavolo
60 ml blanco tequila
8 ml fresh lime juice
1 to 2 tsp crème de cassis
90 to 120 ml chinotto soda
Build in a highball glass with 
ice and stir gently. Garnish
with a slice of lime.

Della Mela
45 ml applejack (apple brandy)
15 ml Benedictine (optional)
90 to 120 ml chinotto soda
Build in a highball glass with 
ice and stir gently. Garnish
with a slice of orange.

Tonic aficionados
lament the lack of
cinchona bark bite
in the standard
brands.

The lady will taste

Arbitrage

Note: Prices, including taxes, as provided by retailers 
in each city, averaged and converted into euros.

The price of a croissant 
from a local bakery
City Local currency Œ

Rome Œ0.80 Œ0.80

Brussels Œ0.83 Œ0.83

Frankfurt Œ0.90 Œ0.90

Hong Kong HK$11 Œ0.95

Paris Œ1.00 Œ1.00

Tokyo ¥181 Œ1.10 

New York      $2.18     Œ1.46 

London £1.15 Œ1.47 

How’s Your Drink?
ERIC FELTEN
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By Raymond Sokolov
 Pinoso, Spain

I
N A WORLD GONE MAD for nov-
elty at the table, the gastro-
nomic pilgrim will find spiritual

relief—and a very delicious
paella—in this sweet little town in
the center of Spain’s rice-growing
heartland.

Even in the capitals of the re-
gion, the coastal Mediterranean cit-
ies of Valencia and Alicante, the
quality of the omnipresent paellas
is often strained and distorted, the
rice overloaded with oil, the dish
overwhelmed by lobster and other
luxury oddments from the sea.

But here in Pinoso, a short drive
into the rugged highlands from Ali-
cante, the small and rigorously au-
thentic Paco Gandía serves this clas-
sic dish in all its earthbound purity.
It uses round, short-grain rice
cooked over an open fire of vine cut-
tings and garnished with creatures
that thrive in neighboring vine-
yards—rabbit and snails.

This is the paella lovingly de-
scribed to me years ago at the Ox-
ford Symposium on Food & Cookery
in England by the Spanish authori-
ties Lourdes March and Alicia Rios.
They demonstrated the dish in an
Oxfordshire garden, improvising
with ordinary twigs, a pan only
vaguely similar to the circular
paella (the pan gave its name to the
dish) and with chicken for rabbit
and our imaginations to supply the
snails. The concept was excellent
and the rice was cooked perfectly
just as the cooking broth evapo-
rated. But for the real thing, you
need to be in eastern Spain, the ter-
roir known as Levante. And Paco
Gandía is the Angkor Wat of the lo-
cal rice cult.

In fact, this is a small, informal
place with a barely legible sign,
tucked away on a back street in a re-
mote village.

There were other things to order
on the menu, but the staff assumed
correctly that we wanted the paella
with rabbit and snails, preceded by
a simple salad of assorted seasonal
vegetables, along with a quite drink-
able, locally bottled red wine.

Not long after we finished the
salad, out came a gleaming circular
pan made of stainless steel, about

40 or 50 centimeters in diameter,
with a raised edge. Several paper
napkins were clipped to opposite
sides of the pan. These served in
part as heatproof handles, as we dis-
covered after the paella itself
emerged from the kitchen. The tradi-
tional copper pan nested in the steel
one. The rice was a golden yellow,
garnished with tawny, browned
pieces of rabbit and snails in their
brown-and-white-striped shells.

The thin layer of rice was the
star of the show. Much of it adhered

lightly to the pan and had to be
scraped off with a big spoon pro-
vided for the purpose. The crusty
part that came away was a first
cousin to the rice crusts so highly
prized in Iran and elsewhere in the
Middle East, but those are true
crusts scraped from the bottom of
rice dishes that consist primarily of
fluffy rice. The Pinoso paella was al-
most all crust yet each grain re-
mained magically moist.

The snails were equally succu-
lent and provided an amusing diver-

sion as we sucked them out of their
shells. The rabbit had the deep,
smoky taste of wood-fired barbecue—
little pieces of leg with the bone in,
breast and even a bit of liver.

As any experienced home cook
knows, the rice was a triumph of sen-
sitive cooking. For me, taking the
rice this close to burning, right to
the edge of desiccation, would have
been culinary risk taking of the
most perilous sort. But obviously, at
Paco Gandía they have done this a
lot and can manage it for a dining

room full of clients, each table re-
ceiving its own, made-to-order
paella from a cook as busy and multi-
task-adept as any short-order hash
slinger.

Later, we witnessed this sorcery
first hand in the appliance-free
kitchen next to the Paco Gandía din-
ing room. Basically, we saw a paella
sitting over a blaze of vine cuttings.
The rest was skill, a steady hand and
an alert eye.

In other words, no recipe, how-
ever closely it hews to the activity
that produced our lunch last week,
is likely to yield a comparable paella
in a home kitchen, even one with ac-
cess to dried vine cuttings, the right
rice, rabbit and snails. And even if
you or I practiced enough to create a
reasonable facsimile of the Pinoso
paella, we would be missing the cul-
tural surround of Levante, where
hundreds, maybe thousands, of res-
taurants are having a go at the local
specialty in myriad variations.

Indeed, there is a whole category
of deliberately “soupy” rice dishes
called arroces caldosos or arroces
melosos. These paellas flow like
honey instead of sticking to the pan.
And we enjoyed some of the per-
fectly decent seafood paellas that
have inspired thousands of similar
dishes served from London to San
Francisco. Some even had the
crunchy rice stuck to the pan that ad-
epts call soccarat.

In Pinoso, where most of the dish
is soccarat, scraping your lunch
loose is part of the fun and, in a cru-
cial way, part of the recipe. It forces
you to participate in the cook’s feat
physically as a prelude to eating it.
And it turned out that it required a
skill of its own.

Those napkins attached to the un-
derpan serve as more than insula-
tion. If you neglected them and
grabbed the paella pan directly you
got soot from the fire on your hands.
The staff is prepared for this. With a
friendly smile, they provide handy
wipes to wash your hands. Soon you
are clean enough to sign the credit-
card chit, for a total of about $75 a
person. You feel clean at heart, too,
having taken a stand for culinary
heritage, voting with your fork for
the future of the past.

Email eatingout@wsj.com.

Searching Spain for the perfect paella

From left: Pinoso, the mountain
town where Paco Gandía is located;
Josefa Navarro cooks paella at
Paco Gandía, the restaurant she
co-owns with her husband (above),
the restaurant’s namesake.

Paella 
This home recipe may not be identical to the paella cooked outdoors in the Spanish countryside, but after one bite, it may 
transport you there. You’ll need two pieces of equipment: a 40- to 45-centimeter-wide paella pan and a charcoal or gas grill. 
The flat pan is essential for obtaining soccarat, the prized crusty-brown layer of rice. Adapted from Paco Gandía, Pinoso, Spain.

Yield: 4 servings
Preparation time: 20 minutes
Soaking time: 1 hour
Cooking time: 1 hour
4 cups wood chips, such as cherry or 
   alder, soaked in water for 1 hour
4 disposable aluminum loaf pans
   or a smoker box
A 1–1.3 kilo rabbit, cut into 12
   pieces; or 700 grams boneless,

skinless chicken thighs, fat
   trimmed, halved crosswise
Salt
Freshly ground black pepper

cup extra-virgin olive oil
1 400 ml can diced tomatoes,

drained
7µ cups water 
µ teaspoon saffron threads,

crumbled to a powder
2µ cups short-grain rice, preferably

Spanish Bomba or Valencia
1 200 ml can escargot, about 18

snails, rinsed, drained

■ Drain the wood chips from the 
water. Stack the loaf pans one inside 
the other. Fill with wood chips. Or, fill
a smoker box with wood chips.
■ Position the loaf pans or smoker 
box under the grate directly over one 
of the burners on the upper left hand
corner of a gas grill. Heat the grill to 
high until a plume of smoke appears

from the smoker, about 15 to 20 
minutes. 
■ If using a charcoal grill, scatter 
drained wood chips directly onto lit 
coals. The smoke should start rising 
almost immediately. Cover the grill
and adjust the vents to obtain a
medium heat.
■ Meanwhile, pat the rabbit or
chicken pieces dry with a paper towel. 
Season with salt and pepper. Heat the
oil in a large deep skillet over medium
heat. Add the meat; sear until golden 
brown on both sides, about 6 minutes.
Move the meat to the outer edges of 
the skillet. Add tomato; cook, stirring 
occasionally, about 3 minutes. Remove 
the skillet from heat.
■ Check the grill to ensure the chips 
are smoking. Reduce the grill heat to
medium-high by shutting off one of
the burners. Place a paella pan over 
the unlit burner for a few minutes to 
get hot. The smoker box should 
remain over flame. 

■ Add the water and 1 teaspoon salt 

to the paella pan. Heat to a boil. Stir 
in the saffron. Transfer the rabbit
mixture to the paella pan on the grill. 
Cook, with grill lid down for 5 
minutes, adjusting the heat to
maintain the simmering water. 
■ Sprinkle rice evenly around paella 
pan, avoiding pieces of rabbit. Gently 
agitate mixture using a wooden
spoon to ensure rice is evenly
distributed and all rice grains are 
submerged. Do not stir again. 
■ Cook with grill lid down, about 10 
minutes. Scatter snails over rice. 
Continue to cook until all the liquid is 
absorbed and each grain of rice is 
distinct and just tender or al dente, 
about 10 minutes more. If all the 
liquid has evaporated and rice is not
tender, sprinkle warm water, about a 
tablespoon at a time over rice where 
needed. Cook for 1 to 2 minutes more.
■ To achieve a crusty layer of rice on 
the bottom of the pan, turn the heat 
to high with the lid open and cook for 
about 5 minutes, turning the pan 180 
degrees once. Stay by the grill so you 
don’t burn the bottom layer. The rice 
should be caramelized, not burnt. 
■ Carefully remove the pan from the
grill using oven mitts. Cover with a 
kitchen towel or foil. Let stand 5 to
10 minutes before serving. Season to 
taste with salt and pepper. Allow 
guests to serve themselves from the 
paella pan.  
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A
FTER A TIRING pilgrimage to
the frescoes of Piero della
Francesco under the 38-degree
Umbrian sun in and around
Arezzo, Italy, my companion and
I had only one thought: to get

into water. We were headed back toward
Rome, and a conveniently located blue spot on
the map just west of the north-south A1 at-
tracted our attention.

It was Lago Bolsena, the largest volcanic
lake in Europe, nestled in a corner of the Lazio
region just south of the borders of Tuscany
and Umbria. We turned off the highway, and
the picturesque winding road from the Orvi-
eto exit brought us to the top of the Rocca
Monaldeschi della Cervara, the medieval fort
dominating the town of Bolsena. There, we en-
countered an exhilarating vista of glistening
blue framed by gentle hills beyond the red-
tiled roofs of the lower town, the tranquil pros-
pect of the lake interrupted only by two ver-
dant islands and an occasional sailboat.

Most tourists overlook Lazio to seek out
the hill towns of Tuscany and Umbria, and
even Romans tend to frequent the smaller
Lago Bracciano, which is closer to the city and
more crowded. About an hour farther north,
Lago Bolsena was formed about 370,000
years ago by an eruption of the Vulsini vol-
cano, inactive since about 104 B.C. Nearly 150
meters deep, its water is clean and crystal
clear.

When later in the day we finally plunged
into the cool, limpid water, accompanied only
by a regal family of swans, we felt instant re-
lief from our exhausting few days trudging
around the cultural riches of Cortona, Perugia
and Arezzo.

Earlier when we arrived into town, we took
a stroll along the cobbled street traversing
the fortress complex, lined with tidy stone
dwellings and colorful heraldic flags. We en-
tered a passage at the opposite end and de-
scended the curving stone steps into the

lower town.
At the bottom we emerged into the central

Piazza Matteotti, next to the 13th-century San
Francesco church, plain except for the twisted
relief decorating its Gothic portal. It’s now a
community theater. From there, the Viale
Colesanti leads straight to the lake. Lined
with attractive villas painted in subdued terra
cotta shades, the one-way street ends at the
circular Piazzale Dante Alighieri. Just oppo-
site is the marina, populated with small lei-
sure boats, and next to it the Trattoria del
Moro, with a salon on a pier jutting over the
water.

The town had the tranquil atmosphere of a
curative spa resort lost in time. There were hy-
drangea bushes everywhere—voluptuous
pink, blue and white blossoms exploding like
fireworks, planted for the yearly June festival
dedicated to the flower. People strolled, cy-
cled or lounged on benches along the well-
manicured waterfront, while fisherman cast
their lines from tiny rowboats moored near
the shore.

Farther along the tree-lined lakeshore
road, we found the midcentury Le Naiadi, the
only hotel fronting the sandy public beach. Its
magenta-flowered balconies overlook a kid-
ney-shaped swimming pool adorned with

charmingly kitsch statues of nymphs. At the
back is a much larger swimming pool and a
spacious glass pavilion that accommodates
wedding parties. This is where we booked a
room, and as the sun turned pastel and slid be-
hind the far hill on the horizon, we finally took
our swim in the lake.

Once refreshed, hunger took over so we
drove to the center of Bolsena and ascended
to the fortress of Rocca Monaldeschi on the
stone steps leading up from Piazza Matteotti.

The Castello Monaldeschi was first built
high up on the escarpment in the 12th century
on the remains of ancient Velzna, the last of
the 12 Etruscan cities conquered by the Ro-
mans. Following a period of neglect after the
downfall of the Monaldeschi family, it was
eventually handed over to the Bishop of Orvi-
eto as a summer residence and then destroyed
by an earthquake in 1665. Captain Florido

Zampi restored the castle about 100 years
later, but then the locals demolished it in 1815
to prevent its seizure by Lucien Bonaparte, Na-
poleon’s competitive younger brother. Now
completely restored, the castle houses the Mu-
seo Territoriale del Lago di Bolsena, dedi-
cated to the area’s geology and archaeological
relics. A walk along the ramparts affords a diz-
zying view of the entire lake.

When we arrived into town people were
perched on the stone steps in front of Aenos, a
tiny wine bar opposite the castle serving vin-
tages from Tuscany, Umbria and Lazio from
above an ancient Etruscan cantina, still open
for business. (Evening may be best for this lo-
cale; when we stopped in before lunchtime,
the lively proprietor, Alessandro Casciani,
claimed that he didn’t know how to smile at
that hour.)

For our return in the evening we dined at
the restaurant Il Castello: grilled lake fish
topped with a garlicky pesto sauce, lattarini
fritti (tiny fried smelt fish) and a mixed anti-
pasto platter including salami, marinated arti-
chokes and radicchio stuffed with fish salad.
The rosé, from nearby Montepulciano, and
the homemade blueberry-and-ricotta tart
were outstanding. Even prices felt a few de-
cades behind the times: our dinner cost about
Œ40 for two, not counting a bottle of bubbly
offered by the gregarious head waitress Mar-
cella as an emphatic apology that our salad ar-
rived slightly late. Next to the restaurant is a
medieval washhouse with an arched portico,
where women still wash their linens. Our
neighbors on the picnic tables lining the alley-

way seemed to be local families and German
tourists. By midnight we were back on our bal-
cony contemplating the lake, serenaded by a
vociferous chorus of lake frogs.

Bolsena was a strategic stopping point for
medieval pilgrims on their way to Rome along
the Via Cassia from as far as France. The town
is most known as the site of the 1263 miracle
of Corpus Christi—depicted by Raphael in the
Vatican fresco “The Mass at Bolsena”—when
a skeptical Bohemian priest saw the blood of
Christ flow from the consecrated host onto
the altar linen. The cloth was transferred to Or-
vieto, just 20 kilometers away, which owes its
spectacular black-and-white cathedral and
great wealth to the relic. The miracle report-
edly took place in a grotto below Bolsena’s im-
posing Romanesque Santa Cristina church,
which holds the tomb of this virgin martyr
who withstood seemingly every possible type
of torture before succumbing to death. Here
you also can visit the atmospheric early Chris-
tian catacombs, notable for their unusual size
and number of still sealed tombs. The gory
tale of Santa Cristina is re-enacted yearly on
the feast day of July 24, along with proces-
sions and fireworks.

More-contemporary art associated with
the area is Cy Twombly’s “Bolsena” series, 12
drawn and painted abstract landscapes that
he made when a guest of the local prince, Don
Giovanni del Drago, in the late 1960s.

Heading out of town the next day we found
what seemed like another fairytale vision just
several kilometers east: Civita di Bagnoregio,
population 15, built by the Etruscans on top of

a dramatic promontory shooting up from a
deep canyon. Since its founding, the town has
been crumbling over the edge in landslides
but is being revived through an extensive soil-
fortification project started in 2004. The only
way to enter is over a concrete footbridge
with a rather steep incline, worth it just for
the breathtaking panoramic view of Orvieto
and beyond to the Umbrian mountains. Enter-
ing through a 12th-century Romanesque gate,
you come to the main piazza, the site of Etrus-
can and Roman temples, whose worn ancient
columns still stand in front of the church.
Other ruins include the facade of a Renais-
sance palazzo that was lost down the cliff.

Farther down along the lake on the ancient
Roman Via Cassia is Montefiascone, another
town worth visiting on the way back to Rome.
From the road, the 16th-century dome of the
Cathedral of Santa Margherita—the third larg-
est in Italy—looks out of proportion to the
town, which was a stronghold of the church
from the 13th century until the unification of
Italy. There is a stunning view of the lake from
the Rocca dei Papi, which sits at the highest
point of a volcanic ridge.

More practically speaking, Montefiascone
is renowned for its local wine Est! Est! Est!,
which is what a monk is said to have ex-
claimed—it means “It is! It is! It is!”—in the
year 1000 upon drinking it. Just inside the
grand portal of the historic center, you will
find the impeccable Trattoria Al Buongusto,
which advertises “family treatment.” After a
delicious plate of beef carpaccio topped with
arugula and a savory Parmesan basket, I had
tortelloni stuffed with porcini, which was
fresh and tasty, topped simply with a light
mushroom sauce. The proprietor, who
charmed us with his warmth and enthusiasm,
told us that the cuisine is taken from all three
bordering regions. The Est! Est! Est! white
wine, of trebbiano and malvasia grapes, was
delightfully light, subtle and slightly sweet.

Just an hour north of the capital along the
same Rome-to-Florence route, Viterbo is sur-
rounded by spas and hot sulfur springs due to
its volcanic geology. It became a near obliga-
tory stop for pilgrims in the Middle Ages when
several popes were reportedly cured of
chronic back pain after a dip in the thermal wa-
ters, which had been frequented long before
by ancient Etruscans and Roman soldiers re-
turning from foreign missions. Among the nat-
ural open-air fonts are Bulicame, toward Tus-
cania; Bagnaccio, at the end of a gravel road a
few kilometers away; and the well-maintained
Pozze di San Sisto, eight kilometers south of
Viterbo. The most popular is the commercial
Terme dei Papi, a full-service spa in a modern
building where contemporary Romans loll
about and gossip in the enormous steamy out-
door pool.

What to do
Long a destination for religious pil-

grims on the road to Rome, Bolsena
still makes a good rest stop for road-
weary travelers on a cultural itinerary,
with its proximity to historic hill
towns and the option of a revitalizing
swim in the pristine lake.

Nearby Orvieto is a major center of
Etruscan civilization, with a fascinat-
ing underground maze of ancient caves
and tunnels dug 3,000 years ago into
the volcanic rock, which you can visit
on a tour leaving from the Piazza
Duomo. The town’s Gothic cathedral is
magnificent.

Farther south near Viterbo you can
visit the Renaissance garden of the
Villa Lante at Bagnaia and the bizarre
16th-century monster park at Bomar-
zo’s Sacro Bosco, created by Prince
Pier Francesco Orsini.

About 20 kilometers south of Vit-
erbo at Caprarola you can visit the
splendid Palazzo Farnese, one of the
most important examples of Mannerist
architecture in Italy.

Where to stay
With rooms overlooking the pictur-

esque beachfront, Le Naiadi is in a
tranquil location slightly outside the
center of town in Bolsena. It has two
pools (Œ31-Œ49 per person with break-
fast; Viale Cadorna 95;
% 39-0761-799017; www.hotel-
bolsena.it).

The friendly Hotel Columbus is con-
veniently located on the lake near the
town center on the quaint Piazzale
Dante Alighieri (Œ62-Œ99 per person
with breakfast; Viale Colesanti 27;
% 39-0761-799009; www.bolsenaho-
tel.it).

Located on the lakeshore, Hotel Hol-
iday has a large pool and tastefully dec-
orated rooms with wooden floors. It
offers a romantic weekend special: two
nights with breakfast served in the
room and dinner in the hotel’s restau-
rant Ai Platani for Œ120 per person
(Œ53-Œ63 per person with breakfast;
Viale A. Diaz 38; % 39-0761-796900;
www.hotelholidaybolsena.it).

Where to eat
Il Castello, in the Rocca di Monalde-

schi, serves pizza and local fish dishes
in a medieval alleyway (main courses
around Œ10; Via degli Adami 41;
% 39-0761-798377).

In a luminous salon on the lake,
Trattoria del Moro specializes in local
wines, such as Orvieto Classico, and
the three types of fresh lake fish—
pike, perch and eel—featuring the tra-
ditional l’Anguilla alla Vernaccia. The
dish is immortalized in Dante’s Divine
Comedy, in which a pope dies from
gluttony after eating Lake Bolsena eels
marinated in milk and then stewed in
wine (main courses Œ7-Œ11; Piazzale
Dante Alighieri 5; % 39-0761-798810;
www.trattoriadelmoro.it).

In the historic center of Montefias-
cone, Trattoria Al Buongusto features
a fusion of cuisine from all three bor-
dering regions in a lovely room with
friendly service (main courses Œ10-Œ16;
Via XXIV Maggio 51, Montefiascone;
% 39-0761-825777).

 —Cathryn Drake

Liquid refreshment: A dip in Italy’s Lago Bolsena

Civita di Bagnoregio; right,
Bolsena’s Prince Don Giovanni

del Drago and his cousin
Ferdinando del Drago.

The Cathedral
of Santa

Margherita in
Montefiascone.

From top, Hotel Holiday in Bolsena;
Il Castello restaurant in the fortress.

Trip planner: around the lake
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A
FTER A TIRING pilgrimage to
the frescoes of Piero della
Francesco under the 38-degree
Umbrian sun in and around
Arezzo, Italy, my companion and
I had only one thought: to get

into water. We were headed back toward
Rome, and a conveniently located blue spot on
the map just west of the north-south A1 at-
tracted our attention.

It was Lago Bolsena, the largest volcanic
lake in Europe, nestled in a corner of the Lazio
region just south of the borders of Tuscany
and Umbria. We turned off the highway, and
the picturesque winding road from the Orvi-
eto exit brought us to the top of the Rocca
Monaldeschi della Cervara, the medieval fort
dominating the town of Bolsena. There, we en-
countered an exhilarating vista of glistening
blue framed by gentle hills beyond the red-
tiled roofs of the lower town, the tranquil pros-
pect of the lake interrupted only by two ver-
dant islands and an occasional sailboat.

Most tourists overlook Lazio to seek out
the hill towns of Tuscany and Umbria, and
even Romans tend to frequent the smaller
Lago Bracciano, which is closer to the city and
more crowded. About an hour farther north,
Lago Bolsena was formed about 370,000
years ago by an eruption of the Vulsini vol-
cano, inactive since about 104 B.C. Nearly 150
meters deep, its water is clean and crystal
clear.

When later in the day we finally plunged
into the cool, limpid water, accompanied only
by a regal family of swans, we felt instant re-
lief from our exhausting few days trudging
around the cultural riches of Cortona, Perugia
and Arezzo.

Earlier when we arrived into town, we took
a stroll along the cobbled street traversing
the fortress complex, lined with tidy stone
dwellings and colorful heraldic flags. We en-
tered a passage at the opposite end and de-
scended the curving stone steps into the

lower town.
At the bottom we emerged into the central

Piazza Matteotti, next to the 13th-century San
Francesco church, plain except for the twisted
relief decorating its Gothic portal. It’s now a
community theater. From there, the Viale
Colesanti leads straight to the lake. Lined
with attractive villas painted in subdued terra
cotta shades, the one-way street ends at the
circular Piazzale Dante Alighieri. Just oppo-
site is the marina, populated with small lei-
sure boats, and next to it the Trattoria del
Moro, with a salon on a pier jutting over the
water.

The town had the tranquil atmosphere of a
curative spa resort lost in time. There were hy-
drangea bushes everywhere—voluptuous
pink, blue and white blossoms exploding like
fireworks, planted for the yearly June festival
dedicated to the flower. People strolled, cy-
cled or lounged on benches along the well-
manicured waterfront, while fisherman cast
their lines from tiny rowboats moored near
the shore.

Farther along the tree-lined lakeshore
road, we found the midcentury Le Naiadi, the
only hotel fronting the sandy public beach. Its
magenta-flowered balconies overlook a kid-
ney-shaped swimming pool adorned with

charmingly kitsch statues of nymphs. At the
back is a much larger swimming pool and a
spacious glass pavilion that accommodates
wedding parties. This is where we booked a
room, and as the sun turned pastel and slid be-
hind the far hill on the horizon, we finally took
our swim in the lake.

Once refreshed, hunger took over so we
drove to the center of Bolsena and ascended
to the fortress of Rocca Monaldeschi on the
stone steps leading up from Piazza Matteotti.

The Castello Monaldeschi was first built
high up on the escarpment in the 12th century
on the remains of ancient Velzna, the last of
the 12 Etruscan cities conquered by the Ro-
mans. Following a period of neglect after the
downfall of the Monaldeschi family, it was
eventually handed over to the Bishop of Orvi-
eto as a summer residence and then destroyed
by an earthquake in 1665. Captain Florido

Zampi restored the castle about 100 years
later, but then the locals demolished it in 1815
to prevent its seizure by Lucien Bonaparte, Na-
poleon’s competitive younger brother. Now
completely restored, the castle houses the Mu-
seo Territoriale del Lago di Bolsena, dedi-
cated to the area’s geology and archaeological
relics. A walk along the ramparts affords a diz-
zying view of the entire lake.

When we arrived into town people were
perched on the stone steps in front of Aenos, a
tiny wine bar opposite the castle serving vin-
tages from Tuscany, Umbria and Lazio from
above an ancient Etruscan cantina, still open
for business. (Evening may be best for this lo-
cale; when we stopped in before lunchtime,
the lively proprietor, Alessandro Casciani,
claimed that he didn’t know how to smile at
that hour.)

For our return in the evening we dined at
the restaurant Il Castello: grilled lake fish
topped with a garlicky pesto sauce, lattarini
fritti (tiny fried smelt fish) and a mixed anti-
pasto platter including salami, marinated arti-
chokes and radicchio stuffed with fish salad.
The rosé, from nearby Montepulciano, and
the homemade blueberry-and-ricotta tart
were outstanding. Even prices felt a few de-
cades behind the times: our dinner cost about
Œ40 for two, not counting a bottle of bubbly
offered by the gregarious head waitress Mar-
cella as an emphatic apology that our salad ar-
rived slightly late. Next to the restaurant is a
medieval washhouse with an arched portico,
where women still wash their linens. Our
neighbors on the picnic tables lining the alley-

way seemed to be local families and German
tourists. By midnight we were back on our bal-
cony contemplating the lake, serenaded by a
vociferous chorus of lake frogs.

Bolsena was a strategic stopping point for
medieval pilgrims on their way to Rome along
the Via Cassia from as far as France. The town
is most known as the site of the 1263 miracle
of Corpus Christi—depicted by Raphael in the
Vatican fresco “The Mass at Bolsena”—when
a skeptical Bohemian priest saw the blood of
Christ flow from the consecrated host onto
the altar linen. The cloth was transferred to Or-
vieto, just 20 kilometers away, which owes its
spectacular black-and-white cathedral and
great wealth to the relic. The miracle report-
edly took place in a grotto below Bolsena’s im-
posing Romanesque Santa Cristina church,
which holds the tomb of this virgin martyr
who withstood seemingly every possible type
of torture before succumbing to death. Here
you also can visit the atmospheric early Chris-
tian catacombs, notable for their unusual size
and number of still sealed tombs. The gory
tale of Santa Cristina is re-enacted yearly on
the feast day of July 24, along with proces-
sions and fireworks.

More-contemporary art associated with
the area is Cy Twombly’s “Bolsena” series, 12
drawn and painted abstract landscapes that
he made when a guest of the local prince, Don
Giovanni del Drago, in the late 1960s.

Heading out of town the next day we found
what seemed like another fairytale vision just
several kilometers east: Civita di Bagnoregio,
population 15, built by the Etruscans on top of

a dramatic promontory shooting up from a
deep canyon. Since its founding, the town has
been crumbling over the edge in landslides
but is being revived through an extensive soil-
fortification project started in 2004. The only
way to enter is over a concrete footbridge
with a rather steep incline, worth it just for
the breathtaking panoramic view of Orvieto
and beyond to the Umbrian mountains. Enter-
ing through a 12th-century Romanesque gate,
you come to the main piazza, the site of Etrus-
can and Roman temples, whose worn ancient
columns still stand in front of the church.
Other ruins include the facade of a Renais-
sance palazzo that was lost down the cliff.

Farther down along the lake on the ancient
Roman Via Cassia is Montefiascone, another
town worth visiting on the way back to Rome.
From the road, the 16th-century dome of the
Cathedral of Santa Margherita—the third larg-
est in Italy—looks out of proportion to the
town, which was a stronghold of the church
from the 13th century until the unification of
Italy. There is a stunning view of the lake from
the Rocca dei Papi, which sits at the highest
point of a volcanic ridge.

More practically speaking, Montefiascone
is renowned for its local wine Est! Est! Est!,
which is what a monk is said to have ex-
claimed—it means “It is! It is! It is!”—in the
year 1000 upon drinking it. Just inside the
grand portal of the historic center, you will
find the impeccable Trattoria Al Buongusto,
which advertises “family treatment.” After a
delicious plate of beef carpaccio topped with
arugula and a savory Parmesan basket, I had
tortelloni stuffed with porcini, which was
fresh and tasty, topped simply with a light
mushroom sauce. The proprietor, who
charmed us with his warmth and enthusiasm,
told us that the cuisine is taken from all three
bordering regions. The Est! Est! Est! white
wine, of trebbiano and malvasia grapes, was
delightfully light, subtle and slightly sweet.

Just an hour north of the capital along the
same Rome-to-Florence route, Viterbo is sur-
rounded by spas and hot sulfur springs due to
its volcanic geology. It became a near obliga-
tory stop for pilgrims in the Middle Ages when
several popes were reportedly cured of
chronic back pain after a dip in the thermal wa-
ters, which had been frequented long before
by ancient Etruscans and Roman soldiers re-
turning from foreign missions. Among the nat-
ural open-air fonts are Bulicame, toward Tus-
cania; Bagnaccio, at the end of a gravel road a
few kilometers away; and the well-maintained
Pozze di San Sisto, eight kilometers south of
Viterbo. The most popular is the commercial
Terme dei Papi, a full-service spa in a modern
building where contemporary Romans loll
about and gossip in the enormous steamy out-
door pool.

What to do
Long a destination for religious pil-

grims on the road to Rome, Bolsena
still makes a good rest stop for road-
weary travelers on a cultural itinerary,
with its proximity to historic hill
towns and the option of a revitalizing
swim in the pristine lake.

Nearby Orvieto is a major center of
Etruscan civilization, with a fascinat-
ing underground maze of ancient caves
and tunnels dug 3,000 years ago into
the volcanic rock, which you can visit
on a tour leaving from the Piazza
Duomo. The town’s Gothic cathedral is
magnificent.

Farther south near Viterbo you can
visit the Renaissance garden of the
Villa Lante at Bagnaia and the bizarre
16th-century monster park at Bomar-
zo’s Sacro Bosco, created by Prince
Pier Francesco Orsini.

About 20 kilometers south of Vit-
erbo at Caprarola you can visit the
splendid Palazzo Farnese, one of the
most important examples of Mannerist
architecture in Italy.

Where to stay
With rooms overlooking the pictur-

esque beachfront, Le Naiadi is in a
tranquil location slightly outside the
center of town in Bolsena. It has two
pools (Œ31-Œ49 per person with break-
fast; Viale Cadorna 95;
% 39-0761-799017; www.hotel-
bolsena.it).

The friendly Hotel Columbus is con-
veniently located on the lake near the
town center on the quaint Piazzale
Dante Alighieri (Œ62-Œ99 per person
with breakfast; Viale Colesanti 27;
% 39-0761-799009; www.bolsenaho-
tel.it).

Located on the lakeshore, Hotel Hol-
iday has a large pool and tastefully dec-
orated rooms with wooden floors. It
offers a romantic weekend special: two
nights with breakfast served in the
room and dinner in the hotel’s restau-
rant Ai Platani for Œ120 per person
(Œ53-Œ63 per person with breakfast;
Viale A. Diaz 38; % 39-0761-796900;
www.hotelholidaybolsena.it).

Where to eat
Il Castello, in the Rocca di Monalde-

schi, serves pizza and local fish dishes
in a medieval alleyway (main courses
around Œ10; Via degli Adami 41;
% 39-0761-798377).

In a luminous salon on the lake,
Trattoria del Moro specializes in local
wines, such as Orvieto Classico, and
the three types of fresh lake fish—
pike, perch and eel—featuring the tra-
ditional l’Anguilla alla Vernaccia. The
dish is immortalized in Dante’s Divine
Comedy, in which a pope dies from
gluttony after eating Lake Bolsena eels
marinated in milk and then stewed in
wine (main courses Œ7-Œ11; Piazzale
Dante Alighieri 5; % 39-0761-798810;
www.trattoriadelmoro.it).

In the historic center of Montefias-
cone, Trattoria Al Buongusto features
a fusion of cuisine from all three bor-
dering regions in a lovely room with
friendly service (main courses Œ10-Œ16;
Via XXIV Maggio 51, Montefiascone;
% 39-0761-825777).

 —Cathryn Drake

Liquid refreshment: A dip in Italy’s Lago Bolsena

Clockwise from left: formal gardens at
Villa Lante at Bagnaia; 16th-century
sculptures at Sacro Bosco in Bomarzo;
the cathedral in Orvieto.

Civita di Bagnoregio; right,
Bolsena’s Prince Don Giovanni

del Drago and his cousin
Ferdinando del Drago.

The Cathedral
of Santa

Margherita in
Montefiascone.

From top, Hotel Holiday in Bolsena;
Il Castello restaurant in the fortress.

Trip planner: around the lake

I T A L Y

20 Km

By Cathryn Drake

The town and lake of Bolsena. Right,
Viale Colesanti leads to the water.
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T
HE MAJOR TOURNAMENTS
this year seem to be having an
identity crisis. The U.S. Open

at Torrey Pines in June, with lots of
roar-inducing weekend birdies and
eagles, felt more like a Masters. The
Masters in April lacked its usual
magic and came across more like a
typical PGA Championship, while
last week’s PGA, at Oakland Hills out-
side Detroit, shaped up more like a
U.S. Open. The rough was unrelent-

ingly thick, and the greens were per-
fidious. (Ireland’s Padraig Har-
rington won the tournament at 3 un-
der par.)

The members at Oakland Hills
love it. When Ben Hogan, after win-
ning the U.S. Open there in 1951,
called the course a monster, they
proudly embraced the label. After
all, famed architect Robert Trent
Jones Sr. had been engaged before
that Open specifically to render the
course as hard as possible.

But in 2002, when the U.S. Ama-
teur field waltzed around the South
Course at Oakland Hills with aver-
age qualifying-round scores of
71.5—only a stroke and a half over
par!—the club took immediate ac-
tion to super-size the monstrosity
quotient. It brought in Rees Jones, a
son of Mr. Jones Sr. who is also
known as the “Open Doctor” for his
toughening rehab work on courses
before major championships, to
squeeze the fairways, add bunkers,
push back tees and dish out other
deviltry to amplify the challenge.

Why make it so difficult? For
some clubs, like Oakland Hills and
Oakmont, near Pittsburgh, which
hosted last year’s U.S. Open, you
might as well ask why mow the
grass. Tweaking their courses to be
as treacherous as possible is their
reason for being. For them, diffi-
culty is the point of the game.

Comedian Robin Williams does a
wildly profane riff about the Scots-
man who invented golf. This being a

family newspaper, I’ll have to para-
phrase, but essentially the guy takes
a drunken idea (I know! We’ll knock
a ball down a gopher hole!) and pro-
gressively dreams up ways to make
it harder: “We won’t hit the ball
with a straight stick, we’ll hit it with
a crooked one!” and “We won’t use a
hole that’s nearby, we’ll use one
that’s hundreds of yards away! And
we’ll put all sorts of stuff in the
way!” Finally, satisfied that the
game he invented is sufficiently im-
possible, he says, “And we won’t
just do it once. We’ll do it 18 times!”

Mr. Williams’s routine almost
seems plausible, given the hair-
shirt Calvinism that prevailed in
Scotland during golf’s formative
centuries. The way I understand it
(as the son of a Baptist minister who
spent two gloomy years studying
theology in Edinburgh in the 1940s),
concepts like Original Sin and Total
Depravity were big in Scotland back

then. The notion was that humans
are born and live as wretched fail-
ures and can attain salvation only
through grace granted from above—
kind of like that one good shot that
redeems an otherwise woeful
round.

Mr. Williams’s character nods at
this grace concept, too, albeit sadis-
tically. “And right near the end I’ll
put a flat piece [of ground] with a lit-
tle flag—to give you hope!” he cack-
les.

Be all this as it may, the major
tournaments claim a more practical
rationale for their murderous
courses: to identify the best players.
“You want a setup that is a total ex-
amination of their skills,” Rees
Jones told me by phone last week.
Oakland Hills is very long and its par
threes form one of the toughest sets
in golf, he said, but the green com-
plexes are the primary challenge.
“From 30 feet, you may have a putt

with a triple break,” he said.
Fans like watching tournaments

on hard courses, he suggested, be-
cause they can’t relate to the 24-un-
der-par totals the pros sometimes
shoot at regular PGA Tour stops.
“They like to see some ebb and flow,
not all birdies, because that’s more
like the way they play the game,” he
said.

Implicit in ebb and flow, of
course, is the heartening pleasure of
seeing the pros screw up. Watching
makes us feel better about our own
ineptitude.

But this doesn’t explain why we
then feel the urge to go out and play
extremely difficult courses our-
selves. Bob Ford, the head pro at
Oakmont, offers one theory: “We’re
all masochists.”

The members at Oakmont, he
pointed out, seem to enjoy and even-
tually get used to the beatings they
take from the course’s 210 bunkers

and the steeply pitched greens that
roll at speeds up to 15 feet on the
Stimpmeter (which is extremely
fast). Moreover, Mr. Ford added,
“It’s fun for our members to bring
guests here and see them get tor-
tured. And the guests like it, too.”
(Mr. Ford acknowledged, however,
that many Oakmont members also
belong to other clubs in town, for re-
lief.)

When the wind is up, the Ocean
Course at Kiawah Island, S.C., may
be the toughest course in the U.S.
With 10 holes directly on the Atlan-
tic Ocean and the other eight paral-
leling them, and with long, forced
carries and diabolical greens (de-
signed by that noted sickie, Pete
Dye), the course would seem to be a
good candidate for replacement by
condos. But golfers book trips
months in advance to play the
Ocean Course, at a cost, including
caddie fees, of more than $300.

Why? Primarily the challenge.
“It’s the big test,” Mr. Ford said
about playing tough courses like
Oakmont. “When their game is on,
people want to play it and see what
they can do.”

Golfers, men in particular, aren’t
beyond thinking of such rounds as
hero journeys, with themselves as
the central character. The protago-
nist knowingly faces impossible
odds but bravely battles on, con-
fronting one fearsome beast after
another and doing what he can to
slay them. If in the end he succeeds,
however he defines success, it’s a
thrill beyond compare. If he fails, at
least he tried and can dine out on
tales of his courage for years to
come.

It’s no coincidence that the
world’s highest-ranked courses are
also usually insanely difficult. We
stand in awe both of them and the
players who defeat them.

Email golfjournal@wsj.com.

S
COTLAND WAS ONE of the earliest
countries to embrace impressionist
art, as seen in the landscapes and sea-

scapes of William McTaggart (1835-1910).
Several of the artist’s works will be included
in Sotheby’s annual Scottish picture sale at
the Gleneagles Hotel in Perthshire, Scot-
land, on Aug. 26.

“Port-an-Righ, Welcome to the Herring
Boats,” painted at Carradale, where Mr.
McTaggart spent the summers of 1883 and
1885, depicts a sunny day as people wait at a
bay ringed with rocks and sand for the re-
turn of the herring fleet (estimate:
£200,000-£300,000). Scottish impression-
ist works are also on display until Oct. 12 in
the current show at the National Gallery of
Scotland in Edinburgh.

Also in the Sotheby’s sale will be works
by the Glasgow Boys, a group of artists
emerging in the 1880s-1890s who gathered

in Glasgow in winter and traveled widely in
summer. They were characterized by bold
colors and a vigorous use of paint. “My Stu-
dio Door, Tangier” (1920) by Irish-born Glas-
gow Boy John Lavery, is a sunny painting de-
picting a terrace where the artist’s wife Ha-

zel basks under bougainvilleas, reflecting
Mr. Lavery’s fascination with Tangier (esti-
mate: £400,000-£600,000).

The sale at Gleneagles, a golfer’s mecca,
will include among the 264 lots a group de-
voted to golfing, led by John Charles Doll-
man’s painting of a group of 19th-century
gentlemen and their caddies in intense dis-
cussion over the position of two golf balls,
estimated at £100,000-£150,000.

Timed to take place alongside the Edin-
burgh International Festival (Aug. 8-31),
Bonhams will open new salerooms on Edin-
burgh’s Queen Street with its annual Scot-
tish Sale, now in its ninth year. The three-
day auction (Aug. 27-29) will cover Scottish
paintings, glass, ceramics, jewelry and furni-
ture.

Striking colors dominated the work of a
group of artists known as the Scottish Color-
ists, who were active in the early 20th cen-
tury. “The Scottish Colorists were inter-
ested in beauty,” says Chris Brickley, who
heads Bonhams’ picture department in Edin-
burgh. Their decorative works are strong in
still lifes, particularly flowers, of which
there are a number in both the Bonhams and

Sotheby’s sales. At Bonhams, an exquisite
painting from the 1920s of pink roses in a
vase against a blue background by Samuel
John Peploe is estimated at
£120,000-£180,000. At Sotheby’s, a glori-
ously simple painting of yellow tulips in a
vase against a vivid red, blue and pink back-
ground by Francis Campbell Boileau Cadell
from circa 1925 is expected to be sold for
£200,000-£300,000.

Jack Vettriano is a contemporary artist
represented at both Bonhams and Sotheby’s
with a number of his sizzling images of cou-
ples, sexy women and gangster-like men.
“When Love Runs Dry,” an image of a glamor-
ous couple confronting each other with hos-
tility at a party, is for sale at Sotheby’s, esti-
mated at £20,000-£30,000. Also at Sothe-
by’s is a retrospective sketch of “The Sing-
ing Butler,” estimated at £15,000-£20,000.
The painting of the work was sold in 2004 at
Sotheby’s for the highest price ever for a
painting sold at auction in Scotland,
£744,800. The image is of a spider-like but-
ler holding an umbrella over a couple danc-
ing on a beach. The atmosphere should be ro-
mantic but instead there’s a threatening air.

Scottish auctions feature impressionists, colorists

Why we like the torment of tough courses

‘Still Life: Tulips,’ circa 1925, by Francis
Campbell Boileau Cadell; estimate at

Sotheby’s: £200,000-£300,000.

The 16th green at
Oakland Hills,
framed by hazards.
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Hear John Paul Newport talk about

the lure of tough courses at
WSJ.com/Sports
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A Cultural Conversation with Jean-Yves Thibaudet / By David Mermelstein

A Pianist With a Flair for ‘Knuckle-Busters’

By Amit Varma

It was a gunshot heard across a
subcontinent. On Monday, Abhinav
Bindra, a 25-year-old shooter from
India, took aim for his final shot
in the 10-meter air rifle event at
the Olympic Games. The pressure
was intense, but Mr. Bindra shot
an almost-perfect 10.8 to win the
gold medal. Wild celebrations be-
gan across the country, and there
was much talk of national pride.

Mr. Bindra’s achievement war-
rants such celebration. On a na-
tional level, this was, astonish-
ingly, the first gold medal India
has won in an individual sport in
any Olympics.

It was also a testament to indi-
vidual gumption, as opposed to
government support. Mr. Bindra’s
family, not the sports ministry or
even the national shooting associ-
ation, enabled his success. Mr.
Bindra has been lucky that his fa-
ther is an industrialist who has
dipped into his personal wealth
to support his son. He built a
shooting range for his son in his
farmhouse in Punjab, and made
sure he never ran out of ammuni-
tion, which is not made in India.

This hasn’t stopped the state
from trying to take credit for his
achievement. India’s sports minis-
ter, Manohar Singh Gill, said Mon-
day, “I congratulate myself and
every other Indian.”

But everyone knows the truth:
The Indian government does a pa-
thetic job of administering
sports. Rent-seeking bureaucrats
run the various sporting federa-
tions—or ruin them, as some
would say. A great illustration of
this is field hockey, a sport once
dominated by India, but in which
India failed to qualify for Beijing.

Some nationalists might com-
pare this state of affairs to a place
like China—where athletes are fed
into a vast, state-funded sporting
machine tasked with churning out
national champions. But the oddity
is that China, a developing country
like India, expends so many of its
scarce resources on sport, not that
India expends so little.

Any money that the govern-
ment spends on sport could be
better spent on building infra-
structure. It would also do a lot
of good simply left in the hand of
taxpayers, who would then spend
it according to their own individ-
ual priorities. Surely govern-
ments, especially the democrati-
cally elected variety, have a
moral responsibility to spend tax-
payers’ money more responsibly.

And India is increasingly pro-
ducing its own ranks of self-made
sporting greats—such as Mr. Bin-
dra and Viswanathan Anand, the
world chess champion. India has
seen its greatest international
sporting successes in cricket, a
sport that’s not administered by
the government.

So I don’t mind if our govern-
ment spends less money on sport,
or even none. Where will our Olym-
pic medals come from then, you
ask? Well, lift enough people to
prosperity, and the sporting laurels
will roll in. Ask Abhinav Bindra.

Mr. Varma, the 2007 winner of
the Bastiat Prize for Journalism,
writes the blog India Uncut (www.
indiauncut.com).

Los Angeles
With his chic clothes, chiseled

features and tall, trim frame, the
French pianist Jean-Yves Thibau-
det could easily be mistaken for
movie or pop star—an impression
only furthered by his yellow Cor-
vette and ocher-colored house
near Griffith Park. In fact, he is a
living reminder of a time when
celebrity musicians like George
Gershwin, Erich Wolfgang Korn-
gold and Jascha Heifetz called
this part of the world home.

Mr. Thibaudet, 46, achieved
fame in the 1990s concentrating
on two broad areas of the key-
board repertory: French music and
Romantic-era showpieces. But he
is at his most impressive when per-
forming the thundering octaves of
Liszt, Rachmaninoff and Gershwin,
all of whose music he plays with
panache and uncommon heart.

He has also taken up the cause
of less popular scores, including
the Armenian composer Aram Kh-
achaturian’s piano concerto. Mr.
Thibaudet has by his own esti-
mate performed the concerto,
from 1936, about 40 times since
first encountering it in 1997.

“Why do something everybody
else plays?” asked Mr. Thibaudet
in impeccable, accented English.
“I don’t say it’s as good as
Beethoven, but it’s worth listen-
ing to, and I enjoy playing it.
How many times can you listen to
Tchaikovsky and Rachmaninoff?”

Resistant at first to learning
the roughly 35-minute, technically
formidable piece, with its physi-
cally demanding cadenzas and
hard-to-memorize structure, he
quickly grew to love it. “It immedi-
ately grabs you,” he said. “And ev-
ery time I play it, I like it more.”

The appeal is understandable, if
not necessarily universal. Khacha-
turian loved musical display, and
those who solo in his knuckle-bust-
ing concertos labor for their glory.

“He’s a bit like Gershwin in
that way, voluptuous with big cre-
scendos and very lush themes,”
said Mr. Thibaudet, adding that
these days he finds the work’s in-
trospective and exotic moments
more appealing than its bravura

passages: “You can almost smell
the Central Asian atmosphere.”

The piece stands near the top
of his recordings wish list, and
just out of reach. “For years, I’ve
been saying I will record it,” said
Mr. Thibaudet, who since 1989
has been under exclusive contract
to the Decca label. “I don’t know
when or where, but I will. There
is a need.”

But first Mr. Thibaudet will
probably record Gershwin’s Con-
certo in F, the work that has been
his calling card this decade. He will

perform it in Europe with Lorin
Maazel and the New York Philhar-
monic early next month. “I’ll play
it in Paris with them,” he said. “To
be asked, as a Frenchman, to do
this—that’s a real sign of trust.”

In some ways, the most strik-
ing thing about Mr. Thibaudet’s ca-
reer is what he doesn’t perform,
namely Bach, Mozart, Beethoven
and Schubert generally. Brahms,
too, was on that list until he began

programming his Sonata in F Mi-
nor recently. And starting in 2010,
he will undertake the composer’s
two titanic piano concertos.

The move has personal as well
as musical motives for Mr. Thibau-
det, who was born in Lyon to a
French father and German mother
and speaks both languages. “I will
always feel French,” he said, “but
the German part has been fight-
ing in my body lately. More than
ever, I am comfortable when I
play in Germany, and I feel real
attraction to the German reper-

tory. It’s something that feels just
as natural as Debussy and Ravel.”

Mozart and Beethoven, though,
will remain on the periphery for
now. He suggested that he has had
nothing new to impart to Mozart’s
concertos, which awe and intimi-
date him. As for Beethoven, whose
sonatas he performed early in his
career, he said, “I don’t see the
need to play them. They are fan-
tastic pieces, of course, but there’s
so much available—old recordings,
new recordings, millions every-
where—even just in recital. So un-
less you have something impor-
tant to say, why do this?”

Championing new music is not
a priority, either, though in June
he gave the premiere of a concerto
by the Iranian-born Behzad Ranjba-
ran, and he will likely perform a
new work by the French composer
Guillaume Connesson next year. A
piece by the German Matthias
Pintscher is also projected.

“I need to love the composer—
not just the music, but also the
person,” Mr. Thibaudet said
about commissioning repertory.
“And the composer has to know
me. Having you in mind, knowing
what’s special about you, that’s
important. It’s like having a baby
together. Music to me is very sim-
ple: It doesn’t matter unless I’m
moved. If not, I don’t do it.”

Such sentiments support Mr.
Thibaudet’s reputation as an art-
ist of firm character. “What’s im-
portant is that whatever I do, it’s
really me,” he said. “It’s not cre-
ated. It’s not marketing. I think
that’s very dangerous. If it’s not
you, it will not work.”

Mr. Mermelstein writes about the
arts for various print and online
publications.

Recently a friend assured me
that a recent book by a well-
known evangelical Christian was
the new “Mere Christianity.” For
an evangelical this possibly cryptic
statement needs no explanation.
As evangelicals, we are called to
evangelize—to share the good
news about Jesus Christ. Most of
us also are surrounded by friends
and co-workers who may be curi-
ous about our beliefs. And for over
55 years, Christians have turned to
C.S. Lewis’s little book “Mere Chris-
tianity” for both of these reasons.

Of course, C.S. Lewis was an
Irish-born Anglican and was com-
mitted to a mode of worship and a
tradition far removed from those
of American evangelicals. But he
was also an adept Christian apolo-
gist who used his literary gifts to
explain the basic tenets of Chris-
tianity: what it meant to believe in
Jesus Christ and to live according
to Christian principles. More than
that: He was at pains to capture,
in prose, what it meant to discover
Christianity as something worthy
of belief. On the page, he thought
his own faith through, trying to
make sense of it for himself and
others. “Mere Christianity” has
sold several million copies since it
was first published in 1952.

But much has changed in the
last half-century. There is the con-

stant hope that a work of Chris-
tian apologetics will take its
place alongside Lewis and help to
explain Christianity to a new gen-
eration of readers.

The best of the
contenders can be
divided into two
types. Some take a
“scientific” ap-
proach, trying to
prove beyond a rea-
sonable doubt that Christ was in-
deed the son of God who came to
save us from our sins.

The new superstar of this type
is Lee Strobel. In “The Case for
Christ” (1998), the former investi-
gative reporter tracks down schol-
arly experts and quizzes them
about whether Jesus was who he
said he was. And in “The Case for
Faith” (2000), he queries scholars
on such controversial issues as
why there is suffering and evil in
the world. This tactic enables him
both to borrow the credibility of
his experts and to translate their
scholarly insights for a general au-
dience. But today’s experts won’t
seem quite so timely tomorrow.

Another set of books try to con-
vey the beauty and joy of Chris-
tian worship. “Simply Christian”
(2006) by Anglican bishop and
New Testament expert N.T. Wright
fits this second category. Bishop

Wright suggests that we all have
intimations of God’s presence in
our thirst for justice and our sense
of beauty. He explains Christ’s

death and resurrec-
tion as so unex-
pected an answer to
pagan philosophy or
Biblical prophesy
that it is “either the
most stupid, sense-
less waste and mis-

understanding the world has ever
seen, or it is the fulcrum around
which world history turns.” But he
often digresses into theological de-
bates that would mean little to
readers new to the Christian faith.

As it turns out, Tim Keller’s
“The Reason for God,” the book
recommended by my friend, is the
best of the “Mere Christianity”
wannabes. Mr. Keller argues that
the usual objections to Christian-
ity—that it is a straitjacket, that
there cannot be just one true reli-
gion—are themselves the product
of a particular (secular Western)
point of view. He then builds an
affirmative case for Christianity,
suggesting that the Big Bang and
our appreciation of beauty are
clues pointing to God and that
Christ’s resurrection was so only
unlikely both to Greeks and Ro-
mans (who viewed the material
world as weak and corrupt) and to

Jews (who expected any resurrec-
tion to come at the end of time)
that it cannot be dismissed as the
clever marketing strategy of a new
religion. “The Reason for God” is
sensible and winsome, but it too is
no “Mere Christianity.” It does not
have the original arguments or the
magical prose of Lewis’s classic.

Why can’t evangelical authors
produce a true successor to Mere
Christianity? The main reason, I
think, is that today’s best schol-
ars can’t write for a general audi-
ence, and the writers who can ac-
complish this are no longer real
scholars. Lewis was both, at a
time when the two were thought
to be compatible.

Lewis’s real ambition was to
be numbered among the great En-
glish poets. He didn’t get there.
But when we marvel at a meta-
phor or memorable passage in
“Mere Christianity”—such as the
famous claim that Jesus, given
what he said, must have been ei-
ther a lunatic or the very Son of
God—we are the beneficiaries of
a gifted dreamer’s not quite suc-
cessful quest. And maybe that’s
as good as it gets.

Mr. Skeel is a professor of law at
the University of Pennsylvania. He
blogs about Christianity and the
law at www.lessthantheleast.com.
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Why Today’s Christian Writers Are No C.S. Lewis

Seeking a
successor to his
‘mere’ classic.
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DISTINCTIVE PROPERTIES & ESTATES

Stunning Tuscan villa from the year 1232, refurbished in 2002 and 2005,
in southern Chianti Classico, with panoramic views all the way to Mount
Amiata, nestled in the hills bellow a medieval village. Carefully restored
main house of 210 square meters on 2 levels, with 4 bedrooms and
4 bathrooms and guest house of 40 square meters, olive grove with 200
trees in production and total 2.5 ha of land. Asking price Euro 1.1 million.
Ref. T-VCO-001

Local estate agents, all properties personally selected.
Villas, apartments, properties to restore, investments,

on-going concerns, castles, islands & resorts.

For more information visit us at
www.TuscanyReal-Estate.com

or contact us at +39 0577 355 255 and +39 348 154 3810
or e-mail at info@TuscanyReal-Estate.com

REAL ESTATE l VACATION RENTALS l PROPERTYMANAGEMENT

ALGARVE
Quinta do Lago

Magnificent 4 bedroom4bathroomvilla architecturally re-designed. Located on the golf
course in the prestigious Pinheiros Altos resort in Quinta do Lago. The villa has also been
totally re-furnished by one of the areas leading designers, the effect is stunning. It also
boasts a superb kitchen and very contemporary bathrooms, the re-landscaped garden
features a beautiful four tier water fall.
For further information on this villa or any other in our extensive portfolio, please call
00351 96 845 11 28

WELLBECK - Realty Consultants AMI:7251
Buganvilia Plaza, Nº.3, Quinta do Lago, 8135-902, Almancil

Tel: +351 289 394876 - Fax: +351 289 398059
WWW.WELLBECK.COM
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DISTINCTIVE PROPERTIES & ESTATES
MANHATTAN

NEWYORK CITY, USA
79th St./West End Ave

A Beaux-Arts
elevator bldg erected
on the east side of

West End Ave, between
79th & 80th St.

The bldg consists of
7 floors, w/6 flats per floor,

for a total of 42 units
& basement. All apts have

high ceilings, & there
are decorative

fireplaces in the front flats.
Web#1596810 Exclusive

*** ALSO ***
30s/East Murray Hill
A great opportunity

to purchase a
Neo-Classical style

elevator bldg
w/upside potential in

Manhattan. it consists of 5 floors,
w/ 4 flats per floor,

for a total of 20 units,
and a basement.

Web#1596454 Exclusive
Richard H. Talbert
Tel: 212-381-2302
Fax:212-381-2511

Email: rtalbert@halstead.com
BarbaraWeinstein, SVP

212-381-2208
Dean Feldman, EVP

212-381-2213
For further details
please call or visit

WWW.HALSTEAD.com

SILVER COAST PORTUGAL
Individual luxury homes

with pools from 235k euros

www.hfsp.eu +447912 383507

FRANCE - NORMANDY
45 mn From Deauville and 1.30 h From Paris
EXCEPTIONAL 18TH CENTURY CASTLE

IN A PEACEFULL PLACE
Elegant and fully renovated

1350 sqm living space / 200 000 sqm

Price 5 350 000 Œ
LUXURY REAL ESTATE IN NORMANDY

www.acmh-normandie.fr
00 33 6 33 78 64 43
00 33 6 68 22 00 00

immo@acmh-normandie.fr

Seaside Villa on Kefalonia Island (Greece)

310 sqm 2 Story Villa with Swimming Pool has a
148 sqm Flat and 2 Guest Apartments on 4000
sqm Gardens, Superb Sea and Mountain Views.

470,000 Euros
Look at: http://southomes.com/SH2920,
and contact owner: falizadeh@wanadoo.fr

(tel: 0033-620840125)

Laguna Beach, Orange County, CA

New beach home with Catalina Island
and ocean views. Just steps to landmark
Victoria Beach. $3,250,000

Mike Roth 1-949-533-0205
mikeroth@coldwellbanker.com

§ 11 miles of bluff overlooking
TN Valley and Mtns.

§ 30 min to Chattanooga.
Location of new $1B VW plant.
§ Over $3mm in improvements
(roads, HUD, plat, collateral, etc…)
after land appraised for $9mm.
§ $8.9mm ($2,400 per acre)

3,728 Acres

www.TheRidgesTN.net
Call SteveWilliams 423-488-8196

South Ponte Vedra Beach, FL
Oceanfront luxury, minutes to Jacksonville/

historic St. Augustine. Pristine 3/3,
adjacent to Serenata Beach Club.

See http://tinyurl.com/6fk9xq for tour.
$1,325,000. Debby Smith 904-501-4742.

An architectural vintage beach property with
mesmerizing ocean views. Recently updated
without interfering with the integrity and original
style of the home. From your veranda you can
watch the world go by while enjoying all that the
art colony of Laguna Beach has to offer. $3,995,000
Laguna Beach, California
R. McAfoose, B. Bartek, M. Johnson
1-949-499-8957 info@mcafoose.com

MAKE GREAT
CONNECTIONS
IN EUROPE.
THE WALL STREET
JOURNAL EUROPE.

To advertise

Emma Balogun

TheWall Street Journal Europe

+44 207 842 9608

emma.balogun@dowjones.com
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Amstelveen
art
“Just Different!” shows over 100 art-
works exploring sexual identity, gen-
der and desire by 47 artists, including
Gilbert & George, Nan Goldin, David
Hockney and Robert Mapplethorpe.

Cobra Museum of Modern Art
Until Sept. 21
% 31-20-5475-050
www.cobra-museum.nl

Berlin
art
“The Connoisseur in the Museum:
Max J. Friedländer (1867-1958)” fo-
cuses on the art historian, who was
the museum’s director 100 years ago.

Kupferstichkabinett
Until Oct. 19
% 49-30-2662-951
www.smb.spk-berlin.de

Bilbao
art
“Surreal Things” explores the influence
of surrealism on furniture, jewelry, tex-
tiles and film with works by Magritte,
Dali, Yves Tanguy and others.

Guggenheim Museum Bilbao
Until Sept. 7
% 34-94-4359-000
www.guggenheim-bilbao.es

Brussels
photography
“Opening Maps” exhibits over 200
works by contemporary Latin Ameri-
can and Caribbean photographers.

Center for Fine Arts
Until Sept. 21
% 32-2-5078-200
www.bozar.be

Cologne
art
“Rembrandt, a Boy’s Dream: the Kre-
mer Collection” shows the George Kre-
mer Collection of 17th-century Dutch
and Flemish masters.

Wallraf-Richartz-Museum &
Fondation Corboud
Until Oct. 5
% 49-221-2212-1119
www.museenkoeln.de/wallraf-
richartz-museum

Copenhagen
art
“The Poetry of Shape” exhibits the del-

icate monochrome laquerware vessels,
bowls and objects by acclaimed Japa-
nese laquer artist and scholar Naga-
toshi Onishi (born 1933).

Danish Museum of Art and Design
Until Oct. 19
% 45-3318-5656
kunstindustrimuseet.dk/en

decorative art
“Vikings in Modern Design” is the
opening of the museum’s renovated
permanent exhibition “Danish Prehis-
tory,” showing Vikings’ gold and silver
hoards, the 3,400-year-old Sun Char-
iot and other objects from Ice Age
hunters to Viking campaigns.

The National Museum
Until Dec. 31
% 45-3313-4411
www.nationalmuseet.dk

Dublin
art
“James Coleman: Background,
1991-94” shows the slide installation
‘Background’ by Irish artist James
Coleman (born 1941); it concludes the
trilogy “INITIALS” in 2006 and “Lap-
sus Exposure” in 2007.

Irish Museum of Modern Art
Until Aug. 31
% 353-1-6129-900
www.imma.ie

Frankfurt
architecture
“Ready for Take-Off: Contemporary
German Export Architecture” shows
videos, models and images by 16 Ger-
man architectural offices currently in-
volved in projects outside Germany.

Deutsches Architektur-Museum
Until Nov. 2

% 49-69-2123-8844
www.dam-online.de

graphic art
“The Sultan’s Nose” traces the evolu-
tion of Turkish cartoons through
works by 1950s graphic artists Turhan
Selcuk and Tan Oral to today’s genera-
tion working in the satire magazines
“LeMan,” “Penguen” and “Uykusuz.”

Museum der Weltkulturen
Until Nov. 16
% 49-69-2123-5913
www.mdw.frankfurt.de

Geneva
ceramics
“Fragile Beauties” exhibits 18th-cen-
tury European and Chinese ceramic
figurines, sophisticated containers and
subtle trompe-l’oeil pieces alongside
rare Strasbourg faience, Meissen and
Saint-Cloud porcelain.

Musee Ariana
Until Sept. 28
% 41-22-4185-450
mah.ville-ge.ch

Helsinki
art
“French Color in the Bäcksbacka Collec-
tion” shows works by early 20th-cen-
tury French artists alongside Finnish
art by Marcus Collin, Tyko Sallinen,
Ragnar Ekelund, Alvar Cawén and oth-
ers, donated by the estate of Leonard
and Katarina Bäcksbacka.

Helsinki City Art Museum-Tennis
Palace
Until Aug. 31
% 358-9-3108-7002
www.taidemuseo.fi

festival
“Helsinki Festival 2008” presents mu-
sic, modern dance, theater, visual art
and cinema, including performances by
the Finnish Radio Symphony Orches-
tra, the Klezmatics, the Helsinki Ba-
roque Orchestra and more.

Helsinki Festival
Until Aug. 31
Tel: 358-9-6126-5100
www.helsinkifestival.fi

London
art
“Love” explores the depiction of love
in art from the 15th century to the
present through works by Raphael,
Cranach, Vermeer, Holman Hunt, Marc
Chagall, Marc Quinn and others.

National Gallery
Until Oct. 5
% 44-20-7747-2885
www.nationalgallery.org.uk

theater
“Liberty” by Glyn Maxwell is a play in
verse that tells the story of Gamelin,
a young magistrate whose ideals are
tested while working for Robespierre
after the French Revolution.

Shakespeare’s Globe
Aug. 31 to Oct. 4
% 44-20-7902-1400
www.shakespeares-globe.org

music
“BBC Proms 2008” offers 76 concerts
of classical music, featuring Murray
Perahia, Nigel Kennedy, the BBC Sym-
phony Orchestra, the New York Phil-
harmonic Orchestra and others.

Royal Albert Hall
Until Sept. 13
% 44-845-4015-040
www.bbc.co.uk/proms

Madrid
photography
“Edward Steichen—Lives in Photogra-
phy” exhibits 450 vintage prints of
portrait, landscape, still life and nude
photography by Edward Steichen
(1879-1973).

Museo Nacional Centro de Arte
Reina Sofia
Until Sept. 22
% 34-91-7741-000
www.museoreinasofia.es

Munich
art
“Sep Ruf 1908-1982: Modernism with
Tradition” celebrates the 100th birth-
day of German post-war architect Sep
Ruf with a retrospective of his work,
including the New Maxburg in Munich,
the German Pavilion at the World
Expo in Brussels and the chancellor’s
bungalow for Ludwig Erhard in Bonn.

Pinakothek der Moderne
Until Oct. 5
% 49-89-2380-5360
www.pinakothek.de/pinakothek-
der-moderne

Paris
art
“Homage to Georges Rouault
(1871-1958)” shows 20 works by Fau-
vist and Expressionist painter Georges

Rouault (1871-1958), focusing on the
early years of his career and his first
paintings of women in front of mir-
rors, sad clowns and landscapes.

Centre Georges Pompidou
Until Oct. 13
% 33-1-4478-1233
www.centrepompidou.fr

Prague
textiles
“Moravian Tapestry Manufactory” cele-
brates the 110th anniversary of the
manufactory with tapestry designs
since the late 19th century.

Museum of Decorative Arts
Until Sept. 28
% 420-2510-93111
www.upm.cz

Rome
history
“The Story of the Fora Imperali” ex-
plores Rome’s urban transformation
between 1924 and World War II with
140 objects, including photographs,
paintings, frescoes and archaeological
relics, documenting the demolition and
excavation in the area around Trajan’s
forum and markets and the fora of
Augustus, Caesar and Nerva.

Palazzo Caffarelli-Clementino
Until Nov. 23
% 39-0606-08
www.museicapitolini.org

Stockholm
art
“Prince Eugen Waldemarsudde Turns
Sixty” celebrates the 60th anniversary
of the museum with paintings by
Swedish Prince Eugen, who died in
1947 and donated his collection to the
museum, and works by Ernst Joseph-
son, Ivan Aguéli and early Swedish
Modernists Isaac Grünewald, Leander
Engström and others.

Prins Eugens Waldemarsudde
Until Aug. 31
% 46-8-5458-3700
www.waldemarsudde.se

Source: ArtBase Global Arts News Service,
WSJE research.

‘Asado en Mendiolaza’ (Barbeque at
Mendiolaza ), 2001, by Marcos López,
on view in Brussels. Below, lacquer
bowl, 1997, by Nagatoshi Onishi,
on view in Copenhagen.

WSJ.com

What’s on
WSJ.com subscribers can see an

expanded version of the European
arts-and-culture calendar at

WSJ.com/Europe
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