¢ Empire of Images in Our World of Bodies

By Susan Bordo |

N OUR SUNDAY NEWS., With our moming coffee.
On the bus, in the airport, at the checkout line. It
may be a 5 am addiction to the glittering prom-
ises of the infomercial: the latest in fat-dissolving
pills, miracle hair restoration, makeup secrets of
the stars. Or 2 glancing relationship while waiting at the
dentist, trying to distract ourselves from the impending
root canal. A. teen magazine: tips on how to dress, how
to wear your hair, how to make him want you. The end-
less commercials and advertisements that we believe
we pay no attention to.

Constant, everywhere, no big deal. Like water in a
goldfisk bowl, barely noticed by its inhabitants. Or no-
ticed, but dismissed: “eye candy™—a harmless indul-
gence. They go down so easily, in and out, digested and
forgotten.

Just pictures.

Or perhaps, more accurately, perceptual pedagogy:
“How 1o Interpret Your Body 101 It's become a global
requirement; eventually, everyone must enroll, Fiji is just
one example. Until television was introduced in 1995, the
islands had no reported cases of eating disorders. In
1998, three years after programs from the United States
and Britain began broadcasting there, 62 percent of the
girls surveyed reported dieting, The anthropologist Anne
Becker was surprised by the change; she had thought
that Fijian aesthetics, which favor voluptwous bodies,
would “withstand” the influence of media images. Beck-
er hadn’t yet understood that we live in an empire of im-
ages and that there are no protective borders.

Tam not protected either, I was carded until I was 35.
Even when I was 45, people were shocked to learn my
age. Young men flirted with me even when I was 50.
Having hated my appearance as a child—freckles, Jew-
ish nose, bushy red hair—I was surprised to find payseif
fairly pleased with it as an adult. Then, suddenly, it all
changed. Women at the makeup coanter no longer com-
pliment me on my skin. Men don't catch my eye with
playful promise in theirs.

I'm 56, The magazines tell me that at this age, a
woman can still be beautiful, But they don’t mean me.

XELVIN MURRAY, STONTL, QRITY IMAGIS
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They mean Cher, Goldie, Faye, Candace. Women whose
jowls have disappeared as they've aged, whose eyes
have become less droopy, tips grown plumper, fore-
heads smoother with the passing years. They mean
Susan Sarandon, who looked older in 1991's Thelng
and Louise than she does in her movies today, “Aging
beautifully” used to mean wearing one’s years with
stylc, confidence, and vitality. Today, it means not ap-
pearing to age at all. And—like breasts that defy gravi-
ty~it's becoming a new bodily norm.

In my 1993 book Unbearable Weight, 1 described the
postmodern body, increasingly fed on “fantasies of re-
arranging, transforming, and correcting, Kmitless fm-
provement and change, defying the historicity, the mor-
tality, and, indeed, the very materiality of the body. In
place of that materiality, we now have cultural plastic.”

‘When I wrote those words, the most zecent statis-
tics, from 1989, listed 681,000 surgical procedures per-
formed. In 2001, 8.5 million procedures were per-
formed. They are cheaper than ever, safer than ever,
and increasingly used not for correcting major defects
but for “contouring” the face and body. Plastic surgeons
seem to have no ethical problem with this. “I"m not here
to play philosopher king,” said Dr. Randal Faworth in a
Vogue mterview. “I don’t have a problem with women
who already look good who want to look perfect.” Per-
fect. When did “perfection” become applicable to a
human body? The word suggests 2 Platonic form of
timeless beauty—appropriate for marble, perhaps, but
not for living flesk.

RETA, VAN SUSTEREN: former CNN legal ana-
lyst, 47 years old. When she had a face-
lift, it was a real escalation in the stakes
i for ordinary women. She had a signature
style: no bullshit, a down-to-earth lack of
pretense. (During the O.J, trial, she was the only white
reporter many black Americans trusted.) Always styl-
ishly dressed and coiffed, she wasn’t really pretty. No
one could argue that her career was built on her
looks, Perhaps quite the opposite. She sent out a sub-
versive message: Brains and personality still count,
even on television. ‘

‘When Greta had her face lifted, another source of in-
spitation and hope bit the dust. The story was on the
cover of People, and folks tuned n to her new skow on
Fox just to see the change—which was significast. But
atleast she was open about it, The beauties rarely admit
they've had “work.” Or if they do, it’s vague, nonspecif-
ic, minimizing of the extent. Cher; “If I'd had as much
plastic surgery as people say, there’d be another whole
person Ieft over!” OK, so how much have you had? The
interviewers accept the silences and evasions. They even
embellish the lie. How many interviews have you read
that began: “She came into the restaurant looking at

least 20 years younger than she is, fresh and relaxed, -

without a speck of makeup”

This coltusion, this ryth, that Cher or Goldie or Faye
Dunaway, unaltered, is what 50-something fooks like
today has altered my face, however—without benefit of
surgery. By comparison with theirs, it has become much.
older than it is,

My expression now appears more serious, too (just
what a ferninist needs), thanks to the widespread use of
Botox. “It’s now rare in certain social circles to see a
womap. over the age of 35 with the ability to lock
angry,” a New York Times reporter observed recently.
That has frustrated some film directors, like Baz
Luhrmann, whko directed Mowlin Rouge “Their faces
can’t really move propery” Luhmnann complained.
Last week I saw a sign in the beauty parlor where I get
my hair eut. “Botox Party! Sign Up!” So my 56-year-old
forehead wili now be judged against my neighbor’s, not
just Goldie’s, Cher’s, and Faye’s. On television, a com-
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Cher during a video shoot in 2002

mercial describes the product (which really is a toxin, a
dilution of botulism) as “Botox cosmetic.” No different
from mascara and blush, it’s just stuck in with a needle,
and it makes your forehead numb.

To add insuit to injury, the rthetoric of feminism has
been adopted to help advance and justify the ndustries
in anti-aging and body-alteration. Face-lifts, implants,
and Lposuction are advettised as empowerment, “tak-
ing charge” of one’s life. “I'm dofng it for me” goes the
mantra of the talk shows. “Defy your age!” says Mel-
anie Griffith, for Revlon. We're making a revolution,
girls. Step right up and get your injections.

Am I immune? Of course not. My bathroom shelves
are cluttered with the ridiculously expensive age-defy-
ing lotions and potions that beckon to me at the
Lancéme and Dior counters. I want may lines, bags, and
sags to disappear, and so do the women who can only
afford to buy their alphahydroxies at Kmart. There’s a
Limit, though, to what fruit acids can do. As surgeons de-
velop ever more extensive and fine-tuned procedures to
cormect gravity and erase history from the faces of their
patients, the -difference between the cosmetically al-
tered and the rest of us grows more and more dramatic,
_ “The rest of us” inchides not only those who resist or
are afraid of surgery but the many people who cannot

. afford basic health care, let alone aesthetic tinkering. As

celebrity faces become increasingly more surreal in
their wide-eyed, ever-bright agelessness, as Time and
Newsweek (and Discover and Psydwlogy Today) pro-
claim that we can now all “stay younyg forever,” the poor
contimze to sag and wrinkle and lose their teeth, But in
the empire of imsages, where even people in the news
for stock scandals or producing septuplets are given in-
stant digital dental work for magazine covers, that is a
well-guarded secret. The celebrity testimonials, the ad-
vertisements, the beauty columns, all participate in the
fiction. that the required time, money, and technologies
are available to all

T've been lecturing about media inrages, eating prob-
lemms, and our culture of body “enhancement™ for nearly
20 years now. Undergraduates frequently make up a
large share of my audjences, and they are the ones

mostly likely to “get it.” My generation (and older) still
refers to “air brushing” Many still believe it is possible to
“just-tarn. off the television.” They are scornful, disdain-

ful, sure of their own, immunity to the worid I talk about.
No one really believes the ads, do they? Don’t we all
know those are just images, designed to sell products?
Scholars in the audience may trot out theory about cul-
tural resistance and “agency.” Men may insist that they
tove fleshy women.

Fifteen years ago, I felt very alone when my own gen-
eration said these things; it seemed that they were imng
in a different world from the one I was tracking and
that there was Little hope of bridging the gap. Now, I
stmply catch the eyes of the 20-year-olds in the audi-
ence. They imow. They understand that you can be as
cynjcal as you want about the ads—and many of them
are—and still feel powerless to resist their messages.
They are aware that virtually every advertisement,
every magazine cover, has been digitally modified and
that very Lttle of what they see is “real.” That doesn’t
stop them from hating their own bodies for failing to live
up to computer-generated standards. They know, no
matter what their parents, teachers, and clergy are telling
them, that “inmer beauty” is a big laugh in this culture. If
they comoe from communities that traditionally have cel-
ebrated voluptuous bodies and within which food repre-
sents love, safety, and home, they may feel isolation and
guilt over the widening gap between the values they've
grown up with and those tugging at them now.

N THE WORLD in which our children are growing
up, there is a size zero, and it’s a status symbol.
The chronie dieters have been at it since they
were 8 and 9 years old. They know all about eat-
ing disorders; being preached to about the dan-
gers tutng them right off Their world is one in which
anorexics swap starvation-diet tips on the Internet, par-
umpate in group fasts, offer advice or how to hide your

“ana” from family members, and share inspirational
photos of emaciated models. But full-blown anorexia
has never been the norm among teenage girls; the real
epidemic is among the girls with seemingly healthy eat-
ing habits, scemingly healthy bodies, who vomit or work
their butts off s a regular form of anti-fat maintenance.
These gizls not only Jook “normal” but consider them-
selves normal The new criterion circulating among
teenage gidls: If you get rid of it through exercise rather
than purging or laxatives, you don't have a problem.
Theirs is a world in. which groups of dorm: girls will plow
voraciously through pizzas, chewing and then spitting
out each mouthful. Do they have a disorder? Of course
not—look, they're eating pizza.

Generations raised in the empire of images are both
vilnerable and savvy. They snort when magazines peri-
odically proclaim (about once every six months, the
same frequency with which they nun cover stories about
“starving stars”) that in the “new” Hollywood one can
be “sexy at amy size.” They are literati, coneoisseurs of
the images; they pay close attention to the pounds com-
ing and going—on J. Lo, Reese, Thora, Christina Aguil-
era, Beyoncé, They know that Kate Winslet, whom the
director James Cameron called “Kate Weighs-a-lot” on
the set of Titartic, was described by the tabloids as “pack-
ing on,” “ballooning to,” “swelling to,” “shooting up
10,” “tipping the scales at” a “walloping,” “staggering”
weight—of 135 pounds. That slender Courtney Thome-
Smith, who played Calista Flockbart’s friend and rival
on Ally McBeal, quit the show because she could no
fonger keep up with the pressure to remain as thin as
the series’s creator, David E. Kelley, wanted them to be.
That Missy Elliot and Queen Latifah are not on diets
just for reasons of health. '

1 tzack the culture of young girls today with particnlar
Continued on Following Page
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The difference between

the cosmetically altered

and the rest of us is growing
more and more dramatic.

For its February 2003 cover, British GQ
digitally altered a photograph of actress
Kate Winslet to make her appear thinner.
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concern, because I'm a mother now. My 4-year-oid
daughter is a superb athlete with supreme confidence in
her body, who prides herself on being able to do any-
thing the boys can do—and better. When I see young
gitls being diminished anrd harassed by the culture it
feels even more personal to me now. I'm grateful that
there’s 2 new generation of female athletes to inspire
and support girls ke my daughter, Cassie. That our
icons are no longer just tiny gyrmasts, but powerful soc-
cer, softball, and tennis players, broad-shouldered track
stars—iia Elama, Sarah Walden, Serena Williams, Mat-
ion Jones. During a recent visit to a high school, I saw
how the eyes of a 14-year-old athlete shone as she
talked about what Marion Jones means to her,
and that fills me with hope.

Bat then, I accidentally tune in to the Maury
Povich show, and my heart is tom in two, The
topic of the day is “back-togirl” makeovers. One
by ome, five beautiful 12-, 15-, and I4-vear-old
“tomboys” (as Mauty called thern) are “brought
back to their feminmize side” (Mawry agaim)
through a fashion makeover. We first see them in
sweatshirts and caps, insisting that they are as
strong as any boy, that they want to dress for
comfort, that they’re tired of being badgered to look
like girls Why, then, are they submitting to this one-
tinee, on-air transformation? To please their moms. And
indeed, as each one is brought back on stage, in full
makeup and glasour outfit, hair swinging (and, in the
case of the black girls, straightened), striking vampy su-
permodel “power” poses, their mothers sob as if they
had just learned their daughters’ cancers were in remis-
sion. The moms are 5o overwhelmed they don’t need
more, but Maury is clearly bent on complete conver-
sion: “Do you know how pretty you are?” “Look how
gorgeous you look!” “Are you golng to dress like this
more often?” Most of the girls, unsurprisingly, say yes.
It’s been a frontal assault, there’s no room for escape.

As jaded as I am, this Maury show really got to me. I
wanted to fold each girl in my arms and get her out of
there. Of course, what I really fear is that I won’t be able
to protect Cassie from the same assault. It's happening
already. I watch public-television kids’ shows with her
and can rarely find faolt with the gender-neutral world
they portray. We go to Disney movies and see resource-
ful, spirited hercines. Some of them, like the Hawatian
ginls in Lilo and Stitch, even have thick legs and solid
bodies. But then, on the way home from the movies, we
stop at McDonald’s for 2 Happy Meal, and, despite the
fact that Cassie insists she’s a boy and wants the boy’s
toy—a hot-wheels car—she is given 2 box containing a
mini-Barbie. Hlustrating the box is Barbie's room, and
my daughier is given the challenging task of finding all
the matching paixs of shoss on the floor.

Later that day, I open a Pottery Bam catalog, brows-
ing for ideas for Cassie’s room. The designated boy’s
room is in primary colors, the bedspread dotted with
balls, bats, catching mitts. The caption reads: “I play so
roany sports that it’s hazd to pick my favorites” Sounds
like my daughter. On the opposite page, the girls’ room
is pictured, a pastel planetary design. The caption reads:
“I ike stars because they are shiny” That, too, sounds
Like my danghter. But Pottery Barn doesn’t think a child
can inhabit both worlds. X its catalogs were as segregat-
ed and stereotyped racially as they are by gender, peo-
ple would boycott.

I rent a video—Jimmy Neutron, Boy Genius—ifor
Cassie. It’s marketed as a kids’ movie, 2nd the movie is
OK for the most part. But then we get to the music
video that follows the movie, usaccompanied by any
warnings., A group Ive never heard of sings a song
called “Kids in America”™ Two of the girls are 13, two
are 15, and one is 16—their ages are embiazoned across
the screen as each makes her appearance. They are in
full vixen attire, with professionally undulating bodies
and professionally made-up, come-hither eyes.

Wiy are we told their ages, I wonder? Are we sup-
posed to be amazed at the illusion of womanhood cre-
ated by their performance? Or is their youth supposed
to make it afl right to show this to little ids, a way of

saying, “It's only make-believe, only a dress-up game™?
Tt wasn’t so long age that people were outraged by news
clips ‘of JonBenet Ramsey performing in children’s
beauty pageants. In 2002, toddler versions of Brimey
Spears were walking the streets on Halloween might
Can it reafly be that we now think dressing cur dangh-
ters up like tiny prostitutes is cute? That’s what the psy-
chologist Sharon Lamb, author of The Secret Lives of
Girls, thinks. She advises mothers to chill out if their 9-
year-old girls “play lovely Lttle gares in high beels, strip
teasing, flouncing, and jutting their chests out,” to relax
if their 11-yearolds go out with “thick blue eye shadow,
spaghetti straps and bra straps intertwined, long and
legey with short black dresses” They are “silly and
adorable, sexy and marvelous all at once,” she tells us, as
they “celebrate their objectification,” “playing out male
fantasies . . . but without risk.”

Without risk? I have nothing against girls playing
dress-up. But flouncing is one thing; strip teasing is an~
other. Thick blue eye shadow in mommy’s bathroom is
fine; an 11-year-0ld’s night on the town is not. Reading
those words “without risk,” I want to remind Sharon
Lamb that 22 to 29 percent of all rapes against girls
occur when they are 11 and younger, We might like to
think that those rapes are the work of deranged mad-
men, 50 disconnected from reality as to be oblivious to
the culture around them. Or that all we need to do to
protect our danghters is simply teach them not to take
candy from or go into cars with strangers. The reality,
however, is that young girls are much more likely to be
raped by friends and family members than by strangers
and that very few men, whether strangers or acquain-
tances, are unaffected by 2 visual culture of nymphets
prancing before their eyes, exuding a sexual knowledge
and experience that preteens don’t rezlly have, Femi-
nists used to call this “rape culture.” We never hear that
phrase anymere.

% TILL, PROGRESSIVE FORCES are not cntirely asleep
in the empire of images. I think of YM teen
magazine, for example. After conducting a sur-
J vey that revealed that 86 percent of its young
readers were dissatisfied with the way their
bodles looked, YM openly declared war on cating dis-
orders and body-image problents, instituting an editori-
al policy against the publishing of diet pieces and delib-
erately seeldng out full-size models—without identify-
ing them as such—for all its fashion spreads. A colleague
suggested that this resistance to the hegemony of the
fat-free body may have something to do with the fact
that the editors are young enough to have studied femi-
nism and cultural studies while they got their B.A% in
English and jowrnalism.

Most progressive developments in the media, of
course, are driven by market considerations rather than
social conscience. So, for example, the fact that 49 mii-
lion women are size 12 or more is clearly the motive be-
hind new, flesh-rormalizing campaigns created by *Just
My Size” and Lane Bryant Ad campaigns for these
lines of clothing proudly show off zaftig bodies in sexy
underwear and, unlike older marketing to “pius size”
women, refuse to use that term, msisting, (accurately)
that what bas been called plus size is in fact average. It's
a great strategy for making profits, but a species of re-
sistance nonetheless. “I won't allow myself to be invisi-
ble anymore,” these ads proclaim, on our behalf “But I
won’t be made visible as a cultural oddity or 2 joke, ei-
ther, because I'm not. P'm the nomo.”

The amorality of consumer capitalism, in its restless
search for new markets and new ways to generate and
feed desire, has also created a world of racial represen-
tations that are far more diverse now than when I wrote
Unbearable Weight. This is another issue that has ac-
quired special meaning for me, because ray daughter is
biracial, and I am acutely aware of the world that she
sees and what it is telling ber about herself Ieafing
through current magaznes, noting the variety of skin
tones, noses, mouths depicted there, I'm glad, for the
monaent, that Cassie is growing up today rather than in
the *70s, when Cheryl Tiegs ruled. It’s always possible, of
course, to find things that are still “wrong™ with these
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representations; racist codes and aesthetics die hard.

The Jezebels and geishas are still with vs; and, although
black mate models and toddlers are allowed to have
Jocks and “naturals,” straight hair—straighter nowadays
than I ever thought it was possible for anyone’s hair to
be—seems almost mandatory for young black women.

It’s easy, too, to be cynical. Today’s fashionable diver-
sity is brought to us, after all, by the same people who
brought us the hegemony of the blue-gyed blonde and
who've made wrinkles and cellulite into diseases. It's
easy to dismiss fashion’s current love affair with full lips
and biracial children as a shameless attempt to exploit
ethnic markets while providing etbnic chic for white
beauty tourists. Having 2 child, however, kas given me
another perspective, as I try to imagine how the models
look through her eyes. Cassic knows nothing about the
motives of the people who've produced the images. At
her age, she can only take them at face value. And at
face vaiue, they present a world that inclndes and cele-
brates her, as the world that I grew up in did not include
and celebrate me. For all my anger, cymicism, and frus-
tration with our empire of images, I cannot elp but be
gratefel for that.

And sometimes, surveying the plastic, digitalized
world of bodies that are the norm now, I am convinced
that our present state of enchantment is just 2 moment
away from revalsion, or perhaps simply boredom. I see
a 20-something woman dancing at a local outdoor
swing party, her turomy softly protruding over the thick
leather beit of her low-rider jeans. Not taut, not toned,
not artfully camouflaged like some unsightly deformity,
but proudly, sensuously displayed, reminding me of
Madonna in the days before she became the sinewy
dominatrix. Is it possible that we are beginning to rebel
against the manufactured look of celebrity bodies, be-
ginming to be repelled by their armored perfection?

Such hopeful moments, I have to admit, are flecting,

Usually, I feel horrified. X am sharply aware that ex-
pressing my horror openly nowadays imvites being
thought of as a preachy prude, a relic of an outmoded
feminism. At talks to young audiences, I try to lighten
my touch, celebrate the positive, make sure that my crit-
icisms of our culture are not confused with being anti-

- beauty, anti-fitness, or anti-sex. But I also know that

when parents and teachers become fully one with the
culture, children are abandoned to it. I don’t tell them to
love their bodies or turn off the television—useless ad-
monitions today, and cnes I cannot obey myself—but I
do try to distupt, if only temporarily, their everyday im-
meersion in the culture, For just an hour or so, I won't let
it pass itself off simply as “normaley”

- The lights go down, the slides go up. For just a

meoment, we confront how bizarre, how impossi-
ble, how contradictory the images are. We laugh
together over Oprah’s head digitally grafted to
another women's body, at the ad for breast im-~
plants in which the breasts stick straight up ie the
air. We gasp together as the before and after
photos of Jennifer Lopez are placed side by side.
We cheer for Marion Jones’s shoulders, boo the
fact that WNBA Barbic is just the same old Bar-
bie, but with 2 basketball in her hard, For just a
monent, we are in charge of the impact the faked im-
ages of “perfect” bodies have on us. '

We look at them together and share-—just for a mo-
ment—ottrage.

Susan Borde is a professor of English and women’s
studies at the University of Kentucky. This article is ex-
cerpted from her new preface to the 10th-anniversary
edition, of her book Unbearable Weight: Ferninism, West-
em Culture, and the Body, o be published next month
by the University of Californiz Press. Copyright © 2004
by the Regents of the University of California.

Twenty-year-olds know,

no matter what others are telling
them, that “nner beauty’

is a big laugh in this culture.

Groundbreaking New Titles

HITLER'S SCIENTISTS

Science, War, and the Devil’s Pact

JOHN CORNWELL

The author of Hider’s Pope now offers an
in-depth account of how Germany squan-
dered its four-decade-long pre-eminence
in science in the service of 2 bmutal, racist,
xenophobic ideclogy—tamting every aspect
of Germany’s scientific culture. “Wide-rang-
ing and accessible...evokes the moral difem-
mas of the period very effectively...disturb-
ing and important.” —The Economist.

Viking S60pp.  0.670-03075%  $20.95

KANSAS CHARLEY
The Story of a igth-Century Boy Murderer
JOAN JACOBS BRUMBERG

“Proves once again that no contemporary
scholar writes about the history of adoles-
cence in America with more insight, more
skill, or more clarity than Brumberg>
—Launrence Stetnberg, Terple Univ.

Viling 283pp.  O-670-03228-X 32495

SWANN'S WAY THE BOUNTY
Mareel Proust The True Story of the
Newly Translated with an Introduction futiny on the Bounty
and Notes by Lydia Davis “Stirr?:: ’;M- Th DI\E?ew York Times Book
5 2 o e L 1TE 30
UNSETTLED e e e Review. “Dostined to becomme the definitve
An Anthropology of the Jews artwork to new audiences throughout the ¢nthralling history of a great seafaring

MELVIN KONNER, Ph.D.

“Remarkable....It is certainly the best one-
volume overview of Jewish history and iden-
tity availzble today”—Sander L. Gilman,
Director of the Program in Jewish Studies
at the University of Mllinois-Chicago. “A
poignant and highly accessible account of an
ongoing story that transcends alf telling ™~
Haroeld Bloom.

VikingCompass  528pp,  O-670.03244-1  $29.95

SEA OF GLORY

America’s Voyage of Discovery,

The U.5. Exploring Expedition, 1858—1842
NATHANIEL PHILBRICK

The National Book Award-winning aathor
of In the Heart of the Sea reclaims an
American epic. “A treasure of a book—a
spacious sea story, first-rate history”—
David McCullongh,

Viking 480pp.  0-670-03231-X  $2795

English-speaking world>—Malcolm Bowie.
“Davis’s fine translation [conveys] his rich
lyricism in dignified Literary English”—

adventure...Alexander’s reconstruction of
the mutiny and its aftermath is almost
as remarkable as Bligh's feat”—Publishers

Robert Alter, The Times Literary Supplement. W‘?"MY- e
Viking 96pp  0EN-05265X  f2yes  vidng Si2pp. 0-670-03133.X  §27.95
GREAT FORTUNE HER HUSBAND

: chefe Hughes and Piath: A Marriage
;g;fﬂpf%ﬁmnrz'r fler Center DIANE MIDDLEEROOK

“A. wonderful book by a supremely gifted
writer. In Olent’s funny, ironic, and rivet-
ing style, the story of the building of one of
the greatest works of architecture in the
greatest city on earth comes elegantly and
often movingly alive—Ken Burns

Viking S44pp.  0-670-031690 2095

...from Viking

“Cannot help but fascinate, providing
new tidbits of information and insight to
anyone who has followed the melodrama
of the posts’ relationship and the scholarly
deconstruction of their art and their Lives”
~wThe New York Times.

Viking 384pp.  0-670-03187-9 52595
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