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CONTRIBUTORS
Gay Talese (“The Voyeur’s Motel,” p. 40)
is the author of thirteen books, among 
them “The Bridge: The Building of the 
Verrazano-Narrows Bridge” and “Frank 
Sinatra Has a Cold,” which includes 
photographs by the late Phil Stern. 

Steve Coll (Comment, p. 19), a staff writer, 
is the dean of the Graduate School of 
Journalism at Columbia.

Calvin Tomkins (“Play It Again,” p. 26) 
covers art and culture for The New 
Yorker. “The Bride and the Bachelors” 
is one of his many books.

Charles Bethea (The Talk of the Town, 
p. 20) is a freelance journalist based in 
Atlanta and a regular contributor to 
newyorker.com.

Tomer Hanuka (Cover) won an Inter-
national Manga Award for his graphic 
novel “The Divine,” a collaboration 
with the artist Asaf Hanuka and the 
writer Boaz Lavie. 

Momina Mela (Poem, p. 36) is a Paki-
stani poet based in Lahore.

Rachel Aviv (“The Cost of Caring,” p. 56) 
won the 2016 Scripps Howard Award 
for “Your Son Is Deceased,” her story 
on police shootings, which appeared in 
the magazine last year. 

James Lasdun (“Alone in the Alps,” p. 34) 
is the author of “Bluestone: New and 
Selected Poems,” which was published 
last year. His new novel, “The Fall Guy,” 
comes out in October.

Sarah Shun-lien Bynum (Fiction, p. 66) 
has published two works of fiction: 
“Madeleine Is Sleeping” and “Ms. 
Hempel Chronicles.”

Charles McGrath (Books, p. 78) is a  
former deputy editor of The New Yorker 
and a former editor of the Times Book 
Review. “John O’Hara: Stories,” which 
he edited and for which he wrote the 
introduction, will be published in  
September.

Alex Ross (A Critic at Large, p. 81), the 
magazine’s music critic since 1996, is 
working on a book entitled “Wagnerism: 
Art in the Shadow of Music.”

NEWYORKER.COM

CULTURAL COMMENT 
Sarah Larson on Beverly Cleary, and 
Joshua Rothman on men’s magazines 
and the history of manliness. 

PHOTO BOOTH
Alexandra Schwartz writes about  
a crime-photography exhibit at the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art. 
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In the Ink
Degas’s prints take center stage.

“Edgar Degas: A Strange New Beauty,” 
is wonderful but oddly finicky, as the 
Museum of Modern Art’s first Degas 
show, ever. It makes a big deal of an un-
common printmaking medium: mono-
type, created by working in ink on a hard 
surface and then pressing paper against 
it. The one-off results are unusual, to say 
the least—going against the common- 
sense notion that a print is an image 
multiplied. This and the unfamiliarity 
of most of the works—some hundred 
and twenty monotypes, from museums 
and collections worldwide, augmented 
with more conventional pictures—make 
the show special, in both the good and 
the pejorative senses. Magnifying glasses 
are provided to let us feel like hotshot 
connoisseurs, bending in to delectate in 
the nuances. The occasion might rankle 
without its payoff of a final room of first-
rate paintings, pastels, and drawings: 
Degas hitting on all cylinders.

On its own limited terms, the show 
does yield useful insight into Degas’s 
modernizing transition from careful 

Edgar Degas created “Ballet Scene” (ca. 1879) by applying pastel to a monotype, the one-off print medium that’s the focus of a new show at MOMA.

to spontaneous style, starting in the 
eighteen- seventies. It underlines the 
truth that his genius was essentially 
graphic, on a historical arc of linear 
sorcery from Ingres to Picasso. You 
sense his delight, in “dark field” mono-
types, at the effects enabled by attack-
ing spreads of wet ink with incising 
tools, rags, and his hands (see his fin-
gerprints). Shapes and atmospheres 
loom in whites and textured grays from 
Stygian blackness: sculpted light, with 
a muscular feel. Those works, circa 
1876-85, from Degas’s major foray into 
the technique, are his purest monotypes, 
and by far the most exciting. Elsewhere, 
he tended to use the medium as a 
ground for pictures completed in 
opaque watercolors or pastels. Innova-
tive, perhaps, but uninspiring are mono-
types, in oil paints, of landscapes. Those 
subjects don’t much engage Degas, who 
wasn’t an outdoors kind of guy.

He liked to watch women. For a 
viewer, that characteristic—clawing at 
present-day sensitivities—may well 
interfere with aesthetic detachment, 
as the show unfolds. There are women 
ironing, bathing (lots of bathing; also 

towelling off ), performing in cafés, 
and, of course, dancing. Almost none 
of them evince a sense of being ob-
served by the artist. In seventeen sen-
sational brothel scenes, most of them 
from 1877-79, they stand, sit, or loll 
around availably naked and often 
frumpily at ease. One squats over a 
bidet. Another idly scratches one of 
her buttocks. Their milieu may seem 
a far cry from the candied glamour of 
ballet, but the two settings share the 
fact of women displaying themselves. 
Degas’s preoccupation along this line 
takes nothing away from the soaring 
quality of his works, but it helps to 
explain their intensity. Facing up to it, 
the show’s superb curator, Jodi Haupt-
man, includes in a wall text the forth-
right opinion of the great decadent 
writer J. K. Huysmans that Degas 
regarded women with “an attentive 
cruelty, a patient hatred.” That rings 
true. Certainly, there’s scant desire. 
Degas gives little sign of wanting 
women, but only of liking to subject 
them to his very particular, somewhat 
creepy gaze.

—Peter Schjeldahl W
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Matt Crowley (Movies Preview, p. 13) 
contributes to The Onion, but contributes 
nothing to society. He lives in LA. Sorry. 
Twitter: @matthewpcrowley
 
Michael Yarsky (Above and Beyond, p. 
15, “Vowel of Silence,” p. 44, “Keeping the 
Faith,” p. 73) will publish his first seven-
part autobiographical novel, No No No, 
It’s Myyyy Struggle, in December.
 
Kathleen Jordan (Goings on About 
Town, p. 6, “Nearing the Asymptote,” p. 71) 
is a television writer and producer based 
in Los Angeles. She feels so humbled to 
be the voice of a generation.
 
Matt Nelsen (Food & Drink, p. 16) is the 
food comedian for this magazine.
 
Matt Barats (Night Life Preview, p. 9) is 
a staff writer and editor at the magazine. 
He commutes from Yonkers.
 
Blythe Roberson (The Talk of the Town, 
p. 22, Shouts & Murmurs, p. 25)  is a con-
tributor to ClickHole, a headline contrib-
utor to The Onion, and previous to being 
blacklisted due to her participation in 
Neu Jorker, was a contributor to the New 
Yorker dot com.
 
Kevin Bauer (Classical Music Preview, p. 
11) grew up in Sandusky, Ohio, gradu-
ated from The Ohio State University, 
then moved to Queens.
 
Stephen Unckles (The Talk of the Town, 
p. 19) is a writer and television producer. 
His first book, I Like Those Apples: On-
screen Lust in Hollywood’s Matt Damon 
Decades 1996-2016, remains unpub-
lished. 

Jordan Hall (“Knotty by Nature,” p. 36) is 
a filmmaker in New Orleans, currently 
producing a documentary on the first 
African American rodeo clown. Help!
 
Michael J. Wolf (Threatre Preview, p. 7, 
“What’s Inside of Me,” p. 46, “Sex,” p. 60) is 
a writer, and received the 2015  “Quietest 
Audience Member” Award from the NY 
Theater Foundation and prefers movies.
 
Branson Reese (Cover) just illustrated 
his first book, How May We Hate You?
 
Joshua Mikutis (Dance Preview, p. 10) is 
in rabbinical school. He graduated from 
Haverford College’s Without a (Noun) 
School of Beep Beep Boop Boop.
 
Sam Weiner (The Mail, p. 5) is a staff 
writer for Seriously.TV.
 
Tim Platt (“Three Poems by Tim Platt,” 
p. 38) is a comedian, artist, and pup-
peteer living in Brooklyn. Check out  
TimPlatt.squarespace.com to learn more.
 
Chris Michael Shea (“White Space,” p. 
31) spent most of 1997 on meth.
 
Pat Landers (“Running Iron,” p. 64) is a 
writer and editor who owes Sasha Frere-
Jones $5,000.
 
James Folta (“Round and Round,” p. 
67) is a writer and a comedian. Wish 
that there was more to the story.  
www.jamesfolta.com
 
Daniel Sargeant (“The Hero Scourge,” p. 
56) is about 5’10”, 175lbs. His Pulitzer-
eligible collection “You Call That a Ses-
tina?” is now available in pdf.

Elizabeth Stamp (The Talk of the Town, 
p. 20) was recently named to Vice’s list 
of “30 People We’ve Never Heard Of.”
 
Kady Ruth Ashcraft (Portfolio, p. 50) 
teaches a poetics of Ayahuasca class at 
Bennington College. She also writes for 
Funny or Die.
 
Andrew Lipstein (The Financial Page, p. 
23) founded 0s &1s Reads (0s-1s.com), a 
digital bookstore/lit website, and works 
at Meural, an art tech startup.

Nicole Silverberg (“Finding My Gallop,” 
p. 26) is a comedian and writer named 
one of Brooklyn’s 50 Funniest People by 
Brooklyn Magazine. #DahFook?!?

Brittney Soldano (Copy Editor) is a 
copywriter, crossword puzzle enthusiast, 
and linguistic vigilante making the world 
a better place, one fixed typo at a time.
 
Langan Kingsley (The Talk of the Town, 
p. 21) is a human being who lives in 
beep boop — malfunction — Brooklyn, 
New York. She enjoys patting dogs in a 
gentle, human way and eating delicious 
dinners of hard drives with her closest 
human friends.
 
Caroline Schaper (Briefly Noted p. 
70)  is a writer and comedian from 
the greatest city in the world: Pitts-
burgh, Pennsylvania. She wrote for 
Letterman, and has been featured 
on CNN, GQ, THR, and other letters. 
 
Matt Strickland (Art Preview, p. 
12)  is a standup comedian, Tweets at   
@strickbomb, and is currently hiding 
under his desk.

 
0s-1s.com/neujorker 

Everything that’s in the magazine, and that’s about it.

The Neu Jorker was a labor of love from the people you see above (as well as our illustrators, and those art contributors 
listed in the Table of Contents); not a single cent was spent or made on this project. We’ve done our share of research on fair 
use and parody law (a solid Wikipedia skim), and are pretty sure we’re good, but we do hope that the magazine-not-to-be-
named understands that this is somewhere between satire, parody, and homage. 

Thanks again to all that have spent their time on this, and for trusting us for absolutely no conceivable reason.

        Goofs and gaffes,
                             Andrew Lipstein & James Folta
                      Editors-in-Chief
      



 THE NEW YORKER, APRIL 11, 2016 7

THE THEATRE
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OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

American Psycho
Benjamin Walker plays the murderous financier 
Patrick Bateman, in Duncan Sheik and Roberto 
Aguirre-Sacasa’s musical adaptation of the Bret 
Easton Ellis novel. Rupert Goold directs. (Schoen-
feld, 236 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Exit Strategy
Primary Stages presents a play by Ike Holter, di-
rected by Kip Fagan, set at a Chicago public school 
in the days before it closes. (Cherry Lane, 38 Com-
merce St. 866-811-4111. In previews. Opens April 12.)

Fully Committed
Jesse Tyler Ferguson plays nearly forty characters 
at a trendy New York restaurant, in this one-man 
comedy by Becky Mode, directed by Jason Moore. 
(Lyceum, 149 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Long Day’s Journey Into Night
Jessica Lange, Gabriel Byrne, John Gallagher, Jr., 
and Michael Shannon play the dysfunctional Ty-
rone family, in the Roundabout’s revival of the Eu-
gene O’Neill drama, directed by Jonathan Kent. 
(American Airlines Theatre, 227 W. 42nd St. 212-719-
1300. In previews.)

Nathan the Wise
In Gotthold Ephraim Lessing’s 1779 drama, 
adapted by Edward Kemp and directed by Brian 
Kulick, F. Murray Abraham plays a Jewish mer-
chant in Jerusalem in 1192. (Classic Stage Company, 
136 E. 13th St. 866-811-4111. In previews.)

Revolt. She Said. Revolt Again.
Lileana Blain-Cruz directs a play by Alice Birch, 
an exploration of the way people talk, featuring 
Daniel Abeles, Molly Bernard, Eboni Booth, and 
Jennifer Ikeda. (SoHo Rep, 46 Walker St. 212-352-
3101. In previews.)

Romeo & Juliet
The Public’s Mobile Unit performs the trag-
edy, after touring it through community ven-
ues in all five boroughs. Lear deBessonet directs. 
(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-967-7555. Previews 
begin April 11.)

The School for Scandal
Red Bull Theatre stages Richard Brinsley Sher-
idan’s gossip-minded comedy of manners from 
1777, directed by Marc Vietor and featuring 
Dana Ivey and Mark Linn-Baker. (Lucille Lor-
tel, 121 Christopher St. 212-352-3101. Previews begin 
April 8.)

Shuffle Along
Audra McDonald, Brian Stokes Mitchell, and 
Billy Porter star in a musical about the making of 
a popular African-American stage show from the 
nineteen-twenties. Directed by George C. Wolfe 
and choreographed by Savion Glover. (Music 
Box, 239 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Tuck Everlasting
Casey Nicholaw directs a musical adaptation of 
Natalie Babbitt’s 1975 children’s novel, about a 
family that accesses eternal life from a magi-

cal spring. The cast includes Carolee Carmello, 
Andrew Keenan-Bolger, and Terrence Mann. 
(Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St. 212-239-6200. In  
previews.)

Waitress
Jessie Mueller stars in a new musical based on 
the 2007 film, about a small-town waitress who 
enters a baking contest, with music and lyrics by 
Sara Bareilles. Diane Paulus directs. (Brooks At-
kinson, 256 W. 47th St. 877-250-2929. In previews.)

1

NOW PLAYING

The Crucible
In his second Arthur Miller reinvention this sea-
son, the Flemish director Ivo van Hove (“A View 
from the Bridge”) strips the 1953 drama of its bon-
nets and buckle shoes: the set, by Jan Versweyveld, 
is a cavernous classroom, with a vast chalkboard on 
which drawings of trees become animated. Here, 
the young women of Salem, dressed like Catho-
lic schoolgirls, cause havoc when they envelop the 
town in accusations of witchcraft. (Music by Philip 
Glass sets the aguish mood.) Van Hove, immune 
to Miller’s moralizing, stages a slow-building hor-
ror story, as offhand infractions lead to seismic 
cruelties. At the center of the strong ensemble 
cast—including Saoirse Ronan, Tavi Gevinson, 
and Ciarán Hinds—are Ben Whishaw and Sophie 
Okonedo, giving powerful performances as John 
and Elizabeth Proctor, decent folks who fall prey 
to a dangerous truth: the prerequisite to injustice 
is fear. (Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48th St. 212-239-6200.)

Head of Passes
Shelah (Phylicia Rashad) tries to keep a godly 
house. She doesn’t like profanity, she doesn’t like 
disorderliness—she even disapproves of devilled 
eggs. But, in Tarell Alvin McCraney’s play, in-
spired by the Book of Job and set in a former bed 
and breakfast on the Gulf Coast, Shelah will have 
much more to contend with than unholy hors 
d’oeuvres. In the Bible, Job’s children are killed, his 
livelihood destroyed, and his own body afflicted. 
Shelah suffers modern parallels yet struggles to 
hold fast to her faith. McCraney’s language—a 
blend of the poetic and demotic—always capti-
vates, but this script, directed by Tina Landau, 
seems stuck between parable and play. After a 
leisurely and mostly naturalistic opening scene, 
the tone alters abruptly, edging toward symbol-
ism. Still, it’s a tremendous role for Rashad, a for-
midable actress who rightly relishes every wail. 
(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-967-7555.)

Ideation
In Aaron Loeb’s drama, presented by San Fran-
cisco Playhouse, three management consultants 
and their crisply suited boss have gathered in a 
conference room for a brainstorming session. The 
whiteboard, the water bottles, and the pads and 
pencils give the meeting a humdrum air, until one 
man asks, “What are we going to do with all the 
bodies?” In an assignment only slightly less palat-
able than their usual work, they’ve seemingly been 
tasked with stopping the spread of a deadly virus. 
Or perhaps assisting a genocide. Or maybe prov-
ing their worth to some depraved higher-ups. A 
satire of corporate culture and its deceptively an-

odyne vocabulary (“optimization,” “liquidation,” 
“positive outcomes”), Loeb’s script has elements 
of comedy, thriller, and existential drama. But, de-
spite antic performances from its cast, directed by 
Josh Costello, the characters and circumstances 
remain purposefully vague, offering more an ab-
stract thought experiment than a visceral moral 
chiller. (59E59, at 59 E. 59th St. 212-279-4200.)

Stupid Fucking Bird
Faithful to the spirit, if not the letter, of its source 
material, Aaron Posner’s irreverent adaptation of 
Chekhov’s “The Seagull” features modern dress, 
much direct address, and—as you might surmise 
from its title—more cussing than usual. The first 
half of Posner’s version, more overtly inventive, 
answers Chekhov’s young playwright, Konstan-
tin (here, Connie), in his call for “new forms” 
with downtown tropes like dance sequences, mi-
crophones, and backchat with the audience. The 
second half cleaves closer to kitchen-sink realism, 
interweaving emotive scenes with confiding solil-
oquies. Throughout, Chekhov’s mournful themes 
arrive intact: unrequited love, the uncanny feel-
ing that we’re spectators to our own lives, and the 
discomfiting awareness that art will always have 
the shapely structure that ordinary life lacks—and 
that we yearn for. We’re reminded that a well-lived 
life is the most artful fiction of them all. (Pearl, 
555 W. 42nd St. 212-563-9261.)

Wolf in the River
A grubby synthesis of “Little Red Riding Hood,” 
“Tobacco Road,” and exploitative reality televi-
sion, the playwright and director Adam Rapp’s fa-
blelike drama centers on a teen-age girl trying to 
escape the horrors of her home town. Rapp has 
always enjoyed a wallow in the muck of human 
emotion and desire. This takes an unusually lit-
eral turn here. Played in the round, the action is 
largely staged on a pile of dirt. All of the actors 
are covered in filth; a few are covered in little else. 
Rapp is a gifted writer, and there’s poetry to his 
dialogue, particularly the longer speeches. But 
much of the play—performed by the Flea’s resi-
dent acting troupe, the Bats, with more spirit than 
precision—comes across as poverty porn, degra-
dation porn, and occasionally (considering the 
panty sniffing, blow-up-doll humping, and puz-
zling deficit of brassieres) porn porn. (41 White 
St. 212-352-3101.)
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ALSO NOTABLE

Antlia Pneumatica Peter Jay Sharp. • Blackbird 
Belasco. • Boy Clurman. Through April 9. • Bright 
Star Cort. • The Color Purple Jacobs. • Disas-
ter! Nederlander. • Dry Powder Public. • Eclipsed 
Golden. • The Effect Barrow Street The-
atre. • Familiar Playwrights Horizons. Through 
April 10. • The Father Samuel J. Friedman. • Fid-
dler on the Roof Broadway Theatre. • Fun Home 
Circle in the Square. • Hamilton Richard Rod-
gers. • Hold On to Me Darling Atlantic Theatre 
Company. • The Humans Helen Hayes. • Iron-
bound Rattlestick. • King and Country: Shake-
speare’s Great Cycle of Kings BAM’s Harvey The-
atre. • Love’s Refrain La Mama. Through April 
10. • Pericles Polonsky Shakespeare Center. 
Through April 10. • The Robber Bridegroom Laura 
Pels. • The Royale Mitzi E. Newhouse. • School of 
Rock Winter Garden. • Sense & Sensibility Gym 
at Judson. • She Loves Me Studio 54. • Straight 
Acorn. • The Way West Bank Street Theatre. 
Through April 10. • YOUARENOWHERE 3LD 
Art & Technology Center. Through April 10.
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In the Ink
Degas’s prints take center stage.

“Edgar Degas: A Strange New Beauty,” 
is wonderful but oddly finicky, as the 
Museum of Modern Art’s first Degas 
show, ever. It makes a big deal of an un-
common printmaking medium: mono-
type, created by working in ink on a hard 
surface and then pressing paper against 
it. The one-off results are unusual, to say 
the least—going against the common- 
sense notion that a print is an image 
multiplied. This and the unfamiliarity 
of most of the works—some hundred 
and twenty monotypes, from museums 
and collections worldwide, augmented 
with more conventional pictures—make 
the show special, in both the good and 
the pejorative senses. Magnifying glasses 
are provided to let us feel like hotshot 
connoisseurs, bending in to delectate in 
the nuances. The occasion might rankle 
without its payoff of a final room of first-
rate paintings, pastels, and drawings: 
Degas hitting on all cylinders.

On its own limited terms, the show 
does yield useful insight into Degas’s 
modernizing transition from careful 

Edgar Degas created “Ballet Scene” (ca. 1879) by applying pastel to a monotype, the one-off print medium that’s the focus of a new show at MOMA.

to spontaneous style, starting in the 
eighteen- seventies. It underlines the 
truth that his genius was essentially 
graphic, on a historical arc of linear 
sorcery from Ingres to Picasso. You 
sense his delight, in “dark field” mono-
types, at the effects enabled by attack-
ing spreads of wet ink with incising 
tools, rags, and his hands (see his fin-
gerprints). Shapes and atmospheres 
loom in whites and textured grays from 
Stygian blackness: sculpted light, with 
a muscular feel. Those works, circa 
1876-85, from Degas’s major foray into 
the technique, are his purest monotypes, 
and by far the most exciting. Elsewhere, 
he tended to use the medium as a 
ground for pictures completed in 
opaque watercolors or pastels. Innova-
tive, perhaps, but uninspiring are mono-
types, in oil paints, of landscapes. Those 
subjects don’t much engage Degas, who 
wasn’t an outdoors kind of guy.

He liked to watch women. For a 
viewer, that characteristic—clawing at 
present-day sensitivities—may well 
interfere with aesthetic detachment, 
as the show unfolds. There are women 
ironing, bathing (lots of bathing; also 

towelling off ), performing in cafés, 
and, of course, dancing. Almost none 
of them evince a sense of being ob-
served by the artist. In seventeen sen-
sational brothel scenes, most of them 
from 1877-79, they stand, sit, or loll 
around availably naked and often 
frumpily at ease. One squats over a 
bidet. Another idly scratches one of 
her buttocks. Their milieu may seem 
a far cry from the candied glamour of 
ballet, but the two settings share the 
fact of women displaying themselves. 
Degas’s preoccupation along this line 
takes nothing away from the soaring 
quality of his works, but it helps to 
explain their intensity. Facing up to it, 
the show’s superb curator, Jodi Haupt-
man, includes in a wall text the forth-
right opinion of the great decadent 
writer J. K. Huysmans that Degas 
regarded women with “an attentive 
cruelty, a patient hatred.” That rings 
true. Certainly, there’s scant desire. 
Degas gives little sign of wanting 
women, but only of liking to subject 
them to his very particular, somewhat 
creepy gaze.

—Peter Schjeldahl W
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Death of a Whalesman
Experimentation under the sea

I DON’T GET this and also I hate it. After pay-
ing my $60 ticket, I walked into the theater to 
see eight dead whales on stage. At first I was 
pretty intrigued, but after an hour and a half 
I was very intrigued. Where are they going with 
this? I mused, touching my chin thoughtfully 
as flies buzzed in and around my eyes. 

Perhaps it was I. Had my years of analyzing 
and critiquing plays left me jaded and calcu-
lated, unable to discern beauty and daring in 
an act of bold defiance against form? Or had 
I simply walked into the back entrance of an 
aquarium morgue? Maybe the answer was a 
little bit of both. 

After another hour I was just about to leave 
until a pack of condors descended into the the-
ater and began gnawing on the whale carcasses. 
Now THIS got my attention, but as the show 
waned it proved to be another paper-thin deus 
ex machina, just more flash than substance. I 
appreciated the risks taken by the actors and 
the utter dedication to their death, but the crit-
ic in me yearned for structure. Where was the 
conflict? Why was there no dialogue? How did 
these massive carcasses get here?

I left after hour six, thoroughly bored and 
craving seafood. Overall, a passionate but con-
fusing theatrical debut by writer Harmony Ko-
rine, although the part of Biff was played with 
verve and gusto. 

—Michael J. Wolf

These dead disgusting whales are at The New Theater for Aquatic Arts, Rockaway: 487-286-3923.
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ABOVE & BEYOND

Antiquarian Book Fair
The Park Avenue Armory will house more than two 
hundred American and international dealers for the 
fifty-sixth annual New York Antiquarian Book Fair, 
a four-day meet-up for lovers of rare books, maps, 
manuscripts, and ephemera. The various exhibi-
tors feature a vast collection of notable titles, cov-
ering subjects such as art, medicine, literature, and 
photography, spread across the fifty- five-thousand-
square-foot hall. Veteran collectors await this fair 
as one of the city’s best—it attracts the most prized 
hardcovers of many European dealers, the former 
Grolier Club president Eugene Flamm hints, “be-
cause it’s twice as far for them to go out to Califor-
nia.” (Park Ave. at 66th St. 212-616-3930. April 7-10.)

Brooklyn Folk Festival
Held in the borough for seven years, this festi-
val honors string-band music in a celebration of 
folk, blues, bluegrass, ska, and Irish musical tradi-
tions. Thirty bands perform across its three days; 
there will also be vocal and instrumental work-
shops, square dances and swing jams, and an in-
famous contest in which participants compete 
to see who can toss a banjo the farthest into the 
Gowanus Canal. Gloves and a rope are provided, 
tips on shot-put form are not. (St. Ann’s Church, 157 
Montague St., Brooklyn. 718-875-6960. April 8-10.)

Greek Independence Parade
You’ll stumble upon a sea of blue-and-white flags, 
as well as time-honored costumes, music, and 
food, at this celebration of Greek independence 
and culture. Pre-parade events include a flag- 
raising ceremony at Bowling Green Park and a 
traditional- dance exhibition. (64th St. at Fifth Ave.,  
through 79th St. April 10 at 1:45.)

1

AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES

The Caramoor Center for Music and the Arts, 
the verdant estate turned summer-music venue in 
Katonah, is culling its collection of antiques, cur-
rently displayed on the grounds, for an auction at 
Sotheby’s on April 12; among the offerings are Ve-
netian rococo chairs, sixteenth-century tapestries, 
and carpets galore. (York Ave. at 72nd St. 212-606-
7000.) • Fashion, architecture (interior and exte-
rior), nature, and the female form are some of the 
subjects treated in Christie’s April 6 sale of photo-
graphs, which includes an especially large number 
of prints by Hiroshi Sugimoto. (One of these is a 
portrait of Princess Diana; in it, she turns shyly 
away from the photographer, peering from under 
her famous blond bangs, hands tucked demurely 
behind her back.) On April 12, the house turns 
its attention to antiquities, mostly from south-
ern Europe and the Mediterranean, including 
Roman statues of Bacchus, marble Venuses (with 

and without arms), and Greek amphorae deco-
rated with goddesses and athletes. (20 Rockefel-
ler Plaza, at 49th St. 212-636-2000.) • Swann, a 
leader in the area of African-American art, offers 
a wide-ranging sale (April 7) led by a monumental 
quilt by the Harlem-born artist Faith Ringgold, 
part of her “Woman on a Bridge” series, from the 
nineteen-eighties. One of these pieces—grand in 
scale, narrative in scope—is in the collection of 
the Guggenheim; another, from the collection 
of Maya Angelou, sold at the house for a record 
price last year. In this colorful tapestry, “Double 
Dutch on the Golden Gate Bridge,” a group of 
young girls jump rope high above the San Fran-
cisco skyline, as if freed from all constraints. (104 
E. 25th St. 212-254-4710.)

1

READINGS AND TALKS

Brooklyn Historical Society
The path toward social progress is mapped by its de-
tours: younger generations rebel against the activism 
of past eras, approaching old causes from new angles 
that seem to reawaken and restructure political ide-
ologies overnight. Having grown up with the stories 
of suffrage movements and the myth of bra burning, 
digital natives, both men and women, have recast 
feminism as a constant cause, mainly by exposing 
sexism as a pervasive social plight through their art, 
journalism, and organizing. The discussion churns 
online, where countless different perspectives collide 
to shape a new pluralist vision—a necessary plasticity 
that’s only broadened the movement’s reach. A. An-
gélique Roché moderates “Not Your Mother’s Femi-
nism: Sisterhood in the Digital Age,” which aims to 
humorously examine the rise of advocacy for wom-
en’s rights among young people across the country. 
Panelists for this discussion include the writers Mal-
lory Ortberg and Heben Nigatu; the executive direc-
tor of partnerships at Feministing, Lori Adelman; 
and the nerd-culture authority Susana Polo. (128 
Pierrepont St., Brooklyn. 718-222-4111. April 5 at 6:30.)

Strand Bookstore
The art and culture critic Eunice Lipton has ex-
humed her tangled backstory across four histor-
ical memoirs. The latest, “A Distant Heartbeat: 
A War, a Disappearance, and a Family’s Secrets,” 
traces the political awakening of her uncle Dave, 
who fled from their native Bronx in the nine-
teen-thirties to join the Abraham Lincoln Brigade 
in the Spanish Civil War. Through interviews and 
research, without much help from relatives, from 
whom she heard little of her uncle as a child, Lip-
ton uncovered a seventy-five-year history to re-
construct his lost legacy. Tim Teeman, a senior ed-
itor at the Daily Beast, joins her in a discussion 
sponsored by the Abraham Lincoln Brigade Ar-
chives. (828 Broadway. 212-473-1452. April 11 at 7.)

Ballet Hispanico
For forty-five years, the New York-based company 
has offered a window into the increasingly varied 
arena of contemporary Latin-American and Spanish 
dance. Of the three works in its Joyce program, the 
most traditional, though not the oldest, is “Club Ha-
vana,” a feel-good suite by Pedro Ruiz set to a med-
ley of Cuban music (congas, rumbas, mambos)—a 
throwback to the glitzy nineteen-fifties Havana club 
scene. “Bury Me Standing,” by the Catalonia-born 
Ramón Oller, is more ambitious: an exploration of 
Gypsy culture set to traditional folk songs from 
southern Spain and Eastern Europe. In “Flabber-
gast,” Gustavo Ramírez Sansano evokes the desta-
bilizing experience of arriving in a new land. (175 
Eighth Ave., at 19th St. 212-242-0800. April 5-10.)

Dance Theatre of Harlem
Since its resurrection, in 2012, this beloved ballet 
troupe has been in wobbly shape, both technically 
and aesthetically, but its spirit always earns an en-
thusiastic response. This season, the company is 
doubling down on prima-facie causes for admi-
ration by commissioning female choreographers. 
The choices aren’t obvious ones. Elena Kunikova 
is Russian- trained and well respected, but not for 
choreography: she’s a teacher and stager (often for 
the all- male Ballets Trockadero de Monte Carlo). 
Dianne McIntyre is a veteran jazz choreographer; 
this will be her first piece using pointe work. The 
evening program on April 9 includes a timely tribute 
to black ballerinas, with many pioneering women, 
including Debra Austin and Lauren Anderson, in 
attendance. (City Center, 131 W. 55th St. 212-581-1212. 
April 6 and April 8-9.)

FJK Dance
The work of the Iraq-born choreographer Fadi J. 
Khoury is distinguished by Middle Eastern folk-
loric influences but also by an eclectic blend of 
ballroom and jazz. The ballroom element is prom-
inent in this season’s premières: a ballroom drama, 
“Take Two,” and “Reflections,” a contemporary bal-
let with watery images and mirrorings. (New York 
Live Arts, 219 W. 19th St. 212-924-0077. April 6-9.)

“Skin Me”
The Hungarian dancers and choreographers Vik-
tória Dányi, Csaba Molnár, and Zsófia Tamara 
Vades last appeared in New York in 2012, in “City,” 
a light and amusing satire of conformity in which 
even the naked scenes were cute. They return with 
“Skin Me,” a ménage à trois set to garage-rock gui-
tar and drums, played live. It’s looser and wilder, 
trading on appealing rapport and casual irony to 
aim at easy targets like male chauvinism. (Abrons 
Arts Center, 466 Grand St. 212-352-3101. April 8-9.)

“Works & Process” / American Ballet Theatre
The company, whose spring season begins May 9 
at the Met, highlights new and recent works. These 
include a duet from Marcelo Gomes’s recent opus, 
“AfterEffect,” danced by Misty Copeland and Cory 
Stearns, along with works by Gemma Bond, a dancer 
in the corps who recently presented an evening of 
her own choreography at Danspace Project, and 
Ethan Stiefel, the former A.B.T. star who has cre-
ated a new piece for A.B.T.’s Studio Company. It’s 
also a great chance to see some truly excellent danc-
ers up close. (Guggenheim Museum, Fifth Ave. at 89th 
St. 212-423-3575. April 9-10.)
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THE THEATRE
1

OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

American Psycho
Benjamin Walker plays the murderous financier 
Patrick Bateman, in Duncan Sheik and Roberto 
Aguirre-Sacasa’s musical adaptation of the Bret 
Easton Ellis novel. Rupert Goold directs. (Schoen-
feld, 236 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Exit Strategy
Primary Stages presents a play by Ike Holter, di-
rected by Kip Fagan, set at a Chicago public school 
in the days before it closes. (Cherry Lane, 38 Com-
merce St. 866-811-4111. In previews. Opens April 12.)

Fully Committed
Jesse Tyler Ferguson plays nearly forty characters 
at a trendy New York restaurant, in this one-man 
comedy by Becky Mode, directed by Jason Moore. 
(Lyceum, 149 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Long Day’s Journey Into Night
Jessica Lange, Gabriel Byrne, John Gallagher, Jr., 
and Michael Shannon play the dysfunctional Ty-
rone family, in the Roundabout’s revival of the Eu-
gene O’Neill drama, directed by Jonathan Kent. 
(American Airlines Theatre, 227 W. 42nd St. 212-719-
1300. In previews.)

Nathan the Wise
In Gotthold Ephraim Lessing’s 1779 drama, 
adapted by Edward Kemp and directed by Brian 
Kulick, F. Murray Abraham plays a Jewish mer-
chant in Jerusalem in 1192. (Classic Stage Company, 
136 E. 13th St. 866-811-4111. In previews.)

Revolt. She Said. Revolt Again.
Lileana Blain-Cruz directs a play by Alice Birch, 
an exploration of the way people talk, featuring 
Daniel Abeles, Molly Bernard, Eboni Booth, and 
Jennifer Ikeda. (SoHo Rep, 46 Walker St. 212-352-
3101. In previews.)

Romeo & Juliet
The Public’s Mobile Unit performs the trag-
edy, after touring it through community ven-
ues in all five boroughs. Lear deBessonet directs. 
(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-967-7555. Previews 
begin April 11.)

The School for Scandal
Red Bull Theatre stages Richard Brinsley Sher-
idan’s gossip-minded comedy of manners from 
1777, directed by Marc Vietor and featuring 
Dana Ivey and Mark Linn-Baker. (Lucille Lor-
tel, 121 Christopher St. 212-352-3101. Previews begin 
April 8.)

Shuffle Along
Audra McDonald, Brian Stokes Mitchell, and 
Billy Porter star in a musical about the making of 
a popular African-American stage show from the 
nineteen-twenties. Directed by George C. Wolfe 
and choreographed by Savion Glover. (Music 
Box, 239 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Tuck Everlasting
Casey Nicholaw directs a musical adaptation of 
Natalie Babbitt’s 1975 children’s novel, about a 
family that accesses eternal life from a magi-

cal spring. The cast includes Carolee Carmello, 
Andrew Keenan-Bolger, and Terrence Mann. 
(Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St. 212-239-6200. In  
previews.)

Waitress
Jessie Mueller stars in a new musical based on 
the 2007 film, about a small-town waitress who 
enters a baking contest, with music and lyrics by 
Sara Bareilles. Diane Paulus directs. (Brooks At-
kinson, 256 W. 47th St. 877-250-2929. In previews.)

1

NOW PLAYING

The Crucible
In his second Arthur Miller reinvention this sea-
son, the Flemish director Ivo van Hove (“A View 
from the Bridge”) strips the 1953 drama of its bon-
nets and buckle shoes: the set, by Jan Versweyveld, 
is a cavernous classroom, with a vast chalkboard on 
which drawings of trees become animated. Here, 
the young women of Salem, dressed like Catho-
lic schoolgirls, cause havoc when they envelop the 
town in accusations of witchcraft. (Music by Philip 
Glass sets the aguish mood.) Van Hove, immune 
to Miller’s moralizing, stages a slow-building hor-
ror story, as offhand infractions lead to seismic 
cruelties. At the center of the strong ensemble 
cast—including Saoirse Ronan, Tavi Gevinson, 
and Ciarán Hinds—are Ben Whishaw and Sophie 
Okonedo, giving powerful performances as John 
and Elizabeth Proctor, decent folks who fall prey 
to a dangerous truth: the prerequisite to injustice 
is fear. (Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48th St. 212-239-6200.)

Head of Passes
Shelah (Phylicia Rashad) tries to keep a godly 
house. She doesn’t like profanity, she doesn’t like 
disorderliness—she even disapproves of devilled 
eggs. But, in Tarell Alvin McCraney’s play, in-
spired by the Book of Job and set in a former bed 
and breakfast on the Gulf Coast, Shelah will have 
much more to contend with than unholy hors 
d’oeuvres. In the Bible, Job’s children are killed, his 
livelihood destroyed, and his own body afflicted. 
Shelah suffers modern parallels yet struggles to 
hold fast to her faith. McCraney’s language—a 
blend of the poetic and demotic—always capti-
vates, but this script, directed by Tina Landau, 
seems stuck between parable and play. After a 
leisurely and mostly naturalistic opening scene, 
the tone alters abruptly, edging toward symbol-
ism. Still, it’s a tremendous role for Rashad, a for-
midable actress who rightly relishes every wail. 
(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-967-7555.)

Ideation
In Aaron Loeb’s drama, presented by San Fran-
cisco Playhouse, three management consultants 
and their crisply suited boss have gathered in a 
conference room for a brainstorming session. The 
whiteboard, the water bottles, and the pads and 
pencils give the meeting a humdrum air, until one 
man asks, “What are we going to do with all the 
bodies?” In an assignment only slightly less palat-
able than their usual work, they’ve seemingly been 
tasked with stopping the spread of a deadly virus. 
Or perhaps assisting a genocide. Or maybe prov-
ing their worth to some depraved higher-ups. A 
satire of corporate culture and its deceptively an-

odyne vocabulary (“optimization,” “liquidation,” 
“positive outcomes”), Loeb’s script has elements 
of comedy, thriller, and existential drama. But, de-
spite antic performances from its cast, directed by 
Josh Costello, the characters and circumstances 
remain purposefully vague, offering more an ab-
stract thought experiment than a visceral moral 
chiller. (59E59, at 59 E. 59th St. 212-279-4200.)

Stupid Fucking Bird
Faithful to the spirit, if not the letter, of its source 
material, Aaron Posner’s irreverent adaptation of 
Chekhov’s “The Seagull” features modern dress, 
much direct address, and—as you might surmise 
from its title—more cussing than usual. The first 
half of Posner’s version, more overtly inventive, 
answers Chekhov’s young playwright, Konstan-
tin (here, Connie), in his call for “new forms” 
with downtown tropes like dance sequences, mi-
crophones, and backchat with the audience. The 
second half cleaves closer to kitchen-sink realism, 
interweaving emotive scenes with confiding solil-
oquies. Throughout, Chekhov’s mournful themes 
arrive intact: unrequited love, the uncanny feel-
ing that we’re spectators to our own lives, and the 
discomfiting awareness that art will always have 
the shapely structure that ordinary life lacks—and 
that we yearn for. We’re reminded that a well-lived 
life is the most artful fiction of them all. (Pearl, 
555 W. 42nd St. 212-563-9261.)

Wolf in the River
A grubby synthesis of “Little Red Riding Hood,” 
“Tobacco Road,” and exploitative reality televi-
sion, the playwright and director Adam Rapp’s fa-
blelike drama centers on a teen-age girl trying to 
escape the horrors of her home town. Rapp has 
always enjoyed a wallow in the muck of human 
emotion and desire. This takes an unusually lit-
eral turn here. Played in the round, the action is 
largely staged on a pile of dirt. All of the actors 
are covered in filth; a few are covered in little else. 
Rapp is a gifted writer, and there’s poetry to his 
dialogue, particularly the longer speeches. But 
much of the play—performed by the Flea’s resi-
dent acting troupe, the Bats, with more spirit than 
precision—comes across as poverty porn, degra-
dation porn, and occasionally (considering the 
panty sniffing, blow-up-doll humping, and puz-
zling deficit of brassieres) porn porn. (41 White 
St. 212-352-3101.)

1

ALSO NOTABLE

Antlia Pneumatica Peter Jay Sharp. • Blackbird 
Belasco. • Boy Clurman. Through April 9. • Bright 
Star Cort. • The Color Purple Jacobs. • Disas-
ter! Nederlander. • Dry Powder Public. • Eclipsed 
Golden. • The Effect Barrow Street The-
atre. • Familiar Playwrights Horizons. Through 
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dler on the Roof Broadway Theatre. • Fun Home 
Circle in the Square. • Hamilton Richard Rod-
gers. • Hold On to Me Darling Atlantic Theatre 
Company. • The Humans Helen Hayes. • Iron-
bound Rattlestick. • King and Country: Shake-
speare’s Great Cycle of Kings BAM’s Harvey The-
atre. • Love’s Refrain La Mama. Through April 
10. • Pericles Polonsky Shakespeare Center. 
Through April 10. • The Robber Bridegroom Laura 
Pels. • The Royale Mitzi E. Newhouse. • School of 
Rock Winter Garden. • Sense & Sensibility Gym 
at Judson. • She Loves Me Studio 54. • Straight 
Acorn. • The Way West Bank Street Theatre. 
Through April 10. • YOUARENOWHERE 3LD 
Art & Technology Center. Through April 10.
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from the Bridge”) strips the 1953 drama of its bon-
nets and buckle shoes: the set, by Jan Versweyveld, 
is a cavernous classroom, with a vast chalkboard on 
which drawings of trees become animated. Here, 
the young women of Salem, dressed like Catho-
lic schoolgirls, cause havoc when they envelop the 
town in accusations of witchcraft. (Music by Philip 
Glass sets the aguish mood.) Van Hove, immune 
to Miller’s moralizing, stages a slow-building hor-
ror story, as offhand infractions lead to seismic 
cruelties. At the center of the strong ensemble 
cast—including Saoirse Ronan, Tavi Gevinson, 
and Ciarán Hinds—are Ben Whishaw and Sophie 
Okonedo, giving powerful performances as John 
and Elizabeth Proctor, decent folks who fall prey 
to a dangerous truth: the prerequisite to injustice 
is fear. (Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48th St. 212-239-6200.)

Head of Passes
Shelah (Phylicia Rashad) tries to keep a godly 
house. She doesn’t like profanity, she doesn’t like 
disorderliness—she even disapproves of devilled 
eggs. But, in Tarell Alvin McCraney’s play, in-
spired by the Book of Job and set in a former bed 
and breakfast on the Gulf Coast, Shelah will have 
much more to contend with than unholy hors 
d’oeuvres. In the Bible, Job’s children are killed, his 
livelihood destroyed, and his own body afflicted. 
Shelah suffers modern parallels yet struggles to 
hold fast to her faith. McCraney’s language—a 
blend of the poetic and demotic—always capti-
vates, but this script, directed by Tina Landau, 
seems stuck between parable and play. After a 
leisurely and mostly naturalistic opening scene, 
the tone alters abruptly, edging toward symbol-
ism. Still, it’s a tremendous role for Rashad, a for-
midable actress who rightly relishes every wail. 
(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-967-7555.)
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In Aaron Loeb’s drama, presented by San Fran-
cisco Playhouse, three management consultants 
and their crisply suited boss have gathered in a 
conference room for a brainstorming session. The 
whiteboard, the water bottles, and the pads and 
pencils give the meeting a humdrum air, until one 
man asks, “What are we going to do with all the 
bodies?” In an assignment only slightly less palat-
able than their usual work, they’ve seemingly been 
tasked with stopping the spread of a deadly virus. 
Or perhaps assisting a genocide. Or maybe prov-
ing their worth to some depraved higher-ups. A 
satire of corporate culture and its deceptively an-

odyne vocabulary (“optimization,” “liquidation,” 
“positive outcomes”), Loeb’s script has elements 
of comedy, thriller, and existential drama. But, de-
spite antic performances from its cast, directed by 
Josh Costello, the characters and circumstances 
remain purposefully vague, offering more an ab-
stract thought experiment than a visceral moral 
chiller. (59E59, at 59 E. 59th St. 212-279-4200.)

Stupid Fucking Bird
Faithful to the spirit, if not the letter, of its source 
material, Aaron Posner’s irreverent adaptation of 
Chekhov’s “The Seagull” features modern dress, 
much direct address, and—as you might surmise 
from its title—more cussing than usual. The first 
half of Posner’s version, more overtly inventive, 
answers Chekhov’s young playwright, Konstan-
tin (here, Connie), in his call for “new forms” 
with downtown tropes like dance sequences, mi-
crophones, and backchat with the audience. The 
second half cleaves closer to kitchen-sink realism, 
interweaving emotive scenes with confiding solil-
oquies. Throughout, Chekhov’s mournful themes 
arrive intact: unrequited love, the uncanny feel-
ing that we’re spectators to our own lives, and the 
discomfiting awareness that art will always have 
the shapely structure that ordinary life lacks—and 
that we yearn for. We’re reminded that a well-lived 
life is the most artful fiction of them all. (Pearl, 
555 W. 42nd St. 212-563-9261.)

Wolf in the River
A grubby synthesis of “Little Red Riding Hood,” 
“Tobacco Road,” and exploitative reality televi-
sion, the playwright and director Adam Rapp’s fa-
blelike drama centers on a teen-age girl trying to 
escape the horrors of her home town. Rapp has 
always enjoyed a wallow in the muck of human 
emotion and desire. This takes an unusually lit-
eral turn here. Played in the round, the action is 
largely staged on a pile of dirt. All of the actors 
are covered in filth; a few are covered in little else. 
Rapp is a gifted writer, and there’s poetry to his 
dialogue, particularly the longer speeches. But 
much of the play—performed by the Flea’s resi-
dent acting troupe, the Bats, with more spirit than 
precision—comes across as poverty porn, degra-
dation porn, and occasionally (considering the 
panty sniffing, blow-up-doll humping, and puz-
zling deficit of brassieres) porn porn. (41 White 
St. 212-352-3101.)
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I’m Weird But Funny
Mike Birbiglia brings his latest work to 
the stage with stories about getting diag-
nosed with sleep apnea, being in love and 
then making a mistake, food he ate that 
was too hot, and pretending to be dumb. 
(Triple Crown Theater, 54 8th Ave., New 
York. 545-212-4135)

Sugar Raysin in the Sun
Mark McGrath’s musical one-man show 
traces his momentous rise to fame as the 
voice of every generation ever. Missed op-
portunity in not having a flying number, 
but smart choice to avoid using any Sugar 
Ray songs. (Amoeba Records, Newport 
Beach. 374-734-5323)

Rubix Cube Reloaded
Michael Bay’s theatrical debut stuns and 
sizzles as this mind-boggling toy becomes 
a killing machine with as many twists and 
turns as you’d expect from a cube. Many 
members of the audience were severely 
burned and/or maimed but still had a 
great time. (Grauman’s Chinese Theatre, 
6801 Hollywood Blvd. 542-986-0045)

PeePaw Eats a Pancake
This is just a frickin’ guy named PeePaw 
eating a frickin’ blueberry pancake. That’s 
it. (IHOP, SoHo. 845-709-3003)

Jewish Town 8000
The riveting story of an entire TOWN en-
tirely populated by Jewish people set far 
in the future. Stand-out performances by 
Barbra Streisand and Adrien Brody, two 
big-time Yids. (Broadway Theater, 1545 
Broadway. 736-049-2677)

The Sleeping Bag Wars
Written and produced by 7th grader 
Lindsay Hammil, this semi-autobio-
graphical play contains a whole lot of kids 
stuck head first in sleeping bags. (New 
York Theater Workshop, 79 E. 4th St. 898-
234-7456)

Sex: The Play 
Great art always pushes limits and this 
piece definitely does that. An exploration 
of the erotic and tantalizing, mixed with 
the grotesque and nauseating. So much 
grunting. (Classic Stage Company, 234 W. 
Renigald St. 980-786-3400)

Uncle Sam’s Lament
This reviewer hasn’t seen so many flags 
in one place since streaking drunk 
through the U.N. A brave critique of 
modern war, Uncle Sam’s Lament boldly 
asks the question, “Why do we all kill 
each other?” and then follows that up 
with the less bold question, “Is it for 
money? Because if so, I’m cool with 
that, just lemme get some.” There was 
never a dull moment in this perfor-
mance, from the musical number “I 
Can’t Afgani-stand It,” to the 45-min-
ute sex scene between two drones, to 
the playbills which were the printouts 
of the Wikipedia page for Benghazi 
(which I skimmed). Personally, I’ve 
never been to war, and now I no lon-
ger want to. Written and directed by 
Oliver Stone with great performances 
by Sam Waterston as Uncle Sam, John 
Krasinski as Bill Clinton, Oliver Platt 
as Mean Terrorist, and Benedict Cum-
berbatch as Barack Obama. Huh, just 
realized they’re all white. Very cool. 
( Jiffy Lube Amphitheatre, 1600 Wash-
ington Ave. 442-609-6587)

Glengarry Glen Ross 2: 
Glengarrier Glen Rosser (or Mitch 
and Murray’s Revenge)
Much like tight sweaters, sequels are 
notoriously hard to pull off. David 
Mamet (who I thought was dead) 
struggles to find his footing in this in-
dulgent exercise. The play consists en-
tirely of Stephen and Daniel Baldwin 
screaming the alphabet at each other 
for two hours, with a one-hour inter-
mission. The theater did provide free 
coffee, which made me chuckle until I 
realized it was Nespresso (I only drink 
Stumptown). Long story short, wait 
for this play to come out on DVD. 
(Shubert Theater, 225 W. 44th St., New 
York. 847-948-4244)

My Sick Children
This reviewer has only cried three 
times in his life; first, when Lance 
Armstrong left his wife for Sheryl 
Crow. Second, when I stubbed my toe 
real frickin’ bad last week on a little 
nail poking up on my deck. And third, 
during every second of My Sick Chil-
dren. The play delivers everything the 

title promises. Chelsea Handler makes 
a bold step out of her typical oeuvre 
to play the wailing mother Gwendo-
lyn, whose children are real sick with 
stage three asthma. She tries soup, she 
tries Tylenol, she even tries yelling at 
them to stop coughing….but none of 
it works. The sparse set design (the 
play takes place inside a box of tissues) 
only highlighted the intense emotional 
scenery. My only critique is that I wish 
the actors playing the children didn’t 
also have to die. Great commitment 
but so sad. (Beth Israel Center for the 
Arts, 10 Nathan D Perlman Pl. 212-
440-8650)

Eviction
Performance art is not for everyone but 
when executed correctly, it can be form 
breaking and breathtaking. Eviction is 
a relentless tour de force by newcomer 
writer/performer Julia Lapinsky, who 
never once breaks as character as she 
plays “Obtuse Landlord.” The perfor-
mance began as an inconspicuous no-
tice taped to my door, a flawless imita-
tion that blended in with the restaurant 
flyers. So much attention to detail that I 
almost mistook it for an actual eviction 
notice. The performance continued for 
the next four months in various forms: 
emails, phone calls, even spontaneous 
monologues by Julia performed at my 
doorstep for me alone. This multi-
media approach to theater will keep 
this playwright relevant for many 
years to come, but it’s her impressive 
dedication that shines the brightest. 
I was nearly frightened by her manic 
screaming and vicious threats before 
remembering that it was all an act. The 
only downside was the lesser perfor-
mance by the two police officers. Their 
aggressive physical choices felt over-
blown and melodramatic and I never 
quite believed them as they twisted my 
arm behind my back or slammed my 
face into my carpet. Overall, an experi-
mental and memorable show. (3 Russell 
St. Apt 2L, Brooklyn. 413-626-0677)

The Play They Put On Inside the 
Movie ‘Birdman’
Pretty good! (Red Box, 32nd St. and 4th 
Ave., New York. 234-975-2933) 
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1

OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

American Psycho
Benjamin Walker plays the murderous financier 
Patrick Bateman, in Duncan Sheik and Roberto 
Aguirre-Sacasa’s musical adaptation of the Bret 
Easton Ellis novel. Rupert Goold directs. (Schoen-
feld, 236 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Exit Strategy
Primary Stages presents a play by Ike Holter, di-
rected by Kip Fagan, set at a Chicago public school 
in the days before it closes. (Cherry Lane, 38 Com-
merce St. 866-811-4111. In previews. Opens April 12.)

Fully Committed
Jesse Tyler Ferguson plays nearly forty characters 
at a trendy New York restaurant, in this one-man 
comedy by Becky Mode, directed by Jason Moore. 
(Lyceum, 149 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Long Day’s Journey Into Night
Jessica Lange, Gabriel Byrne, John Gallagher, Jr., 
and Michael Shannon play the dysfunctional Ty-
rone family, in the Roundabout’s revival of the Eu-
gene O’Neill drama, directed by Jonathan Kent. 
(American Airlines Theatre, 227 W. 42nd St. 212-719-
1300. In previews.)

Nathan the Wise
In Gotthold Ephraim Lessing’s 1779 drama, 
adapted by Edward Kemp and directed by Brian 
Kulick, F. Murray Abraham plays a Jewish mer-
chant in Jerusalem in 1192. (Classic Stage Company, 
136 E. 13th St. 866-811-4111. In previews.)

Revolt. She Said. Revolt Again.
Lileana Blain-Cruz directs a play by Alice Birch, 
an exploration of the way people talk, featuring 
Daniel Abeles, Molly Bernard, Eboni Booth, and 
Jennifer Ikeda. (SoHo Rep, 46 Walker St. 212-352-
3101. In previews.)

Romeo & Juliet
The Public’s Mobile Unit performs the trag-
edy, after touring it through community ven-
ues in all five boroughs. Lear deBessonet directs. 
(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-967-7555. Previews 
begin April 11.)

The School for Scandal
Red Bull Theatre stages Richard Brinsley Sher-
idan’s gossip-minded comedy of manners from 
1777, directed by Marc Vietor and featuring 
Dana Ivey and Mark Linn-Baker. (Lucille Lor-
tel, 121 Christopher St. 212-352-3101. Previews begin 
April 8.)

Shuffle Along
Audra McDonald, Brian Stokes Mitchell, and 
Billy Porter star in a musical about the making of 
a popular African-American stage show from the 
nineteen-twenties. Directed by George C. Wolfe 
and choreographed by Savion Glover. (Music 
Box, 239 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. In previews.)

Tuck Everlasting
Casey Nicholaw directs a musical adaptation of 
Natalie Babbitt’s 1975 children’s novel, about a 
family that accesses eternal life from a magi-

cal spring. The cast includes Carolee Carmello, 
Andrew Keenan-Bolger, and Terrence Mann. 
(Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St. 212-239-6200. In  
previews.)

Waitress
Jessie Mueller stars in a new musical based on 
the 2007 film, about a small-town waitress who 
enters a baking contest, with music and lyrics by 
Sara Bareilles. Diane Paulus directs. (Brooks At-
kinson, 256 W. 47th St. 877-250-2929. In previews.)
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NOW PLAYING

The Crucible
In his second Arthur Miller reinvention this sea-
son, the Flemish director Ivo van Hove (“A View 
from the Bridge”) strips the 1953 drama of its bon-
nets and buckle shoes: the set, by Jan Versweyveld, 
is a cavernous classroom, with a vast chalkboard on 
which drawings of trees become animated. Here, 
the young women of Salem, dressed like Catho-
lic schoolgirls, cause havoc when they envelop the 
town in accusations of witchcraft. (Music by Philip 
Glass sets the aguish mood.) Van Hove, immune 
to Miller’s moralizing, stages a slow-building hor-
ror story, as offhand infractions lead to seismic 
cruelties. At the center of the strong ensemble 
cast—including Saoirse Ronan, Tavi Gevinson, 
and Ciarán Hinds—are Ben Whishaw and Sophie 
Okonedo, giving powerful performances as John 
and Elizabeth Proctor, decent folks who fall prey 
to a dangerous truth: the prerequisite to injustice 
is fear. (Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48th St. 212-239-6200.)

Head of Passes
Shelah (Phylicia Rashad) tries to keep a godly 
house. She doesn’t like profanity, she doesn’t like 
disorderliness—she even disapproves of devilled 
eggs. But, in Tarell Alvin McCraney’s play, in-
spired by the Book of Job and set in a former bed 
and breakfast on the Gulf Coast, Shelah will have 
much more to contend with than unholy hors 
d’oeuvres. In the Bible, Job’s children are killed, his 
livelihood destroyed, and his own body afflicted. 
Shelah suffers modern parallels yet struggles to 
hold fast to her faith. McCraney’s language—a 
blend of the poetic and demotic—always capti-
vates, but this script, directed by Tina Landau, 
seems stuck between parable and play. After a 
leisurely and mostly naturalistic opening scene, 
the tone alters abruptly, edging toward symbol-
ism. Still, it’s a tremendous role for Rashad, a for-
midable actress who rightly relishes every wail. 
(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-967-7555.)

Ideation
In Aaron Loeb’s drama, presented by San Fran-
cisco Playhouse, three management consultants 
and their crisply suited boss have gathered in a 
conference room for a brainstorming session. The 
whiteboard, the water bottles, and the pads and 
pencils give the meeting a humdrum air, until one 
man asks, “What are we going to do with all the 
bodies?” In an assignment only slightly less palat-
able than their usual work, they’ve seemingly been 
tasked with stopping the spread of a deadly virus. 
Or perhaps assisting a genocide. Or maybe prov-
ing their worth to some depraved higher-ups. A 
satire of corporate culture and its deceptively an-

odyne vocabulary (“optimization,” “liquidation,” 
“positive outcomes”), Loeb’s script has elements 
of comedy, thriller, and existential drama. But, de-
spite antic performances from its cast, directed by 
Josh Costello, the characters and circumstances 
remain purposefully vague, offering more an ab-
stract thought experiment than a visceral moral 
chiller. (59E59, at 59 E. 59th St. 212-279-4200.)

Stupid Fucking Bird
Faithful to the spirit, if not the letter, of its source 
material, Aaron Posner’s irreverent adaptation of 
Chekhov’s “The Seagull” features modern dress, 
much direct address, and—as you might surmise 
from its title—more cussing than usual. The first 
half of Posner’s version, more overtly inventive, 
answers Chekhov’s young playwright, Konstan-
tin (here, Connie), in his call for “new forms” 
with downtown tropes like dance sequences, mi-
crophones, and backchat with the audience. The 
second half cleaves closer to kitchen-sink realism, 
interweaving emotive scenes with confiding solil-
oquies. Throughout, Chekhov’s mournful themes 
arrive intact: unrequited love, the uncanny feel-
ing that we’re spectators to our own lives, and the 
discomfiting awareness that art will always have 
the shapely structure that ordinary life lacks—and 
that we yearn for. We’re reminded that a well-lived 
life is the most artful fiction of them all. (Pearl, 
555 W. 42nd St. 212-563-9261.)

Wolf in the River
A grubby synthesis of “Little Red Riding Hood,” 
“Tobacco Road,” and exploitative reality televi-
sion, the playwright and director Adam Rapp’s fa-
blelike drama centers on a teen-age girl trying to 
escape the horrors of her home town. Rapp has 
always enjoyed a wallow in the muck of human 
emotion and desire. This takes an unusually lit-
eral turn here. Played in the round, the action is 
largely staged on a pile of dirt. All of the actors 
are covered in filth; a few are covered in little else. 
Rapp is a gifted writer, and there’s poetry to his 
dialogue, particularly the longer speeches. But 
much of the play—performed by the Flea’s resi-
dent acting troupe, the Bats, with more spirit than 
precision—comes across as poverty porn, degra-
dation porn, and occasionally (considering the 
panty sniffing, blow-up-doll humping, and puz-
zling deficit of brassieres) porn porn. (41 White 
St. 212-352-3101.)
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dler on the Roof Broadway Theatre. • Fun Home 
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speare’s Great Cycle of Kings BAM’s Harvey The-
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at Judson. • She Loves Me Studio 54. • Straight 
Acorn. • The Way West Bank Street Theatre. 
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Art & Technology Center. Through April 10.



     WHAT’S INSIDE OF ME    

We walk this weary world half dead
Trapped in bodies, thoughts locked in heads
But outside only hold the fragility
If only you could see inside of me.

Blood that pumps and lungs that churn,
An engorged heart that thumps and yearns
Arteries severely clogged 
From years of eating butter logs.

A shriveled liver soaked in gin,
Psoriasis has worn it thin.
A family of spiders laid a nest,
Inside the kidney I loved best.

films of Buster Keaton and Vin-
cent Price. His grandfather owned 
an art-house theater in East Brad-
dock, PA, which has since closed, 
and would often invite his grand-
son along to watch the movies that 
he himself treasured as a child. “I 
saw Metropolis when I was about 
seven or eight,” he recalls in his 
memoirs. “Well, it turns out I only 
saw two-thirds of it or something 
like that. People find my preference 
for it over the ‘I Have A Dream’ 
speech incredibly galling. I don’t 
get it.” School was miserable for 
him with the exception of one stu-
dent assembly where a professional 
mime performed for the children. 
“I was enraptured,” he commented. 
“I have blocked out of my memory 
the primitive shrieks of laughter.” 
He implored his parents to pay 
for pantomime lessons; he was ea-
ger to be instructed in the ways of 
conveying information without the 
use of voice. His parents capitulat-
ed, and the mime, known as Jahinie 
Watts, took his very first student at 
his magic shop in Homestead. The 
lesson lasted five seconds. Robeson 
remembers walking through the 
door when Jahinie greeted him: 

“‘Hi, are you here for lessons?’ 
he asked. It broke me. It broke me 
forever.” 

Robeson refers to it as his per-
sonal Santa Claus moment: the re-
alization that a mime speaks when 
not on stage. (Actually, he took 
comfort in Santa Claus’s non-ex-
istence because of how he detested 
caroling.) Because mimes didn’t 
truly commit to silence, Robeson 
strived to incorporate more silence 
into his daily routine. In high 
school he recalls founding a Gen-
der Issues organization to promote 
not only LGBTQ issues, but also 
to implement the national LGBTQ 
youth-run effort called the “Day of 
Silence.” As the only head of any 
student organization that was not 
a senior, he was not re-designated 
as head for his senior year because 
of his over-prioritization of the 
“Day of Silence” in meetings. He 
called for year-long “Meetings of 
Silence.” He was not receptive to 

discussing any LGBTQ issues, or 
discussion in general.

 
 ESIDES SPENDING AN 

 inordinate amount of time at a 
library and reading about Buddhist 
monasteries, his first breakthrough 
came from a joke made at his ex-
pense. His uncle and aunt, both 
modest donors to the Pittsburgh 
Symphony Orchestra, attended 
the orchestra’s first performance of 
John Cage’s tacit, three-part piano 
piece 4’33”. “It would be perfect for 
your quiet son,” they quipped. He 
spent the following Friday listen-
ing to it repeatedly on a vinyl in the 
Homestead public library, and even 
relishing the score. He describes it 
as a revolutionary moment for him, 
and wanted desperately to surmise 
whether or not such a piece would 
work for a choir. (Robeson once 
told me if he were ever made Pres-
ident, he would declare 4’33” our 
national anthem. He would also 
enact more moments of silence for 
fallen warriors, perhaps one every 
quarter of an hour.)

Without knowing any music 
theory or the structure of musical 

notation, Robeson set out to trans-
pose all four minutes and thirty-
three seconds of Cage’s totally 
silent masterwork from piano to 
voice. He had no inkling for tran-
scribing the octaves of the piano to 
separate vocal registers; further-
more, there was the issue of writ-
ing transcriptions of total silence 
for innumerable permutations of 
vocal ensembles: mixed choirs, 
boy ’s choirs, all-male or all-female 
choirs, even the more insufferable 
ensembles like collegiate a cappel-
la. After several minutes of writ-
ing “Everyone just shut the fuck 
up for this long” and photocopy-
ing the pages, Robeson created his 
first arrangement of 4’33” in less 
than an hour and showed it to his 
CCD instructor at the St. Therese 
parish in Munhall, Pennsylvania. 
Robeson petitioned her by writing 
furiously that it should be consid-
ered a hymn for the next service, 
and if the church ever did hire a 
choir, it should be their first choice 
of commissioned music. Robeson 
was disappointed, but still slightly 
relieved, that his CCD instructor 
merely shook his head. “Perhaps 

B
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I should’ve censored the fuck,” he 
reflects.

Robeson’s all-vocal arrange-
ment of John Cage’s 4’33” still 
struggles, to this day, to find any 
mainstream performance oppor-
tunities. “It goes to show you that 
you really can’t shut up a singer, 
any singer,” he writes. 

While it hasn’t garnered any 
momentum among professional, 
amateur, or sacred choirs, Robeson 
still staged his own performance at 
a highly politically heated Thanks-
giving dinner the following year. 
Not only did he beseech people to 
watch his performance, but also he 
begged family members to join him 
in the silent performance as well. 
He hoped desperately for back-
to-back-to-back-to-back encore 
performances. Predictably, no one 
joined him, and they were barely 
quiet during his performance of 
the piece. He called it “4’33” for 
Solo Baritone” and did not perform 
it formally again for several years. 
“I perform it informally in any sit-
uation I can,” he writes, “and hope, 
to no avail, that others will do the 
same.” Nevertheless, it was re-

ceived poorly among family mem-
bers, and it stung him so much that 
he hardly participated in the game 
of Charades he himself requested 
after the performance.

It is by sheer accident more than 
anything else that Robeson had 
stumbled across the career of be-
coming a choral composer/conduc-
tor. He dreamed of being an astro-
naut to explore the deep, dark, “no 
one can hear you scream” silence of 
space, but, much to his chagrin, it 
appeared that operations of space-
ships and satellites required com-

munication. As an advocate for the 
deaf, he mastered the art of Ameri-
can Sign Language and taught it to 
close family members as well. “My 
parents have both become hard of 
hearing in their old age so it ended 
up becoming rather invaluable; I 
can only hope that this condition 
is hereditary.” He learned ASL by 
taking volunteer opportunities at 
the Jefferson School for the Deaf 
in Shadyside to coordinate field 
trips, chaperone fellow students, 
and coordinate fundraisers to help 
against the school’s increasingly 
austere budget. Unfortunately, 
Robeson’s reputation for being an 
adamantly conservative head of 
an LGBTQ organization, as well as 
his general reputation among the 
community as a bad spokesperson 
(a term he detests),  his fundrais-
ing campaigns could not save the 
school. A wealthy benefactor three 
hours upstate did enroll them at 
low tuition rates at a school near 
Erie, but it caused Robeson great 
distress to see his friends leave 
him. He put on a small farewell 
benefit for his peers where he per-
formed, once again, his 4’33” for 
Solo Baritone. He explained the na-
ture of the piece and the signifi-
cance of John Cage’s work to the 
musical community, but also how 
it may be one of the few cross-over 
pieces of musical appeal to the 
hearing-impaired. He emphasized 
that he interpreted the piece as a 
means of musical inclusion and a 
heartfelt display of his own tal-
ent to give the fondest farewell 
he could muster. His performance 
ended with the raucous sign-lan-
guage equivalent of applause (it 
involves putting your hands near 
your ears and rotating your wrists 
back and forth). He said the joy of 
performance in that context was a 
revelation. “It cemented for me a 
belief that music is very much reli-
ant on this notion of context. The 
best music functions within an ap-
propriate context, like a Cage work 
in a school for the deaf. It is what 
bothered me greatly about the na-
tional anthem, and it is what so 
reinvigorated me about my perfor-

     WHAT’S INSIDE OF ME    

We walk this weary world half dead
Trapped in bodies, thoughts locked in heads
But outside only hold the fragility
If only you could see inside of me.

Blood that pumps and lungs that churn,
An engorged heart that thumps and yearns
Arteries severely clogged 
From years of eating butter logs.

A shriveled liver soaked in gin,
Psoriasis has worn it thin.
A family of spiders laid a nest,
Inside the kidney I loved best.

Seven hot dogs in my stomach.
That was all that I could stomach.
I had cooked eight hotdogs but alas,
I threw up before I could munch the last.

Bones, bones, brittle bones,
My doctor said that I am prone,
To osteoporosis, ain’t that wild.
I have the bones of a sickly child.

All this exists below my skin,
Which I should note is super thin.
So before you judge my mortal facade
Realize that I’m probably gonna be 
dead in like four or five months.

—Michael J. Wolf
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with the accumulated toxic energy of de-
cades of stagnation billowing off of the 
city. Quality of life increased ten percent 
or more each year from 1983 through 
1990. The Justice League seemed genu-
inely to enjoy interacting with the city’s 
residents. Most Thursdays in 1985 Spi-
der-Man could be found volunteering at 
the Bowery Mission, while Batman cut 
the ribbon on the city’s first needle ex-
change depot, across from Katz’s in what 
is now (no kidding) a gelato laboratory.

High-profile arrests of crime bosses 
and gang leaders spurred the city into a 
state of devotion and adulation. “It was 
an incredible time to be in the ticker 
tape trade,” confetti supplier Randolph 
Particity recalled. “We were making 
money hand over fist, between the near-
weekly parade prep, and then getting the 
cleanup for the same parade funneled 
through a sister company we created for 
private sanitation. God, New Yorkers 
love a parade.”

Documents from the era highlight 
the heroes’ continued efforts to eradicate 
crime, but with few outwardly sinister 
forces remaining in New York, the usual 
suspects were nowhere to be found. In-
stead, as the excesses of the financial 
sector began to bloom, Superman and 
others found themselves bedevilled not 
by typical henchmen but instead at 
the mercy of cocaine-addled day trad-
ers. Attempts to infiltrate the arena of 
white-collar crime were met handily by 
executives and financiers. Batman, in one 
infamous photograph, is pictured help-
ing hedge fund manager Steven Cohen 
select a Basquiat from Larry Gagosian’s 
downtown gallery; in full mask and re-
galia, Batman sips an espresso. Gagosian 
recalled him as a neophyte, “badmouth-
ing primitivism, had this weird hard-on 
for early Koons. His check cleared, at 
least.”

Adrift in a decade that privileged 
greed and doubted morality, Spider-
Man found himself sunk into a depres-
sion, his moral compass skewed. Often 
considered a sulk among his peers, and 
among the least respected among the 
public, the webslinger lashed out. He 
was among the first to identify and pur-
sue “crime against the environment,” 
locating and removing toxic sludge and 
barrels of chemical waste only to de-
posit them on the Hamptons lawns of 

industry executives. Such an interest in 
exacerbating the frustrations of the elite 
was not lost on Spider-Man’s colleagues, 
who removed him to an upstate “sanito-
rium” for a period of drying out. During 
this time he supposedly learned to code; 
his online aliases all played off his own 
relations to webs and web-related activ-
ity. It was an early rumbling of internal 
discord. Their hands exposed, the heroes 
attempted to maintain an appearance 
of fealty to the city, but skeptical New 
Yorkers had already begun to notice a 
downtick in the quality of service.

 STARTED BUSTING muggers again 
 in, let’s see, 1988?” said Detec-

tive Travis “Garlic” Caliendo, a thirty-
year veteran of the police force. “It was 
strange—we’d grown accustomed to 
someone swooping in from above to get 
the collar. Even as I hustled after this 
first purse snatcher, I figured I’d see a 
grappling hook fly by my face. At that 

point, it was custom: you’d show up and 
Batman would swoop in and do the 
rest.”

The NYPD’s cooperation with su-
perheroes relied on non-interference: 
the heroes attack, the police clean up. 
“That first time, I got back to collect the 
victim, and she’s mad at me. Just totally 
loses it. She thought she was going in 
the newspaper, wanted her fifteen min-
utes. I said, ‘lady, I just used my service 
revolver for the first time, that punk’s 
walking with a limp the rest of his life,’ 
and she starts swatting at me with her 
umbrella!” Caliendo gazed down at his 
styrofoam as he squeezed excess water 
from a teabag. “Ended up having to 
bring her in too. This city, I don’t know 
sometimes. I think I was better off when 
all we did was tickle hippies.”

As the 90’s came barreling to-
wards New York, the tone of the Justice 
League shifted away from the local and 
personal and more towards the distant 

SEX 

 
I can’t remember how it goes. 

Some lilting melody… 
licking, arching, aching bones that crack, 

and lightning bolts in red and blue 
etched across her back

 
My love was a quiet one, 
A thrusting by the river 

Rustling in the summer breeze 
But hushing as the thrushes sang. 

Eager always, on my knees.
 

These days I keep to corridors, 
Perverted eyes averted. 

Some speed machines were built to rust 
Windshield cracked by swallow’s teeth, 

Fenders bent by bulky bucks.
 

I fear the others have it worse. 
How could they ever dance again? 
Silk shoes hung up on the mantle, 

These spinster reminisce besides the fire 
Of the one far too hot to handle.

     —Michael J. Wolf
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