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Behind
Phnom Penh’s 

Buildings

For the third consecutive year, Tilman 
Baumgaertel’s journalism class at 
the Royal University of Phnom Penh 
(RUPP) has produced a magazine cov-

ering an aspect of Cambodian modern culture.
In 2010, his students focused on the coun-

try’s cinema industry during the 1960s, and last 
year they looked at popular music and singing 
legends. This time, their publication presents 
an overview of architectural periods and con-
trasting styles in today’s Phnom Penh. 

Entitled Sthapatyakam, The Architecture 
of Cambodia, the 32-page magazine will be 
launched on Tuesday evening at Meta House by 
Mr. Baumgaertel and his class of students who 
just completed their second year at RUPP’s De-
partment of Media and Communication. 

The publication starts with a brief history of 
Phnom Penh’s architecture prior to 1863 until 
today and comes with a warning that the pub-
lication is a student project and, therefore, not 
guaranteed as error free.

That said, Mr. Baumgaertel and his students 
have put together a fascinating overview of the 
city’s building styles richly illustrated with pho-
tos that were taken mostly by the students.

The magazine reflects the fact that its authors 
are in their teens or 20s and are very much an-
chored in the 21th century.   

For example, a story on whether to preserve 

buildings from the French Protectorate era—
mainly built between the late 19th century and 
World War II—focuses on the cost that saving 
those buildings represent when they stand on 
prime land. Yam Sokly, an architect with the 
Heritage Mission project funded by France, 
comments in the story that some Cambodi-
ans don’t feel bound to preserve those build-
ings since “It is not a ‘Khmer’ achievement to 
them,” which raises the whole issue of whether 
a country should erase chapters of its history or 
rather embrace its legacy.

One other reality of Phnom Penh’s addressed 
in the magazine is evictions. 

Looking at the city as it stands today, one sto-
ry describes how families looking for shelter 
made a home in the old church of the Sisters of 
Providence, and how the One Hundred Houses 
built by famed architect Vann Molyvann in the 
1960s are designed so as to allow air flow, mak-
ing fans or air conditioning unnecessary.

The issue of designing buildings with natu-
ral light and air circulation to save on the cost 
of electricity is also brought up by architecture 
students interviewed in a story on contempo-
rary architecture.

About half the magazine consists of mini pro-
files with photos on some of Phnom Penh’s 
most prominent buildings that reflect its archi-
tectural history and development, providing a 

perspective on how the city is being shaped.
Buildings featured range from traditional 

houses on stilts and the Angkorian monument 
Phnom Da on the outskirts of the city, to the 
1920s Phnom Penh Train Station, the 1960s-
era Olympic Stadium, the Peace Palace built as 
the office of Prime Minister Hun Sen, and the 
Vattanac Capital Tower, which, once completed, 
will be the city’s tallest building at 39 stories.

As well as having to do without the special-
ized camera equipment needed to shoot build-
ings, students also met with difficulties locating 
books and documents on Cambodian architec-
ture past and present, said Len Leng, one of the 
students on the project.

Although there are a few works such as 
“Building Cambodia: ‘New Khmer Architec-
ture’ 1953-1970” written by architect and urban 
planner Helen Grant Ross and art historian Dar-
ryl Collins, students found little material on the 
country’s architecture throughout history, she 
said, forcing students to conduct much more 
field research than they had first anticipated. 

As they studied architectural features, some 
of the buildings, such as the remaining French 
colonial buildings around Phnom Penh, were a 
revelation to the students. “We fell in love with 
buildings,” Ms. Leng said. 

Mr. Baumgaertel, who taught at the Royal 
University of Phnom Penh for three years as 
part of the German Academic Exchange Ser-
vice, is leaving Cambodia this month to teach 
journalism in Berlin. 

Cambodian journalism students take an in-depth look at the structures that comprise the capital city

Rithy Lomor Pich
Left, the National Museum built by the French with Khmer architectural features in the 1910s. Above, the Royal University of Phnom Penh, campus II, erected between 
1989 and 1991.

By Michelle Vachon  the cambodia daily
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The search for the arcane, theoreti-
cal particle known as the Higgs bo-
son has drawn on the world’s largest 
scientific instruments and occupied 

thousands of researchers over more than two 
decades. The discovery—or probable discov-
ery—at Cern, the particle physics lab near Ge-
neva, will go down as a triumph of science, en-
gineering and collective hard graft. Now the real 
work begins.

Months and years of analysis lie ahead to con-
firm that the particle is the elusive Higgs boson. 
If so, physicists want to know whether it is the 
simplest kind of particle put forward in physi-
cists’ theories, or something more unusual—
and more exciting.

“It’s clear there’s a great deal more to be 
done experimentally, even after they announce 
a discovery,” says Steven Weinberg, a profes-
sor of physics at the University of Texas at Aus-
tin, who won the Nobel prize in 1979 for work 
that used the math behind the Higgs theory to 
show how two forces of nature, the electromag-
netic force that carries light, and the weak force, 
which drives some kinds of radioactive decay, 
were one in the early universe.

The Higgs boson appears in a theory first 
fleshed out in 1964 by Peter Higgs at Edinburgh 
University and five other physicists. Finding 
the particle proves there is an energy field that 
fills the vacuum of the observable universe. It 

plays the crucial role of giving mass to certain 
subatomic particles that are the building blocks 
of matter.

The Higgs field is thought to have switched 
on a trillionth of a second after the big bang that 
blasted the universe into existence. Without it, 
or something to do its job, the structure of the 
cosmos would be radically different than it is 
today.

The tough job ahead is working out whether 
the Higgs particle is the simple, singular parti-
cle that underpins what physicists call the Stan-
dard Model—a set of equations that describe 
how all the known particles behave—or some-
thing more complex.

One possibility is that the particle they have 
found is one of a larger family of Higgs particles. 
To find out, they must study in exquisite de-
tail how the particle is made in the Large Had-
ron Collider and how it disintegrates into other, 
more familiar particles as soon as it is created. 
“It will take a lot of time. I don’t mean decades, 
but perhaps years, to verify all the predictions 
of the Standard Model about how the particle is 
produced and how it decays,” says Weinberg.

The race to discover the Higgs particle has 
played out on both sides of the Atlantic. In the 
U.S., the government-owned Fermilab near 
Chicago used the giant Tevatron collider to look 
for the particle. In Europe, Cern began the hunt 
in earnest in the 1990s with a predecessor to 
the LHC. The rivalry has been intense, and for 
the best part, friendly. On Monday, scientists at 
the Tevatron, which was shut down by the U.S. 

government last year, fired a parting shot, re-
leasing a fresh analysis that showed their stron-
gest evidence yet for the Higgs boson. Some 
scientists saw the move as a spoiler for Cern’s 
announcement. “The timing of the Fermilab an-
nouncement was below the belt,” says Philip 
Anderson, a physics Nobel laureate at Prince-
ton University.

The race at Cern now is to collect as much in-
formation about the particle as possible before 
the LHC closes down for about two years at the 
end of 2012, when engineers are due to carry 
out repairs to enable the machine to run at its 
full design energy. Following a helium gas ex-
plosion that wrecked part of the collider in 2008, 
the machine was restricted to running at half 
energy until the Higgs boson was discovered or 
comfortably ruled out.

“Seeing something new is really the begin-
ning of this long journey to understand what on 
Earth it is that you have seen,” says Tara Shears, 
a physicist at Liverpool University who works 
on the LHCb detector at Cern. “It’s like turn-
ing up to a railway station to pick someone up 
who you’ve never met before. You arrive at the 
station, the train comes in, and there’s some-
one standing on the platform. You’re guessing 
it’s them, but you’re not going to know until you 
walk up and check who they are.”

Much is riding on what Cern finds, or fails to 
find. Some physicists fear the laboratory might 
discover only the simplest form of Higgs parti-
cle and nothing more exotic. That would plug a 
hole in the Standard Model, but give scientists 
no leads to help them understand other press-
ing mysteries in nature. What is the invisible 
dark matter that clings to galaxies and makes 
up a quarter of the mass of the cosmos? What 
is dark energy, thought to drive the expansion 
of the universe? Why are we made of matter in-
stead of antimatter? Why is gravity so weak? 
The Standard Model has nothing to say on these 
questions. Physicists have no answers.

“I had a nightmare which is that Cern would 
discover the Higgs boson and then nothing else. 
Discovering the Higgs particle, gratifying as it 
is, does not provide a clue to how to go beyond 
the Standard Model,” says Weinberg. Despite 
intense efforts, the LHC has not found anything 
unexpected so far. “I find it a very depressing 
prospect, the possibility that this may be the 
last great discovery for many decades,” Wein-
berg added.

Frank Wilczek, a professor at the Massachu-
setts Institute of Technology who won the No-
bel prize for physics in 2004, is more upbeat 
about Cern’s prospects. “So far, this all fits with 
the very minimal, economical version of the 
Standard Model, there’s no sign of anything fan-
cy. But there’s plenty of room for it, it’s unex-
plored territory.”

Stefan Soldner-Rembold of the University of 
Manchester and Andy Parker of Cambridge Uni-
versity answer questions on the Higgs Boson.

What is the higgs boson?
Most people imagine particles of matter to be 

like little billiard balls, which are stuck together 
in some way to make the solid objects which we 
see around us. We naturally expect the billiard 
balls to have some substance in their own right, 
making them, and everything which they form, 
massive. However, in modern quantum theories, 
matter is nothing like this. All the particles would, 
if left to themselves, have no mass at all, and fly 
around at the speed of light. There would be no 
atoms or people to study them.

The Higgs field is the proposed answer to 
this mismatch between our equations and what 
we see. The Higgs field fills all of space, and 
as the particles try to move through it, their in-
teractions with it cause them to appear to have 
mass. This slows them down and allows them 
to bind together into the familiar forms of mat-
ter which we observe. This is a completely dif-
ferent picture of nature than the one we instinc-
tively imagine—instead of matter having its own 
intrinsic properties, and moving about in emp-
ty space, many of the properties of matter are 
actually only due to its interactions with an in-

visible, all-pervasive field. The properties of 
“empty” space are crucial to the physicist’s un-
derstanding of the world.

The Higgs boson itself is a vibration in the 
Higgs field, which can be created if enough en-
ergy is put into the field, like dropping a pebble 
into a pond. The LHC is the world’s highest en-
ergy particle collider, and the collisions it makes 
create enough disturbance in the Higgs field to 
observe the Higgs boson, if it exists.

Why does it matter?
The Higgs boson matters because it tell us 

about ‘matter.’ This is curiosity-driven research 
and addresses basic questions about the evolu-
tion of the universe.

In addition, this curiosity-driven research also 
leads to many important applications. It was ex-
citing to see how today’s seminar at Cern was 
broadcast via the world wide web to all conti-
nents, using the technology pioneered at Cern. 
Particle accelerators have many applications in 
material science and medicine.

The Higgs discovery pushes the boundary of 
modern physics and it will take a while to un-
derstand what lies beyond the door we have 
opened today. No doubt there will be many 
more exciting discoveries coming out of Cern 
and the LHC in the next decade.

By Ian Sample  the guardian

Higgs Boson Discovery: 
Now the Real Work Begins

Scientists are confident they have found the ‘God particle,’ but years of analysis lie ahead

A family of Higgs particles is predicted by 
many versions of a theory called supersym-
metry, which says that all the known kinds of 
particles in nature have heavy, invisible twins 
that have yet to be discovered. So far at the 
LHC, there is no sign of supersymmetric par-
ticles, which have names such as “squarks” and 
“stops” and “gluinos.” One of the great attrac-
tions of supersymmetry is that it shows how 
three of the four forces of nature were one in the 
early universe and separated later, leaving only 
gravity unaccounted for. Some particles predict-
ed by supersymmetry are prime candidates to 
make up dark matter.

The Large Hadron Collider was never just 
a Higgs-hunting machine. Other research pro-
grams hope to understand dark matter, dark en-
ergy, antimatter, and look for extra dimensions 
for space. Hidden extra dimensions are woven 
into string theory, an ambitious area of physics 
that describes particles as tiny vibrating threads 
of energy.

“There’s so much other stuff we really don’t 
understand at all, and in that respect, the LHC 
is just at the beginning of trying to understand 
what we don’t know in the universe,” said 
Shears. “If the LHC can give us insight into 
some of these other areas, which will stretch 
our understanding out far beyond what we know 
already. And that, ultimately, is what we want to 
do. We built the LHC to go out there and under-
stand as much of the universe as we can.”

Higgs Boson: Ask the Professors

Reuters
British physicist Peter Higgs, right, talks with Belgium physicist Francois Englert,left, and Cern director general Rolf Heuer after a news conference update in the search for 
the Higgs boson at the European Organization for Nuclear Research in Meyrin near Geneva on July 4.

Visual Flux/Creative Commons
An artists rendering of a particle collision inside the Large Hadron Collider.
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A s mission statements go, it takes 
some beating. Scrawled on a white-
board are the words: “We will change 
how the Earth looks from space!” It 

surpasses “Don’t be evil” (the motto of Google, 
just down the road), and in terms of hubris it 
trumps even that of Facebook (also just round 
the corner): “Move fast and break things!”

In this anonymous laboratory on a low-rise 
industrial estate in Menlo Park, 40 kilometers 
south of San Francisco, there is a whiff of rev-
olution in the air. There is a whiff of madness, 
too, but after a few hours in the company of the 
man leading this intriguing Silicon Valley start-
up, one begins to wonder if it is the rest of the 
world that is insane.

Professor Patrick Brown could easily be taken 
for a deranged visionary. He is intense, driven 
and unfazed by critics and rivals. This 57-year-
old ultra-lean, sandal-wearing, marathon-run-
ning vegan wants to stop the world eating meat. 
Not through persuasion or coercion, but by of-
fering us carnivores something better for the 
same price or less.

The fake meat business has been around for 
decades, of course, but it has never really tak-
en off. That is because the products out there, 
usually based on some sort of reconstituted soy 
or fungal gloop, taste as disgusting as they look. 
They are usually expensive as well.

But the meat-fakers say they are on the verge 
of a breakthrough, that there is a real possibility 
that a new era of fake meat—nutritious, cheap 
and indistinguishable from the real thing, made 
either of synthesized animal tissue or derived 
from plant material—may be upon us.

Brown, a specialist in the genetics of cancer, 
is a tenured Stanford University molecular biol-
ogist, a member of the National Academy and 
the founder of a non-profit academic publish-
er. For two years, he has been working on cre-
ating synthesized meat and dairy products. “I 
have zero interest in making a new food just 
for vegans,” Brown says. “I am making a food 
for people who are comfortable eating meat and 
who want to continue eating meat. I want to re-
duce the human footprint on this planet by 50 
percent.”

What Brown is talking about is a revolution 
that will remake our relationship with our plan-
et, and with our fellow animals.

Eating meat is bad for the environment, of 
that there is no doubt. And the moral arguments 
against killing animals are compelling. Humans 

currently slaughter about 1,600 mammals and 
birds every second for food—that is half a tril-
lion lives a year, plus trillions more fish, crusta-
ceans and mollusks. The total biomass of all the 
world’s livestock is almost exactly twice that of 
humanity itself. And while crops that feed peo-
ple cover just 4 percent of the Earth’s usable 
surface (land that is not covered by ice or water, 
or is bare rock), animal pastureland accounts 
for a full 30 percent. Our meat, in other words, 
weighs twice as much as we do and takes seven 
times as much land to grow.

And we are going to have to feed a lot more 
people in the coming decades. The world’s pop-
ulation stands at a little over 7 billion; by 2060 
this will have risen to perhaps 9.5 billion, and 
that is a fairly optimistic scenario. Not only are 
there more and more of us, but we are eating 
more and more meat. Demand for it is expected 
to double by 2050. The market in chicken, pig, 
cattle and sheep flesh is worth about $1 trillion 
a year. By mid-century this will more than dou-
ble, perhaps triple at today’s prices, as the cost 
of land rises.

This is bad news for the Earth. Meat pro-
duction accounts for about 5 percent of global 
carbon dioxide emissions, 40 percent of meth-
ane emissions and 40 percent of various nitro-
gen oxides. If meat production doubles, by the 
late 2040s cows, pigs, sheep and chickens will 
be responsible for about half as much climate 
change impact as all the world’s cars, trucks and 
aircraft.

But it is animal suffering that usually turns 
people vegetarian. Meatfarming is, say its crit-
ics, an obsolete technology that produces a nutri-
ent-dense food in just about the most inefficient 
(and cruel) way imaginable. The problem—the 
big problem—is that, when given a choice, most 
of us like to eat meat regardless. It may be inef-
ficient, dirty and cruel, but there is no denying 
that cooked animal flesh tastes good.

The idea of synthetic meat has been around 
for a long time. In 1932, Winston Churchill stat-

ed, “Fifty years hence, we shall escape the ab-
surdity of growing a whole chicken in order to 
eat the breast or wing, by growing these parts 
separately under a suitable medium.” But fake 
meat, aka schmeat or in-vitro meat, is one of 
those ideas that, like lunar colonies, fusion pow-
er and flying cars, has yet to cross the threshold 
between fantasy and reality.

That is because flesh is hard to fake. Meat, 
essentially muscle tissue (unless you’re talking 
about offal), is a complex material. A steak, for 
instance, consists of tens of thousands of mus-
cle fibers, blood vessels, nerves, layers of fat 
and connective tissue, gristle and perhaps bone. 
A slab of sirloin is a chunk of incredibly complex 
machinery, and it is this complexity that is giv-
ing the fakers a headache.

The hundreds of chemicals in meat give it 
its flavor, and its flavor and texture changes de-
pending on how it is cooked. The globular mus-
cle protein myoglobin, for instance, gives raw 
meat its characteristic pink color and oxidizes 
when cooked to become a brownish grey.

Fresh raw meat is almost tasteless. But when 
heated, the myoglobin changes color and a se-
ries of changes, called Maillard reactions, com-
bine amino acids (the building blocks of proteins) 
with sugars to give cooked meat its distinctive, 
tangy flavor. Biting into a chicken thigh involves 
not merely the ingestion of protein (easy to syn-
thesize), but a complex interplay of aromas, tex-
tures and tastes. Synthesizing all this in a lab is 
no easy task.

One approach is to manipulate plant materi-
al to create a meat-facsimile; this is what Brown 
is doing. The trouble is, I am not allowed to tell 
you very much about it. Before being shown 
around his lab, I had to sign non-disclosure 
agreements.

“Look, I don’t want to come across as a jerk,” 
says Brown, a serious man who seems genu-
inely terrified that his project may yet be un-
done, “but I don’t want things appearing in the 
media that will stop this happening.”

When Brown appeared at a major science 
conference in Vancouver, Canada, earlier this 
year, he gave away few details, save to say that 
the meat industry is “a sitting duck.” And he’s 
right. There is seriously big money hovering 
around Sand Hill Foods, the provisional name of 
Brown’s startup.

The other approach is to grow actual meat in 
a factory, animal muscle tissue sans the animal 
itself, and this is being pioneered in Europe.

“What are we going to call it? Well, we 
thought long and hard, and came to the con-
clusion we should simply call it meat,” says Dr. 

Fake Meat
Two scientists on opposite sides of the world both claim to be on the verge of serving up 

the first lab-grown hamburger. The new reality is so close, you can almost taste it.

By Michael Hanlon  the guardian

Mark Post, an affable 54-year-old Dutchman. 
When we meet at the University of Maastricht, 
there is no NDA to sign, no secrecy and a lot of 
self-doubt. Like Brown, Post is motivated by 
concern for the environment, but the two sci-
entists could not be more different. For a start, 
the Dutchman is a meat-loving amateur chef. 
Then there is his admission: “This may not suc-
ceed… My family thinks I am crazy.”

At that Canadian conference, Brown was crit-
ical of Post’s methodology, dismissing it as too 
expensive and complex to work. The two sci-
entists gave a joint presentation, but there was 
clearly no love lost between them. The Dutch-
man concedes his American rival may win the 
race to produce the world’s first viable synthe-
sized meat—but suggests he might have trou-
ble selling his idea.

“He is a genius,” Post tells me, “but he has 
a personality issue. He is very defensive. He 
is much smarter than I am, but he is not going 
to get this across to the public. He needs a P.R. 
adviser.”

Post is following up on about a decade’s worth 
of work to try to culture living muscle tissue. 
Back in the early noughties, NASA sponsored 
a scientist called Morris Benjaminson to see if 
it was possible to grow real meat in a test tube. 
The idea was to find a way to feed astronauts 
on long space flights. Benjaminson got as far as 
growing a small fish fillet. “Did you taste it?” I 
asked him. “No way,” was his not entirely reas-
suring response. The project ground to a halt.

Since then, the baton has been taken up by 
a series of Dutch teams, thanks to a $2.5 mil-
lion grant from the government. The animal 
rights group Peta has offered $1 million to the 
first group that produces a convincing animal-
free burger.

Post’s small team has secured private ven-
ture capital funding as well. He won’t tell me 
who the funder is, save to say “he” isn’t Brit-
ish, that I’ve certainly heard of him and that “he 
does not like to be associated with failure.” At 
the Vancouver conference, Post made headlines 
with his claim that Heston Blumenthal would be 
asked to cook the world’s first synthetic ham-
burger this autumn, at a London hotel.

So how do you grow meat in a vat?
As a recipe, it is unusual, hard to follow and 

at first glance somewhat unappetizing. But if its 
creator is right, in a few decades our descen-
dants will be puzzled—indeed horrified—that 
we ever did it any other way.

First, you take a cow, pig or indeed just about 
any animal. Up to now, this animal will have 
led a charmed life, with a few hectares of graz-
ing at its disposal, the finest winter feed and no 
abuse.

Then you kill it. The creation of in-vitro meat 
does require the slaughter of animals, but the 
point is that, in theory, a single specimen could 
provide the seed material for hundreds of tons 
of meat. Only a tiny fraction of the farm animals 
alive today would be needed to supply the en-
tire human race.

The next stage is to extract a sliver of mus-
cle tissue and transfer this blob of red matter to 
a petri dish. Then you use a mixture of chemis-
try and manual manipulation to tease apart the 
cells on the dish. What you are looking for are 
skeletal muscle satellite cells—stem cells—all-
purpose repair modules that are there to create 
new tissue in case of damage. It is satellite cells 
in your muscles that swing into action should 

you injure yourself in the gym or have a nasty 
fall—dividing, then dividing again in rapid suc-
cession to create new muscle.

When you have a few thousand of these satel-
lite cells, you place them in a warm broth, con-
sisting of a mixture of 100 or so synthetic nu-
trients together with serum extracted from cow 
fetuses. “That will have to change in the final 
product,” Post says (an admission that, in yuck 
terms, “fetal serum” is up there with quivering 
blobs of flesh). Then you wait for nature to take 
its course.

After a few days, your microscopic ball of 
cells has divided into a thin sheet of muscle tis-
sue big enough to cover the bottom of a flask. At 
this stage the dividing cells need to be checked 
for genetic stability. It may be possible to tweak 
the growing tissue to produce, 
say, a surfeit of healthy poly-
unsaturated fatty acids. Fake 
meat could be a health food, 
Post says.

After a week, there are 
enough cells to cover 10 flasks. 
Then, with extreme care, you 
wrap these little slivers of un-
formed muscle around Vel-
cro “anchors” and, in a touch 
of pure Mary Shelley, you 
give them a jolt of electricity. 
“This is very good,” Post says. 
“They actually start to con-
tract spontaneously.”

Currently, this technology can produce small 
strips of muscle, a couple of centimeters long 
and a few millimeters thick. The process is time-
consuming and labor intensive—and harvesting 
enough of these beef mini-fillets to squash into a 
hamburger patty (several hundred will be need-
ed) will cost in the region of $250,000.

It is at this stage that Blumenthal and his 
griddle pan will come in. “Yes, it’s a publicity 
stunt—of course it is,” Post admits. “It’s proof 
of concept, nothing more.” If all goes well, a Fa-
mous Veggie—the identity of whom is unclear, 
but Post perks up when I suggest Gwyneth Pal-
trow—will stand in front of the cameras and 
take a big bite out of the $250,000 beefburger. 
The idea is that, once Post has demonstrated to 
the world that his stem-cell technique works, 
the money will come pouring in.

To make bigger chunks of meat, Post will need 
to make synthetic fat (“actually quite easy”) and 
grow the fillets on some sort of biodegradable 
scaffold, “fed” with nutrients pumped through 
artificial polysaccharide “veins.” Otherwise the 
center of the fillet will become gangrenous and 
die.

Eventually, Post envisages a future where 
huge quantities of high-quality meat are gown 
in vats, incorporating not only muscle fibers but 
layers of real fat and even synthetic bone. “In 25 
years,” he says, “real meat will come in a packet 
labeled, ‘An animal has suffered in the produc-
tion of this product’ and it will carry a big eco 
tax. I think in 50 to 60 years it may be forbidden 
to grow meat from livestock.”

This will happen only if consumers can be 
weaned off the real thing. The yuck factor will 
play a part, but all the evidence is that, as far as 
consumers are concerned, price, taste and safe-
ty—in roughly that order—determine their 
bulk-food purchases. Few people enquire too 
carefully how their regular meat was produced, 
after all. The market for ethically-reared free-

range meat is, in global terms, tiny. In terms of 
yuckiness, real meat is at the top of the scale.

Few outsiders have tasted fake animal prod-
ucts. Back in Menlo Park, Brown lets me try 
one. He is collaborating with a number of well-
known, non-vegetarian chefs to get the taste, 
texture and mouth feel just right. After all, 
Brown has not eaten anything made from an an-
imal for decades.

I am not allowed to say what I tried, nor which 
chef helped create it, and certainly not what it 
tasted like. But I can say this: I would have had 
no idea it wasn’t “real.” Quorn this is not.

In the U.S., half of the total market for meat 
is in processed products—minced and ground 
beef, reconstituted chicken, sausages and so 
on—and the proportion in Europe is only slight-

ly lower. Both Post and Brown 
say that they will start with 
processed “meat” and, as the 
technology matures, work up 
from there to fillets of steak, 
chicken breasts and so on.

What about religious con-
cerns? Could Jews and Mus-
lims eat fake pork and Hin-
dus fake beef? Surprisingly, 
the answer seems to be yes. 
Post has had discussions with 
imams and rabbis, and they 
have said that, as long as there 
are sufficient steps between 

source and product, the “meat” will be kosher 
or halal. “I never expected that,” he says.

This is a disruptive technology—one that 
threatens to overturn a powerful and estab-
lished order. The global meat industry, which is 
populated by some very ruthless people, is go-
ing to fight this hard. “I think the meat indus-
try will be an adversary, and maybe a dangerous 
one,” Post says.

What the meat-fakers have going for them 
is a growing unease surrounding intensive 
livestock farming and the bludgeoning reality, 
which is only just beginning to sink in, that what 
Britain’s chief scientist John Beddington has 
called the perfect storm of population growth, 
climate change and resource shortages is about 
to strike.

In his recent book, “The Better Angels Of 
Our Nature,” the Harvard psychologist Steven 
Pinker predicts that meat-eating may be the fi-
nal frontier in what he calls the “rights revolu-
tion”: the extraordinary decline in human vio-
lence and cruelty seen in the past 300 years.

Pinker argues that the brutal reality of “meat 
hunger” (it is the eating of cooked meat that 
gave humans our huge brains, as cooking un-
leashes a torrent of nutrients otherwise indi-
gestible in the raw form) will mean that the 
“vegetarian revolution” may never arrive.

But if that meat hunger can be sated at a rea-
sonable cost, with something indistinguishable 
from the real deal, then one of the greatest rev-
olutions in human history may be upon us.

If Brown and Post are successful, the global 
meat industry may find itself in the same posi-
tion as the makers of fax machines and typewrit-
ers were a generation ago, rendered obsolete by 
a new and better technology. In which case the 
world really will look different from space. And 
whoever wins the race to produce the first via-
ble alternative for a foodstuff that has been part 
of human life for 200,000 years had better watch 
their backs.

“In 25 years, real meat will 
come in a packet labeled, 

‘An animal has suffered 
in the production of 

this product’.... I think in 
50 to 60 years it may be 
forbidden to grow meat 

from livestock.”Creative Commons
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This is it: The most important week of a 
lifetime for scores of young Chinese and 
their extended families.

On Saturday, the results for China’s annual-
National Higher Education Entrance Exami-
nation—better known as the gaokao—were 
released for students in the nation’s capital of 
Beijing. Grades for over 9 million other test-tak-
ers across the country will follow in the days to 
come, marking the end of a year-long gauntlet 
of non-stop pressure and preparation that has 
become the unique and grueling rite of passage 
for generations of Chinese high-school seniors.

An old colleague of mine, Xue Bai, an analyst 
at the market research firm Iconoculture and 
author of the Offbeat China blog, explained the 
role of gaokao in modern China.

“Nowadays, gaokao has become something 
like Spring Festival”—what Chinese call the 
Lunar New Year. “It’s very much a part of Chi-
nese culture. Every year during those three 
days, traffic is controlled on major roads, all dis-
tractions stop, and the whole society tries to 
make the lives of the test-taking students easi-

er,” she says. “It’s a real national event—gaokao 
is the only thing people are talking about right 
now. But for students, it can be very, very horri-
ble, even a traumatic experience. You have a lot 
of stress, especially if you come from a nobody 
family with no powerful connections or back-
ground. Because if that’s the 
case, your whole life pret-
ty much depends on those 
three days.”

Many of us who took the 
SATs remember them with 
little fondness. Well, the 
SATs are child’s play com-
pared to the gaokao. If the 
SATs are the academic equiv-
alent of, say, a brisk footrace, 
the gaokao is an Iron Man 
triathlon. Across a minefield and through a pira-
nha-infested river that ends in a waterfall. 

Taken across three consecutive days at the 
beginning of June, the gaokao covers three 
mandatory subjects—Chinese, Mathematics, 
and a foreign language, usually English—and 
three other topics drawn from a pool of elec-
tives: Physics, Chemistry and Biology for sci-
ence track students, and History, Geography 

and Political Education for those on the human-
ities track.

Yes, you have to decide what track you’re on 
before taking the gaokao, because its outcome 
will, quite literally, determine your fate: There 
are minimum gaokao levels required to attend 

each of China’s 2000 or so 
colleges, and only about two-
thirds as many available ad-
missions slots as test-takers.

Sliding into the lower third 
of marks means, at a mini-
mum, losing a year and go-
ing through the whole horri-
ble experience of cramming 
all over again. At worst, it 
means dropping the dream of 
college and taking a low-pay-

ing, dead-end manufacturing or service job, or 
turning to a junior college to learn basic voca-
tional skills.

But for those who do well, the gaokao is life-
altering. Being among the 8.5 percent of test-
takers who score high enough to qualify for one 
of China’s yiben, or tier-one universities, means 
reasonable assurance of eventual high-paying 
white-collar employment, thereby securing a 

Are You Smart Enough 
For China’s Toughest Test?

By Jeff Yang  the wall street journal

stable financial future for generations above and 
below alike.

For the less than half a percent that score well 
enough to qualify for “China’s Ivy League,” the 
schools dubbed the “C9”—led by Peking Uni-
versity and Tsinghua University (often called 
the “Harvard” and “Yale” of China, though you 
might just as well say that Harvard and Yale are 
the Beida and Tsinghua of America)—they’re 
virtually guaranteed a prime spot in govern-
ment or a state-owned enterprise upon gradu-
ation. And that, in turn, offers a path not just to 
security, but to real wealth.

All of this means that, for poor households, 
the 30 percent of China’s population living on 
less than $2 a day, the gaokao is like a lottery 
ticket—but one whose rewards come not by 
chance, but through blood, sweat, tears and toil. 
It’s considered China’s great equalizer, as can 
be seen from the motivational slogan posted in 
many high school classrooms: “Without gaokao, 
how can you beat the children of the rich?”

So students study for gaokao their entire se-
nior year, learning nothing new and merely 
cramming on knowledge that’s necessary for 
the test.

“For the whole year, your sole goal, ten hours 
a day, is to prepare for those three days of test-
ing,” says Bai. “You’ll go to class, and your 
teachers will tell you to cross out whole sec-
tions of textbook content because it’s not tested 
in gaokao. You don’t even learn that content. It’s 
not considered important.”

In the weeks leading up to the exam, students 
sometimes go without food or sleep; there are 
frequent reports of students using IVs for nutri-
tion so they don’t have to stop cramming. Any-
thing that might impair performance is simply 
removed from reality: This year, a boy’s par-
ents were in a car accident, killing his mother 
and critically injuring his father—and his rela-
tives and teachers conspired to keep the news 
from him for nearly two weeks, until after he’d 
completed the gaokao. News reports also told 
of a girl in Changsha in Hunan Province, whose 
mother was hit by a car an hour before the test; 
police and witnesses urged her to go to the 
exam, and she ended up not visiting her in the 
hospital until the next day. Both parents, and not 
a few online commentators, thought she did the 
right thing.

But is the gaokao the right thing for China as 
a whole? Ask that question of someone who’s 
been through it, like my friend Bai, and you’ll al-
most inevitably get an ambivalent answer.

“On the one hand, I think gaokao is probably 
responsible for killing 90 percent of the creativ-
ity of China,” says Bai. “For a whole year, and 
really throughout your school career, you are 
thinking of these three days of tests, which are 
basically just about repeating back what you’ve 
learned. Even in the section that has the most 
flexibility, the essay questions, you are expect-
ed to just spit out certain things. The more cre-
ative you are, the worse you’ll do in gaokao.”

The open-ended essay questions are per-
haps the most unique and surreal element of 
gaokao—offering up obscure parables, weird 
news items or extremely general statements of 
fact that students must comment on at length, 
showing both the depth of their classical knowl-
edge and the breadth of their awareness of cur-
rent events. “But everyone ends up talking 
about the same things,” says Bai. “Two months 
ago, there was a taxi driver who saved a life in 

China, which became big national news. And ac-
cording to a teacher who graded the gaokao in 
that province, over 70 percent of the essays stu-
dents submitted this year included that incident 
as an example.”

But as terrible, soul-killing and creativi-
ty-crushing as the gaokao might be, like many 
Chinese, Bai thinks it’s probably the best Chi-
na can do for now. “It still gives less advantaged 
students a chance to have a better future,” she 
says. “No matter how poor you are, how remote 
and rural, you can still take gaokao.”

The problem is that this “great leveler” isn’t 
quite level, as Bai admits: Different provinc-
es take slightly different versions of the test—
and bigger provinces with more colleges have 
lower minimum scores for university admis-
sion. “It is well known that Beijing has an easier 
test than other places, and because there are so 
many schools there, it’s also easier to get into a 
college with a lower score,” says Bai. “So rich 
people from other provinces will buy property 
in Beijing so that their kids can sit gaokao there 
instead of at home.”

The wealthy find other ways of taking advan-
tage of the system as well. China has an elab-
orate system of preferences designed to as-
sist ethnic minorities. A member of a non-Han 
tribe will receive up to 30 “bonus points” on the 
gaokao; in a controversial incident a few years 
ago, the families of 31 students in Chongq-
ing were found to have bribed officials to have 
their ethnic identities re-registered as non-Han 
in order to garner the bonus points for their off-
spring. (Ethnicity isn’t the only means of gain-
ing gaokao preference: By one estimate, there 
are 192 different ways of earning bonus gaokao 
points, including being an orphan with a parent 
who’s a police officer, and having a consistent 
record of paying your taxes on time.)

These loopholes have caused outrage among 
parents who haven’t abused them, but the out-
rage has been levied against those found to be 
juicing the system, not against the system it-
self. Bai says that the general opinion on gaokao 
is either pragmatic or fatalistic, depending on 
your perspective. “People think it is corrupt and 
unfair in a lot of ways, but you could only imag-
ine the scale of corruption if we didn’t have it. It 
would be so much worse,” she says.

It is worth noting that Bai isn’t your typical 
gaokao survivor. She aced the test, scoring in 
the top 20 of all students in Tianjin, a province 
whose population is about one and a half times 
that of New York City. “My score was 630 out of 
a top score of 750,” she says. “I was a humani-
ties track person, and usually over 600 is con-
sidered a very good score for humanities. For 
science track, a good score is over 720—it’s 
much harder to get high marks on humanities 
because so many of the questions are open-end-
ed rather than multiple choice.”

For scoring among the province’s top 50 in 
humanities, Bai was asked to take part in a press 
conference where the golden 100 for the year 
were presented to the local government and 
media. But despite her rockstar score, which 
got her into China’s top school for foreign lan-
guage specialists, Beijing Foreign Studies Uni-
versity, she ended up making a decision shared 
by more and more of her peers—to continue 
her advanced education in the U.S., getting her 
masters in mass communications at the Univer-
sity of Minnesota.

“More and more Chinese students are decid-

ing to skip the gaokao and just take the SATs,” 
she says. “A lot of the top tier high schools in 
bigger cities now have special classes for stu-
dents who’ve decided to apply for U.S. univer-
sities. And those students don’t do the whole 
gaokao prep. Language aside, the SAT is much 
easier. When I prepped for the GRE, I didn’t 
study for the math part at all. In China, the U.S. 
standardized math requirement is junior mid-
dle-school level stuff.”

Which brings up an interesting dichotomy. In 
the U.S., where the No Child Left Behind pol-
icy has made standardized testing a core arti-
cle of faith in assessing student readiness, you 
have more and more parents worried about the 
lack of rigor in our curricula, and fearing the rise 
of China and other nations that excel in inter-
national math-science competitions. Mean-
while, you have an entrenched and growing be-
lief among China’s political and economic elite 
that a Western degree is an essential credential; 
most of the so-called “Party princelings” have 
sent their offspring to Europe and America for 
schooling, including disgraced Party chieftain 
Bo Xilai, himself a graduate of Beida, who chose 
to send his son Bo Guagua to Oxford and than to 
Harvard’s Kennedy School of Government.

Maybe the grass really is always greener on 
the other side of the fence.

Write a brief, 400 word essay on any of 
the following

1. I was helping my family with some 
farming work during a weekend and the 
field was very muddy due to the rains. I was 
carrying a lot of equipment on my shoul-
ders and was afraid of falling over. My 
legs were shaking. My mom spotted it and 
told me to take off my shirt and shoes and 
try again. It was much easier. Eventually I 
brought the stuff to mom and she said, “It’s 
not that you can’t do it—you were too wor-
ried about getting your shirt dirty. By tak-
ing them off, you got rid of the unneces-
sary concerns.”

2. Old Ji is a railway security man and 
he works on a mountain. His job is to ex-
amine the railways to prevent the fallen 
stones and trees from affecting the trains. 
He salutes every time the train passes, and 
the train will honk its horn in return. What 
do these scenes remind of you?

3. Two fish are swimming in a river. The 
older one asks, “How’s the water?” The 
younger one says, “I don’t know if it’s clean 
or cloudy.”

4. Various communications methods 
are being developed: email, SMS, etc. Do 
you think the letter is replaceable?

5. For several months, a sign was left 
on a ladder at a construction spot: “No-
tice: Ladder.” One day, a guy came and 
changed it to “Notice: put the ladder 
down, not upright, when not in use.”

TEST YOURSELF
with actual 2012 Gaokoa questions

Reuters
Students prepare for the gaokao in a classroom in Hefei, in China’s Anhui Province earlier this month.

If the SATs are the academic 
equivalent of, say, a brisk 
footrace, the gaokao is an 

Iron Man triathlon. Across 
a minefield and through a 

piranha-infested river.
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A rt, wrote Edvard Munch, “is the pic-
torial form created by the human 
nerves—the heart—the brain—the 
eye.” As a young man in Norway in 

the late 1880s he set out a manifesto for an art 
of passion.

“We want more than a mere photograph of 
nature. We do not want to paint pretty pictures 
to be hung on drawing room walls. We want to 
create, or at least to lay the foundations of, an 
art that gives something to humanity. An art 
that arrests and engages. An art created of one’s 
innermost heart.”

Like Vincent Van Gogh, he wanted to make 
passionate images of human beings and na-
ture for a secular world, to replace the old reli-
gious images. Over his lifetime, he worked and 
reworked a series of paintings he called “The 
Frieze of Life.” Among these were “Puberty,” 
“Jealousy,” “Vampire,” “The Kiss,” “Madon-
na,” “The Dance of Life,” and “The Scream.” 
They were painted initially in the 1890s. They 
are compelling and frequently appalling. The 
curators of the exhibition now showing at Tate 
Modern, Angela Lampe and Clement Cheroux, 
point out in their catalogue that three-quarters 
of Munch’s output dates from after 1900, most 
particularly from between 1913 and 1930. “Ed-
vard Munch: The Modern Eye” is an exhibi-
tion of Munch’s modern consciousness, and the 
catalogue analyzes his artistic intelligence, his 
construction of optical space, his relationship 
with the spectator, his work, in the early days 
of photography and film, on the reproducibility 
of images. The authors are not claiming that the 
modern Munch was less passionate than the 
symbolist. They are showing how he found new 
ways of exploring the human nerves, the heart, 
the brain, the eye. The catalogue is fascinating 
and full of new ways of looking and thinking.

Munch’s is a world full of the ultimate human 
things—sickness, death, sex, fear, desire, ha-
tred and destruction. His rooms are furnished 
with dark, solid beds seen from all angles—
deathbeds, sickbeds surrounded by those about 
to become mourners or by mourners, sex beds 
in which encounters have happened or will hap-
pen, beds in which the onlooker can see parts of 
the corpse of a murdered person while the mur-
derer stares transfixed, the bed in “Puberty” on 
which a thin, anxious girl sits with her hands 
crossed over her genitals. Beside her is a dark 
shadow, not unlike a magnified image of her 
own dark hair, which rises like smoke from a 
point beside her knees. She is unforgettable, as 
is “The Sick Child,” an image Munch reworked 
repeatedly, in both paintings and lithographs. 

She represents his sister, Sophie, who died 
when she was 15 and Munch was 13. Looking at 
these works, we are struck by the incongruous 
liveliness of the child’s bright red hair, exactly as 
we see the tense stillness of the face, the drawn 
lips. Munch himself described his own struggle 
to retrieve the image he remembered.

“When I saw the sick child for the first time—
her pale face with vigorous red hair against a 
white pillow—it made an impression on me, 
only to disappear as I worked. I painted a good 
picture on the canvas, but it was a different one. 
I repainted that picture many times over the 
years—scraped it off—let it dissolve into lay-
ers of paint.... I had captured a lot of that first 
impression, the tremulous mouth, the trans-
lucent skin—the tired eyes—but the colors in 
the painting were not finished—it was pale gray. 
The painting as a whole was heavy, like lead.

In 1890 Munch said “I don’t paint what I 
see—but what I saw,” and this reference to the 
part played by memory in the construction of 
his images makes us see them as different from, 
for instance, Monet’s beautiful and terrifying 
image of his wife Camille, painted as she died. 
The first “Sick Child” was painted in 1885-86, 
and another in 1896, and there are versions in, 
for instance, 1907, 1925— six versions in all.

Lampe and Cheroux point out that Munch 

came under attack for making numerous cop-
ies of “The Sick Child.” He defended himself 
by saying that all the repetitions were an act of 
memory—a continuous struggle with the mo-
tif—a continuing work of art. He pointed out 
that what he was doing was analogous to Mo-
net’s series of haystacks or cathedrals—some-
thing seen and recorded at successive times, in 
successive moods. In a splendid chapter called 
“Reworkings,” the authors show how Munch 
both needed to revisit images and ideas, and 
was unusually interested in, and sophisticated 
about, the 20th-century ability to reproduce and 
record images. 

I have often, as a writer, wondered what 
painters feel when they sell a painting. Books 
proliferate in many forms once they are writ-
ten. They don’t leave the author’s possession. 
Munch records repainting certain images in or-
der still to have one of his own, to think about 
and remember. Repainting a subject must be a 
way of both recapturing an idea, and of think-
ing about it in new ways. Munch painted, for 
instance, 12 different versions of Vampire—an 
image of a naked woman with long, wild red hair 
bent over the dark head of a man whose face is 
buried in her breasts. Her sharp nose is above 
his neck and her teeth are presumably buried 
in it. The background and the subject vary—it 

Edvard Munch: 
The Ghosts of Vampires and Victims
With his major exhibition showing at London’s Tate Modern, reflecting on the artist’s haunting work

By A.S. Byatt  the guardian

Museum Munch/Creative Commons
A portrait of artist Edvard Munch from 1908.

By Patrick Brzeski
the wall street journal

Thai photographer Manit Sriwanichpoom 
says he’s reluctant to assume the mantle of 
“artist provocateur,” but in light of his recent 
work, and the controversy that surrounds it, he 
admits that he can’t dismiss it either.

One of Thailand’s leading contemporary pho-
tographers, Manit runs Bangkok’s bohemian 
Kathmandu Gallery and has been featured at 
various international exhibitions.

In April, the 50-year-old artist and his wife 
Samanrat Kanjanavanit, a Thai filmmaker bet-
ter known as Ing K, made headlines around the 
world when their film “Shakespeare Must Die” 
was banned by Thailand’s Ministry of Culture, 
which issued a statement saying that its content 
would “cause divisiveness among the people of 
the nation.” The movie, shot and produced by 
Manit, reimagines “Macbeth” in Thai, with a 
contemporary setting and political shadings.

He first came to international notice with the 
launch of his “Pink Man” project in 1997, a pho-
to series featuring the paunchy Thai poet Som-
pong Thawee dressed in a hot pink three-piece 
suit. In the various Pink Man works that fol-
lowed, the eponymous anti-hero is seen push-
ing his matching pink shopping cart through 
Southeast Asian cities, landscapes and archival 
images of historical atrocity—all part of a playful 
but trenchant criticism of the materialism and 
apathy of the Thai upper crust.

His latest exhibition, currently on view at 
Bangkok’s H Gallery through July 30, offers two 
new provocative photo series in one. The first 
is a collection of dramatically lit female nudes 
and semi-nudes in saturated color. According 
to Manit, the hues and objects that accessorize 
the figures—such as red sickles, guns and de-
signer handbags—are a critique of Thailand’s 
Prime Minister Yingluck Shinawatraand the 
red-shirt political movement that supports her 
and her brother, ousted former leader Thaksin 

Shinawatra. The second series is composed of 
blurry monochrome photos of Thai phallic to-
tems—inspired, the artist says, by a moment of 
middle-aged sexual insecurity.

Manit, who wore a bright red button-down 
shirt to the show’s opening, spoke with the 
Wall Street Journal about obscenity, the hun-
ger for power and why the pink man is taking 
a break.

WSJ: You worked as a photojournalist early in 
your career. How did that inform what you do as 
an artist?

Manit: To become an artist you need experi-
ence. Everything comes from your experience. 
When I graduated from 
art school, I knew I was 
young and that I didn’t re-
ally know much. I thought 
becoming a photojournal-
ist would be a good way 
to see all kinds of things. I 
was sent out to cover sto-
ries and conflicts near the 
Thai border, and I got to 
travel to places in Thailand 
I had never had a chance 
to see. So it was a way to 
learn about my own cul-
ture and my own country. And that’s important. 
Also, when you work as a photojournalist, you 
have to know how to tell your story with one 
picture. It’s quite challenging to do well.

As an artist, you’re best known for Pink Man, 
but he hasn’t made any recent appearances in 
your work. Is Pink Man dead?

I’d rather not say that he is dead. But he is 
less active now. Pink Man was born and lived 
through a particular time. He was synchronized 
to a specific historical situation. He was a cri-
tique of the greed and consumerism of that peri-
od. At the current moment, the issues are more 
complex. It’s difficult to use him to make useful 
comments currently. Let’s say he’s resting.

Your photographs often have a strong social or 
political message. Do you feel social engagement is 
one of your responsibilities as an artist?

If you just ignore the lies and problems and let 
things happen around you, or sit back and com-
plain without doing anything, well, I don’t think 
that’s fair. Everybody has to engage from their 
area of activity. I’m an artist; this is my area. So 
this is how I can contribute.

Do you see your role as partly that of the 
provocateur?

I never saw myself that way, but looking at 
this new work, maybe I have to accept the title. 
If I provoke, it’s to get people to wake up.

At the moment in Thai-
land, both sides are fight-
ing for their own power, 
not for the benefit of ev-
eryone. They don’t prog-
ress society. They put so-
ciety in danger. And when 
big conflicts do happen, 
both sides gain their in-
terests, because people 
are forced to choose sides. 
Then everyone bombards 
each other with hatred, 
and the elites on each side 

gain their power from the hatred and passion. 
You can see this happening in many societies. 
Maybe this is something you recognize from 
the situation in America?

Giant phalluses, hot-button political issues and 
a nude model used to critique the country’s first fe-
male prime minister—this is a pretty controver-
sial show. Did you worry about how it might be 
received?

You can usually get away with expressing 
yourself freely in art galleries in Thailand. For 
film, there’s a mechanism in place for censor-
ship. Raising questions in film scares them, be-
cause they fear the power of the medium. But 
we’re safer in art.

A Reluctant Thai Provocateur
Upon the opening of his exhibit “Obscene,” artist Manit Sriwanichpoom talks about his art 

Left, a photograph from the “Pink Man,” series by Manit Sriwanichpoom. Right, ‘Goddess of Democracy,’ one of the works in Manit’s ‘Obscene’ exhibition.

“At the moment in Thailand, 
both sides are fighting for their 

own power.... They don’t progress 
society. They put society in 

danger. And when big conflicts 
do happen, both sides gain their 

interests, because people are 
forced to choose sides.” 
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is dark and threatening, it is a woodland glade, 
the woman is more and less animal, the hair is 
wilder or softer. The effect on the onlooker is to 
make the image more fixed as it is repeated—
there is an archetypal vampire, this is how she 
is; you can represent her in this way or that but 
she is constant.

One of the theoretical problems about rep-
etition and reworking is that of authenticity—
what is an original, what is a copy? This, the 
writers point out, later became involved in the 
idea of the market value of uniqueness. Munch 
was able to make a living partly by exhibiting 
versions of paintings already owned by others. 
Arnold Bocklin was commissioned to repaint 
his famous Isle of the Dead by Marie Berna, in 
memory of her dead husband. The case of Gior-
gio de Chirico is interesting—his early paint-
ings excited, for instance, the surrealists, with 
their mysterious settings and symbols. But the 
surrealists were dismayed when after 1920 the 
painter began to make copies of his own earli-
er work, which Andre Breton and Max Ernst 
found repellent and lifeless. He also made cop-
ies and predated them, selling them fraudulent-
ly. Both Munch’s copies and De Chirico’s were 

in turn copied by Andy Warhol, that master of 
the repeated image—he did his own versions of 
Munch’s self-portrait with the skeletal arm, of 
his ghoulish “Madonna,” and of “The Scream” 
itself. As Lampe and Cheroux say: “Warhol had 
understood that Munch’s motifs were just as 
autonomous and free as a Campbell’s soup can 
or a Marilyn image, and could easily be recom-
bined. He recognized their iconic branding, with 
‘The Scream’ standing for fear, ‘Madonna’ for 
ecstasy and ‘Self-Portrait’ for death.”

Munch used many techniques of what Walter 
Benjamin called “mechanical reproduction” in 
his essay on “The Work of Art in the Age of Me-
chanical Reproduction.” Benjamin argued that 
the proliferation of images of images—prints, 
photographs—deprived a work of art of its 
“aura,” the sense of power and mystery it had 
as a unique object of contemplation in societ-
ies with religious structures. Benjamin did be-
lieve that there still existed “original” works of 
art, which had “authenticity.” But as the Munch 
catalogue points out, the dividing line between 
original and copy was blurring appreciably. The 
availability of original prints by the artists meant 
that copies were themselves seen to be original 

works of art.
Munch made etchings and lithographs of the 

motifs in his well-known paintings. He also took 
photographs—both conventional and experi-
mental. He recorded himself—a severe pro-
file, a naked man striding on a beach, wielding 
a paintbrush and palette, a kind of hazy ecto-
plasm in a deliberately doubled exposure. He 
took portraits in which he deliberately moved 
during the shooting, which he called Metabo-
lism—an image, the catalogue remarks, of “the 
transformation of molecules and energy.” He 
took formal pictures of himself as an inmate of a 
clinic, taking tea. He took photographs of paint-
ings—of himself, solid and dark, among a group 
of shadowy painted self-portraits, of the paint-
ing of “The Sick Child,” of himself in bed, one 
in the series of fateful beds. He painted a sen-
suous nude with long auburn hair, and photo-
graphed the model, standing in the same pose 
among canvases in the studio. He photographed 
the truncated skirts and boots of two headless 
women—the authors suggest that the long 
shadow that falls across their feet is yet another 
portion of Munch’s self-recording, another hint-
ed self-portrait.

He learned also from the visual forms of ear-
ly moving pictures. The cinema and the camera 
revealed new ways of recording movement—
how a galloping horse, or an advancing pedestri-
an or an animated crowd appear to the camera. 
These contribute to Munch’s compelling repre-
sentations of space—often receding from a fig-
ure or creature which is advancing towards the 
onlooker and is cut off by the frame of the can-
vas. The painter somehow stretches the space 
that funnels into the space of the canvas, mak-
ing everything rush. There is an extraordinary 
“Galloping Horse,” hurtling through snow with 
huge forequarters and wild mane. The animal’s 
diminished hindquarters are barely visible, and 
the driver, on a kind of sledge, is dwarfed in a 
perspective which is vertiginous and abnormal. 
The effect is heightened by the snowy back-
ground, which blurs the structure of the land-
scape—the charging horse appears to be in its 
own avalanche of white speed. (It has all the 
same an anxious and homely face.) Two onlook-
ers stand each side of the slope, parallel to the 
sides of the frame, intensifying the abnormal 
space of the gallop and the rushing snow.

Something similar is going on in one of my fa-

vorite pictures in “The Frieze of Life, Red Vir-
ginia Creeper.” A terrible face is just above the 
bottom of the frame, under a black cap, with 
greenish flesh and huge, round staring eyes; a 
neat inverted V of red moustache over a small 
frightened mouth makes that mouth simulta-
neously appalled. Behind this head, a brownish 
path recedes and narrows rapidly—rising red-
dish out of the shoulder of the terrible figure as 
the swollen shadow rises out of the hip of the 
clenched girl in “Puberty.” Behind that is a very 
solid block of a bourgeois house, and some clean 
white railings. There are what may be grave-
stones leaning above the ground level of the 
house—which has no visible door. The house is 
blood red. It is the red of virginia creeper—one 
of the reds of virginia creeper—but it is flat, not 
leafy, solid like meat. The red has overwhelmed 
parts of the upper windows. The white shapes 
of the two lower windows look like coffins or 
shrouds. Munch’s variations on the color red 
are among the most staggering things he does. 
Here is his description of the moment when he 
decided to paint “The Scream”: “One evening 
I was walking along a road—with the fjord and 
the town below on the other side. I was sick and 
tired—I stood for some time looking across the 
fjord. The sun was setting—the clouds were 
turning red—like blood. I felt as if a scream 
was going through nature—I thought I heard 
a scream. I painted the picture—painted the 
clouds like real blood. The colors were scream-
ing. This was the picture ‘The Scream’ in ‘The 
Frieze of Life.’”

These reds are related to the fiery red hair of 
the sick child and the vampire. They are also re-
lated to the face of a repeated image he made 
late in his life. The subject of “Young Woman 
Weeping by the Bed” walks, or stands, naked, 
with her face bent down, and the face is usu-
ally the same blood-red as the creeper—a red 
maybe of skin bloated by weeping, or a blush of 
shame or terror?

The shape of Munch’s relationship with the 
onlooker was also influenced by his venture into 
stage design. In 1906 he worked in Berlin with 
the great theater director, Max Reinhardt, who 
had opened a new, intimate chamber theatre, 
which was like a room in which the audience 
was close to the action. Munch designed sets 
for Ibsen’s “Ghosts” and “Hedda Gabler,” and 
had his own studio space where he worked on 
the “Frieze of Life,” one version of which was 
exhibited in the foyers. His set for “Ghosts” is 
particularly impressive. He placed a huge black 
armchair with its back to the audience—rep-
resenting the space of the unspoken family se-
crets that drove the action behind it. Reinhardt 
was enthusiastic about this design. “The arm-
chair says it all!.... And the walls of the rooms 
in Munch’s painting! They are the color of gum 
disease. We have to try to find wallpaper in ex-
actly this tone. It will put the actors in the right 
mood! To come fully into its own, facial expres-
sion needs space that is modulated through 
form, light, and above all, color.”

It was round about that time that Munch re-
marked of one of his works: “I have painted a 
still life as good as any by Cezanne, except that 
in the background I have painted a murderess 
and her victim.” The title is “Still Life, the Mur-
deress.” I don’t know what this would be in 
the original language. Nature Morte is an even 
grimmer joke.

Throughout Munch’s career he studied him-

self, implacably, in a series of self-portraits in 
various media that recorded his ageing and sick-
ness—both mental and physical. In 1930 he had 
a rupture in the retina of his right eye that led 
to a hemorrhage. This was his good eye, as the 
other had been injured in a fight. Munch paint-
ed what his eye recorded—the “inside of sight” 
as Max Ernst put it. He painted the “spots in 
his vision,” circular, concentrically colored opti-
cal illusions, blood red and bright blue, and an 
image of the artist in his bed “seeing” a float-
ing blue skull with reddened eyehole shadows. 
He painted also a great illusory bird form—
“Kneeling Nude with Eagle,” in which the crea-
ture appears to be attacking the kneeling figure. 
This unflinching study of the damage is a distant 
continuation of the fact that when he was first 
painting The Sick Child he saw his own eye-
lashes as dark streaks in the upper corner of the 
image and painted them in too.

The late portraits, of a thinning, questioning, 
diminishing figure, still curious about himself 
and his world, are moving and remarkable. In 
Self-Portrait between the Clock and the Bed he 
stands with hanging arms and an almost mild, 
almost expressionless face between the tall, 
dark pillar of time and a hospital-like bed, with a 
white bedspread striped in black and red. He is 
in shadow. Behind him the space is full of golden 
light and the wall is studded with paintings and 
drawings. On the right in a strip of dark is a nar-
row, moony abstract female nude, suspended in 
space. Death, painting? It is unforgettable, in its 
use of space, in its perfectly executed feeling.

Reuters
The painting “Workers on their way home” is shown at the Centre Pompidou modern art museum in Paris last year.

Maggie Dalian/Creative Commons
Above, “The Sick Child.” Below, “Puberty.”
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Culture and tradition are big selling 
points for Swaziland. Tourists look-
ing for “the real Africa” are encour-
aged to see the big five wild animals 

on safari, visit villages or witness the annu-
al Umhlanga (reed dance), in which more than 
20,000 bare-breasted young maidens hope to 
catch the eye of the king, should he wish to add 
to his present tally of 13 wives.

“A tiny country with a big heart and warm, 
friendly people aptly describes Swaziland—a 
country that is the only absolute monarchy in 
Africa and which embraces and upholds its own 
unique and ancient traditions,” says the nation-
al tourism authority. “These are carefully guard-
ed and faithfully celebrated and are just one as-
pect of the kingdom that makes it a very special 
place to visit.”

What few admirers of the mountains, forests 
and valleys hear are the voices of discontent: 
those who call King Mswati III a despot and 
dictator; the allegations of extrajudicial killings 
and torture; the civil society activists who live 
in fear of tapped phones and snooped emails; 
the journalists and judges who toe the line of 
state control; the suffering of a people, 63 per-
cent of whom live in poverty and 26 percent of 
whom are HIV positive; the protests planned 
for Thursday, the 39th anniversary of absolute 
rule; and the whispers of revolt that could emu-
late the Arab spring by toppling the king.

These voices portray a darker side of Swazi-
land’s “unique and ancient traditions.” They call 
Mswati an African Nero fiddling while his coun-
try burns, an arrogant playboy relishing ban-
quets, fast cars and private jets while many of 
his million subjects go hungry.

They blame rituals, in which old men take 
child brides and celebrate promiscuity, for help-
ing spread AIDs. They say the “old ways” do 
not justify fascist tendencies and the eviscera-
tion of human rights.

“Dictator is a fair word,” said a spokesman for 
the lobby group the Swaziland Coalition of Con-
cerned Civic Organizations, who did not wish to 
be named for fear of recriminations. “This is not 
a totalitarian regime. This is an authoritarian re-
gime. It doesn’t have an ideological purity like 
North Korea or like what used to be in Cuba.

“The king is interested in more money, more 
power, more women. The regime has normal-
ized abnormality.”

Swaziland gained independence from Britain 
in 1968 under Mswati’s father, King Sobhuza II, 
whose nominal reign of almost 83 years was a 
world record; he had 70 wives and 218 children. 
On April 12, 1973, he repealed the constitution 
and banned political parties, making himself ab-
solute ruler. One right the king does not enjoy 
is the choice of his successor from his pletho-
ra of children.

After Sobhuza died in 1982, Mswati was 
steered into power by his canny mother, and he 
performed the ceremonial ritual of slaying a lion 
to inherit the throne.

In the years since, he has become ever more 
anachronistic on a democratizing, economically 
vibrant continent.

One of the wealthiest kings in the world, with 
a fortune estimated at $100 million, he reigns 
over a country that was once an oasis of peace 
surrounded by anti-apartheid protests and civil 
war in South Africa and Mozambique—but now 
is the sole country in the region that does not at 
least pay lip service to multi-party voting.

Elections are held but the king appoints the 
prime minister, cabinet and a portion of Parlia-
ment, supported by powerful local chiefs in a 
system known as tinkhundla.

“We hear nothing and understand nothing 
about Magna Carta in Swaziland,” said one le-
gal expert. “The judges of the high court once 
said: ‘Democracy, like beauty, is in the eye of the 
beholder.’”

Insulting the king is legally defined as an act 
of terrorism. Among those who have felt the re-
gime’s wrath is Maxwell Dlamini, 22, a pro-de-
mocracy activist and president of the Swaziland 
National Union of Students. In April last year 
he was stopped near the South African border, 
pushed into a police van and quizzed over his 
role in a planned “uprising.”

“In the interrogation room they assaulted me 
with fists and open hands and kicked me,” he 
said last week.

“It was the time of the Arab spring so there 
were a lot of worries in the region. They said 
I had brought weapons and explosives from 
South Africa to bring about an armed insurrec-

Kingdom of Plunder
Swaziland’s vibrant tourist industry masks a hunger for democracy

By David Smith  the guardian

tion. They made me strip and lie on a bench and 
wound rope around me. A police officer almost 
suffocated me with a plastic bag.”

After an ordeal lasting five hours, Dlamini 
said he was taken to a faraway police station 
where he was held in darkness with no food or 
water. At 11 p.m., he was taken to an interroga-
tion room and tortured again in a similar man-
ner. He added: “I still have the after-effects. 
I’m traumatized, I hallucinate. I can’t stay in my 
room on my own.”

Dlamini was charged with possessing explo-
sives and spent 10 months in jail. “It was hell. 
Sometimes I was kept in isolation for a week. 
There were insects: you just have a rash on the 
first day, but they eat you. There were 68 people 
in a small cell with two toilets and no running 
water. The food is very poor.”

Dlamini had been sentenced to 32 months 
but was released on $6,250 bail—a national re-
cord. He has vowed to continue the struggle.

“I want the people of Swaziland to live in a 
democratic dispensation and my children to 
enjoy fundamental human rights,” he said. “If 
death, arrest, torture is necessary for the ac-
complishment of this just cause, then let it be.”

Frustration with the king’s autocratic rule, 
and the prospect of economic ruin, triggered 
unprecedented public demonstrations on April 
12 last year.

The state responded with a brutal show of 
force involving riot police, teargas and mass ar-
rests. Another protest is planned for the anni-
versary next week.

Most campaigners are not necessarily de-
manding a republic. “We are not wanting to 
wipe away the monarchy,” said Wandile Dlud-
lu, national coordinator of the Swaziland United 
Democratic Front.

“There are many European countries that 
still have them today. But when they consis-
tently resist change, history shows that they 
have tended to be wiped away. Here, if the mon-
archy proves an impediment to democracy, it 
will have to face the wrath of the masses. If the 
king stands in the way of progress, we’ll push 
him out.”

Dludlu described the king as a “gallivanter” 
who recently added a Rolls-Royce and Mer-
cedes to his car collection and enjoys a hedonis-
tic whirl of cocktail parties, “orgies” and shop-
ping trips to Dubai.

“It is daylight robbery, using taxpayers’ mon-
ey. The king is extravagant. He doesn’t live in 
this world. He’s setting a problematic trend, en-
couraging everyone to be more excessive right 
beside naked, abject poverty. Swazis are being 
strangled by a mafia.”

Others tell of a sinister culture of state sur-
veillance, including plainclothes operatives. 
Thulani Maseko, a member of Lawyers for Hu-
man Rights, said: “We all feel that whatever you 
say to someone on the other side of the phone 
is being recorded. So you do feel a sense of inse-
curity from time to time.”

Not everyone is a dissident, however. Three 
in four Swazis live in rural areas, where loyalty 
to the king runs deep. Children are told stories 
of his magical powers such as the ability to in-
duce rain, turn himself into a cat or make him-
self invisible to his enemies.

In the national language, the words for chief, 
king and god are similar. To criticize the king 
can be seen as an abomination. “The king is the 
mouth that tells no lie,” one saying holds.

The king and queen mother have shored up 
their popularity by distributing free food and 
blankets to villagers, who typically blame pol-
iticians for their troubles instead. Local chiefs, 
who have the power to confiscate land, also help 
to preserve the status quo.

Mbabane, the administrative capital, has a 
population of about 100,000 and is the country’s 
largest city.

A half-hour drive away, at a clinic in the vil-
lage of Gilgal, Ncamsile Mkhwanazi, 36, said: 
“The king is a very good 
leader. I wish I was one of 
his wives.”

Martha Sibande, 72, who 
runs a medical practice, said: 
“I don’t trust democracy in 
Africa. We had an influx of 
Mozambicans here: they ate 
all the goods and said they 
were fighting for democracy. 
This country has been ruled 
by kings for over 400 years. 
You can’t come and tell me 
democracy is right.

“If Swazis say they want 
democracy, they must show us, where is Qadd-
afi? Look at Iraq as well, the leader slaughtered. 
If they want democracy, they must leave the 
country. In Swaziland, if you plough the field, 
you get food. If you work hard, then you live 
well. You don’t kill.”

Political activists say such views are largely 
attributable to propaganda from TV and radio, 
which remain tightly state-controlled. The gov-
ernment recently announced a crackdown on 
Facebook and Twitter and the country’s two dai-
ly newspapers fare little better. In January, the 
chief editor of the state-owned Swazi Observ-
er was fired after publishing interviews with 
banned pro-democracy groups; he fled to South 
Africa saying he feared for his life.

Last month, the Swazi Observer published 
a routine report taken from the international 
newswires concerning the king’s friend, Pres-
ident Teodoro Obiang of Equatorial Guinea. A 
week later it was forced to print a prominent 
apology for appearing to “undermine the person 

and integrity” of Obiang.
But Bheki Mahubu, editor of the indepen-

dent monthly magazine the Nation, who was 
jailed in 1999 for criminal defamation, believes 
the media should be bolder. “I think we’re living 
through that period of ‘Let them eat cake’ ex-
cept that we haven’t reacted to it,” he said.

“There’s a lot of bullying that goes on in Swa-
ziland. If we journalists were to speak out for 
ourselves more strongly and say, ‘This is unac-
ceptable,’ they would probably change.

“There is a lot of ac-
ceding to government de-
mands when it’s not nec-
essary. Any bully becomes 
accustomed to getting away 
with it. Swaziland is like an 
abused woman who says, 
‘I started it—he’s a loving 
guy.’”

The Swazi royal family is 
celebrated as a fixed point in 
a changing world, a bulwark 
of African heritage against 
the march of modernity and 
globalization. But opponents 

argue that “culture” and “tradition” are used as 
a convenient figleaf and indulged by the inter-
national community, which has been slower to 
condemn Mswati than other autocrats such as 
Zimbabwe’s Robert Mugabe.

Musi Masuku, Swazi program manager of the 
Open Society Initiative of Southern Africa, said: 
“I want Swaziland to be seen as a blot in the re-
gion, which is a sea of democracy: every coun-
try around us is trying to hold on to the demo-
cratic ideal.

“Sometimes we see Zimbabwe as much bet-
ter than us because at least political parties are 
the norm—at least Mugabe has to renew his 
mandate with the people.

“The belief is everyone is treating this gov-
ernment with kid gloves because they like the 
exotic story and every year they see the girls 
dancing and the king wearing animal skin robes. 
They seem to want to preserve the traditional 
culture. I am traditional. But I want democracy 
as well: they can exist side by side.”

The Swazi government, however, says the 
country is already a democracy. “Very much 
so,” insists Percy Simelane, its press secretary.

“To say that Swaziland is democratic is an un-
derstatement. People don’t understand our elec-
tions. Me and you at grassroots level can vote for 
someone who goes straight to parliament, as op-
posed to a situation where the electorate votes 
for a political party who imposes candidates on 
them. I’m still to come across a situation where 
the king dictates to his people. In Swaziland no-
body has a concentration of power.

“The people report to the government, the 
government reports to the king, the king re-
ports to the people. It’s a cycle and everybody 
participates. I have no reason to say this is a 
dictatorship.”

Simelane also rejected criticism of the king’s 
luxurious lifestyle in one of the world’s most 
unequal societies. “I’ve never seen a poor king 
anywhere in the world. All kings and heads of 
state are above their subjects.

“In September 2007, I was London and 
walked from Buckingham Palace to the Guard 
House and I came across beggars. Poverty 
has no nationality—there are gaps all over the 
world. It’s not unique to Swaziland.”

“It is daylight robbery, 
using taxpayers’ money. [The 
king] is setting a problematic 
trend, encouraging everyone 

to be more excessive right 
beside naked, abject poverty. 

Swazis are being strangled 
by a mafia.”

Retlaw Snellac/Creative Commons
Young Swazi women walk under a billboard sponsored by the Swaziland National Council of Arts & Culture during an Umhangla, or reed dance. 
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King Mswati III of Swaziland
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Cuisine Cuisine

Most of us associate the spread of 
Korean culture across much of 
Asia, and now Europe and North 
America, with catchy pop tunes 

and improbable TV drama plot lines. Less well-
known is the third member of the “Korean 
Wave” triumvirate—the country’s bold and col-
orful cuisine.

Thailand and Japan have proved that gastro-
diplomacy can go a long way toward educating 
people and their palates in the history, culture 
and aesthetics of a nation’s cuisine. Now South 
Korea’s government has plowed huge sums 
into bringing bibimbap, japchae and samgyeop-
sal to the attention of adventurous epicureans 
thousands of kilometers from Seoul and Busan.

Any primer on Korean cuisine has to begin 
with kimchi. It packs a pungent whiff that has 
a habit of lingering sometime after it has out-
lived its welcome, but once acquired, the taste 

for spicy pickled cabbage is rarely lost. No Ko-
rean meal is complete without it, either as an in-
gredient in the main dish, or as part of a medley 
of side dishes called banchan.

“Kimchi is absolutely central,” says Joe 
McPherson, the American founder of ZenKim-
chi, South Korea’s longest-running English-lan-
guage food blog. “It is to Korean food what fries 
are to steak, or mash to bangers.”

With roots said to go back well over two mil-
lennia, kimchi is perhaps the closest any coun-
try gets to a culinary national obsession. Ac-
cording to one survey, South Koreans much 
their way through more than 1.5 million tons 
of kimchi a year—or 12 percent of each adult’s 
daily food intake.

It can be eaten in the earliest stages of fer-
mentation as a light, crunchy snack, or left to 
“fizz” in compartmentalized fridges that many 
Koreans use to keep different types of kimchi at 
their optimum temperature, and to prevent its 
smell from tainting other food.

Aficionados swear by its vigor-imparting 

properties, a claim supported by Health mag-
azine, which included kimchi in its list of the 
world’s five healthiest foods. It is rich in vi-
tamins, helps digestion and is said to ward 
of some cancers, although overconsumption 
has been blamed for high rates of gastric can-
cer among South Koreans. At the height of the 
Asian SARS crisis in 2003, a group of South Ko-
rean researchers even claimed kimchi was an 
effective antidote.

There are more than 200 varieties of the stuff, 
from the crisp, lightly salted type found in North 
Korea to the fish-sauce-heavy versions popular 
on the southern tip of the peninsula, according 
to Kim Hye Jin, a chef at O’ngo Food Commu-
nications, a cooking school that also organizes 
food tours of Seoul.

“We spend the whole year preparing to make 
kimchi,” says Kim, whose mother typically 
pickles 80 heads of cabbage a year. “It’s all about 
sourcing the right chili powder and good-quali-
ty fish sauce.”

But Korean adulation of the humble Napa 

More Than Kimchi
How spicy, healthy Korean food is winning fans throughout the rest of the world.

By Justin McCurry  globalpost

Ingredients:
 One quarter of Napa cabbage soaked in 

salted water [brine] for 6-7 hours
 100g daikon radish
 30g scallion
 5 tablespoons chili powder
 20g shrimp sauce
 2 teaspoons minced garlic
 1 teaspoon minced ginger
 1 tablespoon sugar
 
Preperation:
 Julienne the radish and cut scallions into 

3-centimeter slivers.
 Color the radish with chili powder and 

thoroughly mix in the spring onions along 
with all of the other ingredients.

 Place the cabbage in a shallow tray with 
the stuffing. Starting with the outer leaves and 
working inwards, insert the stuffing between 
the leaves, smearing it generously on each 
leaf.

 Tightly press the leaves together into a 
bundle, transfer it to a container and leave to 
ferment in a refrigerator for anywhere from 
a few hours to several months, according to 
taste.

cabbage, the most popular vegetable used in 
kimchi, occasionally comes with nationalistic 
overtones.

In 1996, South Korea denounced Japan’s ver-
sion of the dish a fake, and demanded that its 
stop marketing it as “kimuchi.” In 2010, a poor 
Napa cabbage harvest sent kimchi prices soar-
ing, prompting one newspaper to describe the 
shortage of homegrown vegetables as a “once 
in a century crisis.” Only this year, the dish was 
the cause of friction with Chinese netizens af-
ter South Korea lobbied Codex, the internation-
al food standards agency, to change the official 
name of its main ingredient from “Chinese cab-
bage” to “kimchi cabbage.”

Just as sushi barely scratches the surface of 
the Japanese gastronomic miscellany, kimchi 
is merely the hub of a vibrant food culture that 
ranges from multiple-course royal court cuisine 
to ddeokbokki, a popular rice-cake snack often 
eaten on the hoof.

Beyond its home turf, Korean food has made 
its biggest impact in other parts of Asia and 
North America. New combinations dreamed up 
for the U.S. market include kimchi quesadillas, 
burgers cooked bulgogi style, and tacos filled 
with barbecued meat—a pioneering dish that 
helped the South Korean chef Roy Choi to be 
named best new chef of 2010 for the U.S. maga-
zine Food and Wine.

During his trips back to the U.S., McPherson 
has been surprised to find that—the addition 
of tacos aside—distance has not dulled the au-
thenticity of the food that now consumes almost 
his every waking moment in his adopted home 
Seoul. “Koreans are often accused of being in-
sular,” he said, “But that also means they’ve re-
tained their traditional cooking techniques. It’s 
authentic; it has a history.”

But South Korea’s official marketing strategy, 
he adds, is in need of an overhaul. “The problem 
with government campaigns is that they are like 
aristocrats marketing to aristocrats,” he says. 
“They arrange expensive gala dinners for U.S. 
senators and serve high-class royal cuisine, the 

stuff that ordinary Koreans don’t eat. And they 
do this in the middle of a recession. I don’t think 
the government needs to get involved at all—
it’s best left to immigrant populations, word of 
mouth and people’s natural curiosity.

“You have to create excitement and promote 
a mood rather than just the product itself. Kore-
an food involves new flavors and creates a sense 
of excitement—there’s an emotional appeal. 
Americans like the bold flavors and the idea that 
it’s healthy,” he said.

While the unmistakable aroma of marinated, 
barbecued meat wafts through the streets of Los 
Angeles and New York from fusion tacos trucks, 
other Americans, including state department of-
ficials and senators on Capitol Hill, were recent-
ly treated to a more rarefied version of Korea’s 
cuisine at a promotional event. And during the 
London Olympics this summer, the discount 
retailer Homeplus—a joint venture involving 
Samsung and Tesco—will promote 150 types of 
Korean food at a Tesco store in southwest Lon-
don, home to a large Korean expat population.

O’ngo school’s president, Jia Choi, sees the 
popularity of Korean food growing in line with 
the South’s growing economic clout, a route tak-
en most recently by Japan. “There was a time 
when people thought eating raw fish was bar-
baric, but then Japan grew economically pow-
erful, and now sushi is its representative dish,” 
she said. “The same is happening with Korean 
food, although it’s still not as popular as Chinese 
or Japanese cuisine.

“There’s also a greater appreciation of the 
healthy qualities of fermented food, and that’s 
helped dispel negative stereotypes about the 
Koreans just eating dogs,” she added.

McPherson, who cites grilled intestines and 
yukhoe steak tartar among his favorite dishes, 
confesses he didn’t immediately take to Kore-
an cuisine when he arrived in the country eight 
years ago. His epiphany came three months lat-
er. “I woke up one morning,” he recalls, “and 
suddenly realized I was craving kimchi for 
breakfast.”

Craig Nagy/Creative Commons
A plate of spicy Kimchi.

Kimchi

Oi moochim

Andrew Archy/Creative Commons
Bibimbap is served with a variety of side dishes called banchan.

Ingredients:
 1 cucumber, thinly sliced
 1 teaspoon sea salt
 1/2 onion, thinly sliced
 1 tablespoon rice vinegar
 1 cup water
 3 cloves garlic, crushed
 1 teaspoon Korean chili powder
 1 teaspoon Korean pepper paste
 1 teaspoon light corn syrup or honey
 1 teaspoon rice vinegar
 2 teaspoons toasted sesame seeds
 
Preperation:
 Mix the cucumber with one teaspoon of 

sea salt and set aside.
 Soak the onion slices with one tablespoon 

of rice vinegar and the water in the refrigera-
tor for 20 minutes.

 Rinse the salt off the cucumber and pat off 
the excess water.

 Mix the garlic, chili powder, pepper paste, 
corn syrup or honey, and teaspoon of rice vin-
egar in a bowl.

 Remove the onions from the water and 
add them to the dressing along with the cu-
cumbers and toss.

 Serve chilled.
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 122 Prophet of I and II Kings
 124 “The Alienist” author
 125 “Britain’s Got Talent” 

selection, sometimes
 126 Helper around the House
 127 Recording artist’s dream
 128 Old British gun
 129 Hooks, as crooks
 130 Airport check-in needs
 131 “Welcome ___”
 132 Arab Spring country: abbr.
 133 Nile deity

                  DOWN
 1 Game with approach shots
 2 Like orbits, often
 3 Lost fish of filmdom
 4 Less experienced
 5 Cordial relationship
 6 Word heard in George 

Harrison’s “My Sweet Lord”
 7 Instrument in the song
 8 “___ Believer”
 9 Instrument in the song
 10 Aromatic compound
 11 Greenish blue
 12 Lovable hound
 13 Bishopric
 14 Instruments in the song
 15 Adjective for Thatcher
 16 Disoriented state
 19 Political buff’s channel
 21 Invasion date
 28 Author Rand
 32 McCain’s st.
 34 Formal decree

 35 Unhappy spectator’s cry
 36 “On top of which ...”
 37 Low-level position: slang
 38 Friendless
 39 Must
 41 Tech giant
 43 Unconscious act?
 44 Ad or TV VIP
 46 Proponent’s word
 48 Had a chilly reaction?
 49 Shopper’s guide
 50 Sine ___ non
 51 The Mustangs’ sch.
 54 Luxurious
 55 Skip ___ (jump ahead)
 57 Northern Ireland
 59 Rule ___
 61 Specialist in purr-sonal care
 65 Quite a hike
 67 Kimono tie
 68 En ___ (by the rules, in 

French)
 70 Dimwitted TV anchor
 72 Takes offense at
 74 Tryst spoiler
 76 Caveman, slangily (and the 

name of Joan Crawford’s  
last film)

 77 The king, in Spain
 79 Nothing, in Mexico
 81 Game summary
 82 “J’Accuse” author’s first 

name
 83 Hat trick trio
 84 Street sign, ___ XING
 85 Nature prefix

SPECIAL NOTE: Two of the numbers 
along the gray parade route are 
particularly appropriate.

                    ACROSS
 1 Instrument in the song
 5 A word with thou
 8 Letter-shaped supports
 14 Tried to outwit “it”
 17 “Now, you speak”
 18 Food Network host Summers
 20 “The ___ of the Red Death” (Poe)
 21 The first Mrs. Copperfield
 22 Like some excuses
 23 Drive-time Don
 24 Perceptive
 25 Talk-show physician
 26 Ice mass
 27 St. Petersburg neighbor
 29 Spot in Congress
 30 Singer Murray
 31 Opponent’s word
 33 Cover the cost of
 35 27 Across et al.
 37 “New Rules” comic
 40 Composer Morricone
 41 MSN alternative
 42 Instrument in the song
 45 A single one
 47 Certain unmarried partners, to the 

Census Bureau
 52 Kin of Thos. and Wm.
 53 Dr. Seuss character, with “the”
 54 Rehearsed
 56 Instrument in the song
 58 Not fooled by
 60 Tall tale hero ___ Bill
 62 “___ said was ...”
 63 Old Testament twin
 64 Hit the road
 66 Gemini twin
 69 Sonnet section
 71 Pit goo
 73 Number 1
 75 States, in the comix
 76 Not flat, briefly
 78 Foul territory?
 80 Removal of restrictions, in  

headlines
 84 Where El Misti is
 86 Street sign near a school
 88 CBS’s Logan et al.
 90 Not-for-sale sample
 91 Online business
 93 Southwest purchase
 94 Barney Fife, for one: abbr.
 96 Grp. with moles
 97 Something for Fido to chew on
 98 Bygone carrier
 100 Didn’t miss a thing
 102 Foul territory?
 103 Part of a C major
 106 Varieties
 107 “Phooey!”
 109 Ranch alternative
 110 CEO’S other hat, freq.
 111 Ferocious dino
 113 Post office opening?
 115 Prefix meaning “few”
 117 Mr. ___ (soft drink)
 121 Loaf’s end

Parade Route

 87 Dripping
 89 Darn things, e.g.
 92 The majority of
 93 Noted swinger’s mate
 95 ___ helmet (safari wear)
 99 Twisters and such
 100 Arranged in sequence
 101 Instrument in the song
 104 Guillermo’s grizzly
 105 Shower powders
 107 Instruments in the song
 108 Bar under the car
 109 ___ del Sol
 110 Old-fashioned
 111 Yum woon sen cuisine
 112 John, the Lone Ranger
 113 Ultra-untidy sort
 114 Introduction to suction
 116 Norman of the links
 118 Saving options
 119 Netanyahu’s nickname
 120 Instrument in the song
 122 Landing info
 123 A word between duos

       *** GIFT GIVERS! ***

 To order Merl’s crossword 
 collections (40 big Sunday-size 
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 sundaycrosswords.com, or call 
 toll-free (800) 431-1579 (orders 
 only, please).
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By Merl Reagle

Last Week’s Solution:

The Washington Post

By Jonathan Jones
the guardian

One day in 1953, the New York artist Willem 
de Kooning, then in his 50s and an acclaimed ab-
stract expressionist, got a visit from an up-and-
coming youngster called Robert Rauschenberg. 
De Kooning’s paintings are explosions of sav-
age lines and romantic color. Was the ambitious 
Rauschenberg seeking a lesson from the mas-
ter? No—he wanted something much stranger.

Rauschenberg asked De Kooning if he would 
gift him a drawing so that he, Rauschenberg, 
could rub it out. That’s right: Rauschenberg pro-
posed to completely erase a work by this mod-
ern master and exhibit the remains as a work 
of his own. De Kooning, shocked and confused, 
was worried about this “destructive” gesture, 
but in the end agreed. He even gave Rauschen-
berg one of his best works because, he said, he 
was not going to “make it easy” for the eraser. 
Let him at least feel guilty.

Rauschenberg’s Erased De Kooning Draw-
ing now hangs in the San Francisco Museum of 
Modern Art, one of the most renowned works 
by this subversive artist. But what if you want 
to see the original untitled De Kooning work? 
Well, previously, this would have been near im-
possible. But as of today, all you have to do is 
look up a new online archive called the Gallery 
of Lost Art.

This innovative website, sponsored by Tate, 
is a virtual research center, where you negoti-
ate what looks like a warehouse laid out with 
clues and evidence of vanished masterpieces of 
modern art. It has all the atmosphere of a crime-
scene investigation, yet when you click on the 
documents dotted around the warehouse, you 
find not corpses but information on works of art 
that have disappeared. “We wanted to tell the 
stories of significant works,” says Jane Burton, 
Tate’s head of content. “We thought if we could 
capture the traces of these works, we could 
bring them back to consciousness.”

The works have been lost for a bewilder-
ing variety of reasons, from the farcical to the 
tragic. Winston Churchill’s widow smashed up 
an insufficiently flattering portrait of the war 
leader by Graham Sutherland and had the piec-
es burned, while Dutchman Bas Jan Ader went 
missing in 1975 after setting sail across the At-
lantic single-handedly, as part of a conceptual 

work called In Search of the Miraculous.
But art has been vanishing for millennia. 

Some of the most legendary works in history 
are lost—and their lostness is part of their fas-
cination. Lost art can never disappoint. It is be-
yond criticism. It can easily become a myth, tan-
talizing those who hear or read of it, obsessing 
them, driving them to rediscover or somehow 
recreate it. Art detectives may waste their en-
tire lives searching for absent masterpieces.

Perhaps, in some ways, being lost is the per-
fect condition for a work. Safe from the clum-
sy efforts of restorers, pro-
tected from being badly lit or 
hung against the wrong color, 
it becomes indestructible by 
being destroyed. Some of the 
tales Lost Art tells are heart-
rending. There’s Lucian 
Freud’s portrait of Francis 
Bacon, stolen in broad day-
light from a Berlin gallery in 
1988 (the artist later turned 
the theft into a wanted post-
er); and Tracey Emin’s embroidered tent, Ev-
eryone I Have Ever Slept With 1963-95, lost in 
a warehouse fire in 2004.

However, only in the 20th and 21st centuries 
has art actually courted its own destruction. 
The archive offers insights into the form this 
creative violence has taken. Rauschenberg’s 
De Kooning erasure is a spectacular example. 
In 2011, an infrared scan of this apparently blank 
sheet revealed the strong abstract marks of 
the lost work, proving Rauschenberg really did 
erase an authoritative piece of abstract expres-
sionism. He said it took months to rub off every 
bit of color. What is the meaning of such an as-
sault? It says art can be made by removing as 
well as by adding, by destroying as well as by 
creating – that an ethereal gesture can be as real 
as something made by effort.

Many modern artists have made works that 
have not survived and were never intended to. 

The collection includes photographs of a strik-
ing cubist construction by Georges Braque that 
disintegrated long ago. When this papier-col-
le work was made, Braque and Picasso were 
working together in a daring way, conducting 
ephemeral experiments like two scientists. It 
was inevitable that some of their cubist collages 
and assemblages would get lost, broken or de-
stroyed; it was all part of the process.

In the 1960s and ’70s, artists experimented 
with “the dematerialization of the art object.” 
The results are often only known through pho-

tographs and descriptions. 
The site documents U.S. art-
ist Paul Thek’s 1960s monu-
ment The Tomb, a ziggurat 
containing a dead hippy man-
nequin bearing the features 
of the artist. Private letters 
lay around the effigy and the 
fingers of its right hand had 
been amputated and hung up 
in a pouch. It’s a work that’s 
hugely influential on the art 

of today, despite the fact that it does not exist: 
it vanished because Thek did not bother to look 
after it. He just let it go.

Braque’s comrade Picasso never quite bought 
into the idea that his works were ephemer-
al. He lovingly inventoried the lot and built up 
a rich collection of his own work. Yet Picasso 
was fascinated by Balzac’s short story Le Chef-
d’oeuvre Inconnu (The Unknown Masterpiece). 
In this tale, an artist spends his life creating the 
perfect painting of a woman. When he unveils 
it, there is nothing to see. His efforts at perfec-
tion have cancelled out the image as thoroughly 
as Rauschenberg erased De Kooning’s drawing. 
Indeed, the parallels between the two are strik-
ing. Picasso actually made works of art inspired 
by this fictional tale, the work of an artist from a 
previous generation. For him, that blank canvas 
was a modern masterpiece—the ultimate ex-
ample of lost art.

Now You See Them: The Eternal Allure of Lost Art
the economist

It’s a good time to be a Manchu on 
television. Costume dramas such as 
“Palace” and “Bu Bu Jing Xin,” which 
feature modern-day protagonists flung 
back in time to the days of the Qing em-
perors, rank among the most-watched 
programs on China’s video-sharing sites. 
And while these series would seem to 
mine every possible fish-out-of-water 
plot element for effect, nobody seems to 
question that a young woman speaking 
modern Mandarin would have any trou-
ble communicating with her new Man-
chu boyfriend.

On yet another popular program, the 
breathy 76-episode epic “Hou Gong 
Zhen Huan Zhuan,” the warring wives 
and battling concubines of the Yong-
zheng emperor have sparked their own 
Internet craze. Fans of the show have 
taken to converting short messages, 
microblog posts, and even government 
pronouncements into the elegant and 
stylized speech of the show’s characters. 
Yet even with that attention to detail, all 
of the fighting, wailing, and backstabbing 
is done in a language that is perfectly un-
derstandable to the modern-day urban-
ites who tune in nightly on their laptops.

Now we can hardly blame the writ-
ers and directors of period pieces for 
taking creative license with their lin-
guistics. Actors in Chinese film and tele-
vision productions routinely speak stan-
dard Mandarin, even when portraying 
historical figures, such as Chairman Mao 
or Sun Yat-sen, who are well known for 
their colorful dialects and accents. Al-
though most Chinese TV and film have 
Chinese subtitles anyway, few directors 
would choose to inflict an impenetra-
ble—if historically accurate—Babel of 
dialects, regionalisms and dead languag-
es on their audience. “Julius Caesar” 
probably wouldn’t have been quite the 
same play had Shakespeare been forced 
to write all the dialogue in Latin.

The erasure of Manchu language from 
period dramas is of course a matter of 
artistic expedience, but it is also one of 
the many small and subtle ways the ed-
ucational and media environment in the 
People’s Republic of China reinforces an 
orthodox interpretation of Chinese histo-
ry, one which emphasizes continuity and 
unity. For most viewers, the assumption 
is that what the Manchus spoke doesn’t 
matter, because, in the end, the Manchus 
were Sinicised: seduced by the splendor 
of Chinese civilization into abandoning 
their own language, culture and identity. 

The Communist Party draws legiti-
macy from its historical victory over the 
twin evils of feudalism and foreign ag-
gression, a victory that was symbolized 
in part by their claiming and defending 
the territory of the Qing empire. Awk-
wardly, the political needs of the present 

On Chinese TV, Visions of the 18th Century
Charming tales from the past told in the language of the present Some great works of art have been stolen, sunk or bombed. Now they’re being resurrected.

A scene from the Chinese TV drama ‘Bu Bu Jing Xin.’

are prioritized above historical nuance.
Even the very notion of the Qing as 

an imperial dynasty is difficult for some 
people to stomach. The story of China as 
a perennial victim of European, Ameri-
can and Japanese imperialist aggression 
does not sit easily beside the memory 
of an expansionist Qing, even if both are 
part of the same story. Few of the mil-
lion or so people who watch “Bu Bu Jing 
Xin” or “Zhen Huan Zhuan” this week-
end will worry about the fate of empire 
or about whether the Qing emperors 
spoke Manchu or not to their concubines 
and wives. But the Manchus still matter. 
And with over 10 million Manchu-lan-
guage documents sitting in the Imperi-
al Archives in Beijing, there is much re-
search on Manchu rule and the Qing era 
yet to be done.

Some of the most legendary 
works in history are lost—
and their lostness is part of 
their fascination. Lost art 
can never disappoint. It is 

beyond criticism. 

Tracey Emin’s ”Everyone I Have Ever Slept With 1963-95.” 
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Book Review

The Hidden Obama
A young man more introspective than ambitious, the future president took a long time to choose a direction

Republicans often criticize 
Barack Obama for his lack 
of experience in the busi-

ness world. As Mitt Romney puts 
it: “The president’s a nice guy, but 
he’s never had a job in the private 
sector.” That’s not quite true. Af-
ter all, Obama met the future first 
lady while working at a law firm in 
Chicago. And right after graduat-
ing from Columbia University, he 
put his bachelor’s degree to work 
at a place called Business Interna-
tional Corp. in New York City.

The job at Business Interna-
tional wasn’t exactly like running 
Bain Capital—Obama was paid 
an $18,000 salary to help to write 
and edit newsletters for Amer-
ican companies doing business 
overseas—but it was a private-
sector job. And the young Obama 
hated it. As he wrote in his mem-
oir, “Dreams From My Father,” 

“Sometimes, coming out of an in-
terview with Japanese financiers 
or German bond traders, I would 
catch my reflection in the elevator 
doors—see myself in a suit and tie, 
a briefcase in my hand—and for a 
split second I would imagine my-
self as a captain of industry, bark-
ing out orders, closing the deal, be-
fore I remembered who it was that 
I wanted to be and felt pangs of 
guilt for my lack of resolve.”

Obama lasted only a year, fulfill-
ing his initial commitment and not 
a day more. When he went in to 
the company’s vice president, Lou 
Celi, to tell him he would be leaving 
and didn’t know what he would be 
doing next, Obama got a lecture on 
career planning. “He just seemed 
not exactly clear of what he want-
ed to do,” Celi recounted, decades 
later, in an interview for David Ma-

raniss’ “Barack Obama: The Sto-
ry.” “I told him he might be mak-
ing a mistake, leaving a job when 
he did not have any plans except a 
vague notion that he maybe would 
do some public sector work.” Ceci 
had no way of knowing that the 
man ignoring his advice was a fu-
ture president of the U.S.

Maraniss’ 641-page opus is an 
exhaustively reported journey 
through Obama’s early past—a 
past that, until now, has been little 
explored despite David Remnick’s 
2010 biography of Obama and Jan-
ny Scott’s 2011 biography of his 
mother. “Barack Obama: The Sto-
ry,” the first volume in what will 
supposedly be a multivolume bi-
ography, begins long before he 
is born—and, yes, just to be cer-
tain, Maraniss interviews peo-
ple who worked on the maternity 
ward when Obama’s mother gave 
birth to him in Honolulu in 1961—
and ends when he is accepted into 
Harvard Law School in 1988.

For Obama’s early years, much 
of what the world knows up to this 
point comes from his “Dreams 
From My Father,” published years 
before he ran for political office. 
Maraniss finds the book to be an 
unreliable guide to what actual-
ly happened in Obama’s early life. 
The book, he says, “falls into the 
realm of literature and memoir, not 
history and autobiography.” This 
is not a complete surprise: In the 
book’s introduction, the author 
acknowledges taking liberties—
changing names and chronology 
for the sake of narrative flow and 
dramatic effect.

Consider Obama’s own descrip-
tion of his time working at Busi-
ness International and those meet-
ings with “Japanese financiers” 
and “German bond traders” and 
that reflection in the elevator mir-
rors. In reality, Maraniss finds out, 
Obama worked out of a tiny office, 
dressed casually and didn’t have 
meetings with financiers. “The 
part about seeing his reflection in 
the elevator doors?” recalled one 
supervisor. “There were not re-
flections there.... He was not in this 
high, talk-to-Swiss-bankers kind 
of role. He was in the back rooms 
checking things on the phone.”

Elsewhere, Maraniss finds that 
Obama’s memoir “accentuates cha- 

racters drawn from black acquain-
tances who played lesser roles in 
his real life but could be used to ad-
vance a line of thought, while leav-
ing out or distorting the actions of 
friends who happened to be white.” 
And so Obama wrote of commiser-
ating with a fellow African-Amer-
ican in high school over the fact 
that white girls would not date ei-
ther of them when, in reality, nei-
ther had a problem dating white 
girls and the friend was half-Japa-
nese and had a black grandfather.

In his high-school yearbook, in a 
section where students were sup-
posed to record their gratitude 
to those who had helped along 
the way, Obama wrote: “Thanks 
Tut,” his grandmother, “Gramps,  
Choom Gang, and Ray for all the 
good times.” Maraniss notes: “Ray 
was the older guy who hung around 
the Choom Gang, selling them pot. 
A hippie drug dealer made his ac-
knowledgments; his mother did 
not.”

As Obama heads off to college, 
first at Occidental in Los Angeles 
and then at Columbia in New York, 
there is more studying, less pot 
and a lot of writing—journals and 
letters to a girlfriend filled with ad-

jective-laden descriptions of what 
he sees in New York that read as if 
he is practicing to write a novel. 

The years at Columbia in par-
ticular are something of an enigma 
in the Obama story, barely men-
tioned in “Dreams From My Fath- 
er.” Obama’s first roommate at Co-
lumbia compared him to the main 
character in Walker Percy’s novel 
“The Moviegoer,” “where you’re 
not participating in life but you’re 
kind of observing, one step be-
hind.” He was a member of the 
school’s Black Student Organiza-
tion, but the other members con-
tacted by Maraniss have little or no 
memory of him; neither, it seems, 
did he make much of an impres-
sion on his professors.

But in the diary of one girlfriend 
and the letters he wrote to anoth-
er, a portrait emerges of some-
one struggling with his own iden-
tity and not sure where he fits in 
among his old Choom Gang bud-
dies, who were “moving to the 
mainstream,” and among college 
friends heading toward the busi-
ness world. His letters are long 
and self-absorbed but strike the 
themes that would fill his memoir 
10 years later.

In one letter to his girlfriend in 
1983, he writes: “Caught without 
a class, a structure, or tradition to 
support me, in a sense the choice 
to take a different path is made for 
me.... The only way to assuage my 
feelings of isolation are to absorb 
all the traditions [and all the] class-
es; make them mine, me theirs.” 
That’s heady stuff for a love let-
ter but also a first glimpse of the 
“post-partisan” Obama who would 
take the stage at the 2004 Demo-
cratic convention.

The recurring theme that runs 
throughout “Obama: The Story” is 
just how unlikely it was that some-
one with Obama’s exotic and tan-
gled family history—whatever his 
race—would end up in the Oval 
Office. But perhaps the most strik-
ing thing about this story is how 
much it differs from the story told 
in “First in His Class,” Maraniss’ 
acclaimed biography of Bill Clin-
ton. Clinton was the kid who knew 
he was going to be president when 
he was 9 years old and acted that 
way. In Obama’s early years, there 
are precious few hints of the kind 
of ambition that would lead him to 
the White House. For that, we’ll 
have to wait for volume two.

By Jonathan Karl  the wall street journal
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Obama’s roommate at 
Columbia compared him 

to the main character in 
Walker Percy’s novel “The 
Moviegoer,” “where you’re 
not participating in life but 

you’re kind of observing, 
one step behind.” 




