

[image: ]




[image: ]




To Brenda and Annie, my traveling companions for life





The Global City

WHEN I WAS EIGHT YEARS OLD AND HAD BEEN AN IMMIGRANT IN New York City just three years, still something of a stranger to its wondrous streets, I came across a cut-rate guidebook to Manhattan. Leafing through it left me with an itch to explore the sights of midtown and downtown, one of those impulses that eight-year-olds find impossible to resist. I felt as possessed as Magellan must have been when he set out to circumnavigate the globe. Soon I enlisted my six-year-old brother, Josh, and my nine-year-old friend Maury from across the street to take the journey with me. On a sunny fall day we actually walked all the way from my home at 102nd Street down to Chinatown and back up to the United Nations, a trek of probably ten miles or so. It was our most adventurous adventure up to that early point in our lives and not so unimaginable for children our age in the snug New York of the early 1950s, the world depicted so evocatively a few years before in E. B. White’s Here Is New York.

As we hiked along, we took in the Museum of Natural History with its glassed-in grizzly bears, wax Indians, and colossal dangling whale. We gazed at the plump, smug Oldsmobiles and Pontiacs in the row of car dealerships along Broadway, the Camels smoker in Times Square blowing perfectly round smoke rings, the elevated and escalated bazaars of Macy’s and Gimbels, and the unrivaled tallest building in the universe, the Empire State. We sailed on to the dazzling model train panoramas of the A. C. Gilbert toy-train building, the stalls of bric-abrac and tchotchkes along Canal Street, the swarming warrens of Chinatown, and, after we turned around and walked north through the uncharted territory of the East Side, the brand-new sparkling glass slab of the UN. There was such a feast of streetscapes—gritty to honky-tonk to majestic—and a variety of Homo sapiens—Irish bus drivers, Italian bricklayers, Jewish garment workers, Puerto Rican doormen, WASP bankers, black elevator operators (migrants no doubt from the dying cotton fields of the South), and secretaries and actors escaping the Midwest—that it seemed we took our time savoring every block. We were so engrossed that by the time we came home my mother had asked the police to search for us.

That explorer’s wanderlust has never left me, and I’ve been lucky enough to use it to my advantage in my career as a reporter in New York City, most especially in recent years as a kind of roving correspondent for The New York Times in the city’s neighborhoods. What has changed— stunningly and magnificently—is the city itself. The New York of the late 1940s and 1950s, the decorous, congenial metropolis of E. B. White where a mother would allow an eight-year-old to wander miles away, is an artifact for the museums. So is a New York where most of the faces we saw were slightly different shades of European beige dappled by only a few spots of ebony and bronze. Even the New York of the 1970s and 1980s, where grown-ups would stay clear of large parts of the city for fear of attack or humiliation, and where suspicion and fear among races isolated from one another was the background music of the day, that too is gone.

The city today is polyglot and polychrome, more cosmopolitan than the Casablanca and Shanghai of the movies, without the hovering air of noirish menace. The whole world can be found in this city. I can do interviews in such exotic places as Ecuador and Uzbekistan and Bangladesh simply by getting on the subway for the cost of a MetroCard. When I took that walk around Manhattan, there were half a dozen sizable ethnic groups, with the rest of the world barely represented except in tourist oddities such as Chinatown and Astoria. But the descendants of those 1950s groups are by now largely settled in genteel suburbs and have been replaced by people born abroad in dozens of countries. Sixty percent of the city’s residents are either immigrants or children of immigrants. There are now at least twenty-five new nationalities with significant representations—Dominicans, Chinese, Jamaicans, Guyanese, Mexicans, Ecuadorians, Haitians, Trinidadians, Colombians, Russians, Uzbeks, Koreans, Indians, Poles, Filipinos, Bangladeshis, Pakistanis, Salvadorans, Nigerians, and Ghanaians, to name the largest. Most of the new immigrants entered the United States as a result of the Hart-Celler Act of 1965, which ended forty-year-old preferences for immigrants from countries such as Britain, France, and Germany that had historically shaped the American population and established quotas of 20,000 for each country in the Eastern Hemisphere.

A 2005 analysis by the New York City Department of City Planning shows that New York stands atop the globe in its ethnic variety. Los Angeles has more people born abroad—40.9 percent compared with 35.9 for New York—but most are from Mexico. A handful of world cities rival New York in its proportion of the foreign-born—Toronto’s is 49.4 percent; Sydney, 33.4 percent; London, 27.4 percent—but their ethnic stew is not as varied.

As a result of New York City’s newcomers, almost every neighborhood has been transformed from what it looked like at mid-twentieth century. In the 1950s, the city was a checkerboard of provinces clearly carved out by a half dozen ethnic groups, so that the Grand Concourse, Forest Hills, and Midwood were Jewish, the Bronx north of Fordham Road Irish, Bensonhurst Italian in the north and Jewish in the south, and the like. Today Flushing is Chinese and Korean, Jackson Heights is Indian, Ecuadorian, and Colombian, Washington Heights and the West Bronx are Dominican, Richmond Hill is Guyanese, East Flatbush is Caribbean, and Rego Park is Russian and Uzbek. Astoria is still Greek, but far less so and increasingly Arabic, Brazilian, and Bangladeshi. Bensonhurst is still Italian but now a third Chinese. There are also far more melting-pot neighborhoods, such as Ditmas Park, Brooklyn, where no ethnic or racial group is dominant and where a substantial amount of intermingling takes place. Such places exemplify the utopian vision the city had of itself a century ago but that was then actually something of a myth.

Many neighborhoods are also very different places than they were as a result of the seismic shifts in the American economy, from greasy nuts-and-bolts factories to cleaner service- and computer-based workplaces. Factory buildings in Queens and the Bronx are now more likely to produce films than white bread, graphic designs for pots and pans rather than pots and pans themselves. The Garment Center now designs and markets dresses rather than actually sews them. The Lower East Side is now less a stop for immigrants from Bohemia than for bohemians. And such innovations as satellite television and videoconferencing are narrowing the anguishing distance the immigrants of Jackson Heights and Flushing feel from their homelands and the families they left behind, changing the very experience of what it means to be an immigrant.

New York, colossal as it is, has become more than ever a collection of villages, scores of virtually self-reliant hamlets, each exquisitely textured by a particular ethnicity, history, politics, even housing stock. In the pages that follow, I’ll take you to some of those villages, for me the city’s most beguiling neighborhoods, and chat with some of their most emblematic and charming inhabitants. We’ll meet Claudio Caponigro, the last Italian barber of East Harlem, and I’ll tell you about the old, flavorful world of politicians and padrones of which he is a relic and of the changes taking place in the Latino world around him. We will visit the cobbler of Bayard Street in Chinatown, who has set up a shoemaking shop right on a rent-free sidewalk of New York. Wielding his timeworn tools in the frost of winter and the steambath of summer, he is recreating a kind of commerce common in his homeland but that here is a novel twist on the wily immigrant freelancer who scrapes out a living catch-as-catch-can. In a more significant example of immigration’s impact on the city’s economy, I’ll show you how Filipinos in humdrum corners of the city such as the Bronx’s Norwood have come to dominate the nursing industry. I’ll take you along to another once nameless corner of the Bronx, Bedford Park, to meet Intesar Museitef, a Palestinian woman who for many years traveled four hours a day by subway and bus for a part-time job that paid $7 an hour. She’ll give you an idea of the hard lives of some of the newcomers that people neighborhoods like hers.

I’ll take you to Little Neck, Queens, where the waves of ethnicities slapping up against each other produce tension over something as banal as the signs on shops; to the Grand Concourse, where new waves of African Americans, Ghanaians actually, are saving up their hard-won earnings to buy houses, not in the Bronx, but back home in Ghana; to Brighton Beach and Midwood, where Russian women keep the past alive by draping themselves in fur for the winter and dragging their children to ballroom-dancing lessons; to Rego Park, Queens, where another breed of Soviet Jews, from Uzbekistan and other southern lands, are grappling with a homeland throwback that is not so welcome here— wife beating; and to Richmond Hill, Queens, where Guyanese of indisputable Indian descent are spurned by Indians from India.

I’ll show you neighborhoods filled with piquant streets and cheeky characters that are being transformed as I write, neighborhoods such as Bensonhurst, which is no longer as Italian as it was when Tony Manero swaggered about, strutting his third-generation version of Italian American life in Saturday Night Fever. These older migrations are, in predictable fashion, trading factories and diners for college classrooms and corner offices, forsaking their brick row houses and concrete backyards for suburban greenery. Yet I’ll also show you two neighborhoods that have barely changed at all, seaside colonies known as Gerritsen Beach and Broad Channel, where the populations of white ethnic firefighters, garbage collectors, and subway conductors are as timeless as the seagulls wheeling across somber marine skies.

Along the way, to give readers some perspective, I will confide at points what I remember of those neighborhoods from my childhood as an immigrant newly plunked down in a dazzling, daunting city and my years as a young striver trying to earn his footing in its rugged urban terrain. As you’ll see, Claudio, the Italian barber of East Harlem, stirs me because he reminds me of Boris, the last Jewish barber in the pocket of the Grand Concourse where we lived during my teenage years. The chill between Guyanese immigrants of Indian ethnicity and those who come directly from India recalls for me how the children of the Eastern European immigrants of the late nineteenth century seemed to keep apart from the Holocaust survivors who came over in the late 1940s and early 1950s. In New York, the exuberance of immigrant ascent and the heartbreak of exclusion seem to flow in tandem. I also want to let you know something about the history, landscape, and politics of these neighborhoods, their sights and smells and flavors, some of the spots where I might have enjoyed an unaccustomed meal or a serendipitous purchase.

Those who live in the city but rarely venture out of their snug corner of New York would enjoy safaris to these vivid, sometimes astonishing neighborhoods that they may pass under by subway in blissful disregard. But so would strangers to the big city who deprive themselves of a fuller sense of its personality by confining themselves to meeting other tourists at old standbys such as the Empire State Building and the Statue of Liberty. Everyone should know about this rapidly transmogrifying New York because it’s coming soon to a theater near you.

Though New York is far out ahead of other metropolises in its colorful palette, Chicago, Philadelphia, Los Angeles, and practically every other American city—small as well as large—and many other world cities have been deeply tinged by waves of immigration. The U.S. Census Bureau released data in 2005 that showed that immigrant populations are growing rapidly in American heartland states such as Indiana, South Dakota, and Colorado. In Deep South Georgia, the foreign-born made up 9 percent of the state’s residents. Overall, the 35.7 million immigrants made up 12.4 percent of the nation’s population in 2005, a jump of 1.2 percentage points in just five years.

While usually one or two ethnic influxes are responsible for change— Los Angeles’ diversity is mostly Mexican and Chinese—once uniform cities such as Toronto and London are now certifiably polyglot, and other homogenous cities such as Paris and Rome are becoming polyglot. The riots by Arab and North African youths discontented with their treatment by the French, and the bombings of the London subway by Muslim fanatics were stark declarations of these changes. New York is the future they all will share. With a tolerance bred in the bone and a long experience in grappling with immigrants, it has become the world’s “global laboratory,” as Oz Almog, a sociologist in Israel who studies that country’s ethnic groups, put it. It is the place where the mixing of contrasting tribes is being tested like nowhere else.

A vivid example of the universality of the country’s ethnic metamorphosis occurred to me in the summer of 2005 when I took a long weekend trip to Block Island, purportedly a bastion of flinty Yankee ways though heavily touristed in summer, with my wife and daughter and some friends. One afternoon we stopped to have lunch at an Italian bakery called Aldo’s. Outside there was a two-man Peruvian band. Each player was wearing a rainbow-colored poncho and playing Inca folk standards, but the songs were interspersed with cosmopolitan kitsch including “Shalom Chaverim,” a traditional Israeli melody. Here were Peruvians playing Israeli music at an Italian restaurant in a stronghold of Yankee traditionalism. What more need be said about the new America?

And it’s not just ethnicity, but changing tastes and intellectual perspectives that are altering the landscape—of New York and the rest of the world. Take the Lower East Side—that fabled immigrant neighborhood that gave birth to so many of the great comedians, songwriters, labor leaders, and intellectuals of the past century. The people who fled the Lower East Side as a festering warren of disease and poverty are witnessing their grandchildren and great-grandchildren moving back to the old neighborhood. Those gritty, jagged streets have become a magnet for another generation of strivers, this one speaking English without an accent. Young people who grew up seeing sunsets over mountains prefer to see them over water tanks, tar-covered rooftops, and cross-hatched steel bridges. The proof is in the soaring rents that those forefathers and foremothers could never have imagined paying. Go figure.

Change is bewitching and bewildering, but we must snatch what we see before it flickers into something far different or fades into memory. This book is an effort to seize the New York moment.
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Chapter 1
So You Thought You Knew Astoria

FOR HALF A CENTURY, ASTORIA IN QUEENS HAS BEEN A NEIGHBORHOOD of cafés where dark-haired Greek men sip strong coffee and smoke strong cigarettes while talking in Greek late into the night. It is a place of quiet sidewalks lined with tenderly fussed-over brick and shingle row houses, where a solitary widow in black can be glimpsed scurrying homeward as if she were on the island of Rhodes.

The cafés are still teeming, the houses tidy. But the Greek hold on the neighborhood has slowly been weakening. Successful Greeks have been leaving for leafier locales. As a result, there are moments when Astoria has a theme-park feel to it, a cardboard façade of a Greek Main Street with cafés named Athens, Omonia, and Zodiac and Greece’s blue and white colors splashed everywhere, but a diminishing number of actual Greeks living within.

That’s because other groups have been rising up to take their place. On a Friday on Steinway Street, one of Astoria’s commercial spines, several hundred men from North African and Middle Eastern countries were jammed into Al-Iman Mosque, a marble-faced storefront that is one of several Muslim halls of worship that have sprung up in Astoria. Some wore ordinary street clothes, some white robes and knit white skullcaps. There were so many worshipers that thirteen had to pray on the sidewalk, kneeling shoeless on prayer mats and touching their foreheads and palms to the ground. When the prayers were over, El Allel Dahli, a Moroccan immigrant, emerged with his teenage son, Omar, telling of the plate of couscous and lamb he had brought as a gift to the poor to honor the birth that morning of his daughter, Jenine. “I am very happy today,” he told me.

He could also have been happy that, as his visit confirmed, the immediate neighborhood was turning into New York City’s casbah. Not only was there his flourishing mosque, but down Steinway Street, as far as his eyes could see, there were Middle Eastern restaurants, groceries, travel agencies, a driving school, a barber shop, a pharmacy, a dried fruit and nuts store, a bookstore—twenty-five shops in all. In the cafés, clusters of Egyptian, Moroccan, or Tunisian men were puffing on hookahs—tall, gaudily embellished water pipes stoked with charcoal to burn sheeshah, the fragrant tobacco that comes in flavors such as molasses and apple. Sometimes these men—taxi drivers, merchants, or just plain idlers—play backgammon or dominoes or watch Arabic television shows beamed in by satellite, but mostly they schmooze about the things Mediterranean men talk about when they’re together—soccer, politics, women—while waiters fill up their pipes with chunks of charcoal at $4 a smoke. In classic New York fashion, Steinway Street is a slice of Arabic Algiers on Astoria’s former Main Street, renamed after a German immigrant who a century before assembled the world’s greatest pianos a few blocks away.

And it is not just Middle Easterners and North Africans who are changing the neighborhood’s personality. Those settling in Astoria in the past decade or two include Bangladeshis, Serbians, Bosnians, Ecuadorians, and, yes, even increasingly young Manhattan professionals drawn by the neighborhood’s modest rents, cosmopolitan flavors, and short commute to midtown Manhattan. More vibrant than them all seem to be the Brazilians, who have brought samba nightclubs and bikini-waxing salons to streets that once held moussaka joints. When Brazil won the World Cup in 2002, Astoria’s streets were turned into an all-night party, and when the team lost in 2006, the streets were leaden with mourning.

New York can be viewed as an archipelago, like Indonesia a collection of distinctive islands, in its case its villagelike neighborhoods. Each island has its own way of doing things, its own flavor, fragrance, and indelible characters. But, as a result of the roiling tides of migration and the unquenchable human restlessness and hunger for something better and grander, most of these neighborhoods are in constant, ineluctable flux. Some transform with astonishing swiftness as if hit by a flood; a few suffer erosion that is scarcely detectable until one day its inhabitants realize that what was there is gone.

Astoria was an appropriate jumping-off point for my three-year-long ramble around the city because it is a classic New York neighborhood, a place that has long had a sharply defined character and a distinct place in the city’s landscape, but one that has been turned into a Babel of cultures by the waves of immigration set off by the 1965 law. When New Yorkers dropped the name Astoria, it was understood they were talking about an enclave where Greek was spoken and Greek folkways were observed. So it was striking to me as I walked the streets how much of that accent had faded. Astoria’s Greek population has been cut by a third in the past two decades, by some unofficial estimates, to 30,000 from 45,000, with official, if undercounted, census figures even gloomier, putting the number of people who claimed Greek ancestry at just 18,217, or 8.6 percent of the neighborhood’s residents.

The decline of the Greeks can be seen as an old New York story, no different from the shrinking of the Jewish population on the Lower East Side or the number of Italians along Arthur Avenue in the Bronx. As immigrants of one nationality make it, they forsake the jostling streets, and newer immigrants, hoping to make their fortunes, move in. “It’s an upward mobility kind of thing,” said Robert Stephanopoulos, dean of Holy Trinity Greek Orthodox Cathedral on East Seventy-fourth Street and father of George (Bill Clinton’s press secretary and now an ABC broadcaster). But the fact that it is an oft-told story is scant consolation for longtime Greek residents who have tried to rekindle the old country in this new one. They find a bittersweet quality to the changeover. On the one hand, it affirms their community’s upswing; on the other, their village in New York is withering.

“In New York everything turns around,” Peter Figetakis, forty-eight, a Greek-born film director who has lived in Astoria since the 1970s, told me. “Now the Hindus and Arabs, it’s their time.”

For the newer residents, the mood is expansive. On a two-block stretch of Steinway between Twenty-eighth Avenue and Astoria Boulevard, there is a veritable souk, with shops selling halal meat, Syrian pastries, airplane tickets to Morocco, driving lessons in Arabic, Korans and other Muslim books, and robes in styles such as the caftan, the abaya, the hooded djellaba, and the chador, which covers the body from head to toe, including much of the face. Indeed, a common street sight is a woman in ankle-length robe and head scarf—hijab—surrounded by small children. Laziza of New York Pastry, a Jordanian bakery, may have baklava superior to that made by the neighborhood’s Greeks. With two dozen such Arabic shops, the Steinway strip outpaces the city’s most famous Middle Eastern thoroughfare, Brooklyn’s Atlantic Avenue, which was started by Lebanese and Syrian Christians, not Muslims. In cafés and restaurants once owned by Greeks and Italians, television shows from Cairo and news from Qatar-based Al Jazeera are beamed in on flat-screen televisions. Some cafés are open round-the-clock so taxi drivers can stop in and have their sheeshah and an espresso.

Noureddine Daouaou, a taxi driver from Casablanca who has lived in the United States for more than twenty years, said he prefers Astoria to other places in New York where Arabs cluster because the neighborhood has a cosmopolitan mix of peoples. “You don’t feel homesick,” he said. “You find peace somehow. You find people try to get along. We can understand each other in one language.”

The number of Arab speakers in the neighborhood the city designates as Queens Community Board 1 (the city is broken into fifty-nine community boards that offer advice on land-use and budget issues) rose from 2,265 in 1990 to 4,097 in 2000, an 80 percent increase, and will be far larger in the next census. For the Middle Easterners, the attraction to Astoria seems to be the congenial Mediterranean accent: foods that overlap with such Greek delicacies as kebab, okra, lentils, and honey-coated pastries, and cultural harmonies such as men idling with one another in cafés. “They feel more comfortable with Greeks,” George Mohamed Oumous, a forty-five-year-old Moroccan computer programmer, said of his fellow Arabs. “We’ve been near each other for centuries. You listen to Greek music, you think you could be listening to Egyptian music.”

Ali El Sayed, who is Steinway’s Sidney Greenstreet, the man aware of this mini-Casablanca’s secrets, was a pioneer. A broad-shouldered Alexandrian with a shaved head like a genie, Sayed moved to Steinway Street in the late 1980s to open the Kabab Café, a narrow six-table cranny filled with Egyptian bric-a-brac, stained glass, and a hookah or two. It sells a tasty hummus and falafel plate. “How’s the food, folks?” he’ll sometimes ask, displaying his American slang. “I’m just an insecure guy, so I need to ask.” He found Astoria congenial because it was easy to shop for foods, such as hummus and okra, that he uses in his cooking. Within a few years the neighborhood had enough Arabs and other Muslims to support its first mosque, which was opened in a onetime pool hall on Twenty-eighth Avenue.

Sayed told me that Egyptians in Astoria are proud to be Americans, proud to blend into American society. Indeed, Egyptians and other Arabs and Muslims are assimilating in the United States with as much enthusiasm as earlier immigrant groups. In London, Paris, and Hamburg, there is far more ambivalence. Even two and three generations after they began settling in those cities, the Muslim underclass tends to remain outside the mainstream, whether by choice or because of the hostility they encounter from their long-rooted European neighbors. In the aftermath of the September 11 attacks, those communities have been fertile soil for homegrown terrorists. But in American cities such as New York, Muslims have been “pretty much immune to the jihadist virus,” according to an assessment by Daniel Benjamin, a former National Security Council official quoted in The Atlantic on the fifth anniversary of September 11. Across the United States, Arab immigrants have a median income higher than the overall American one and a larger proportion of graduate degrees, something that is not true in France, Germany, and Britain. Moreover, Arabs and other Muslims are pouring into the United States in larger numbers than ever, despite the dip in the first years after 9/11, searching for jobs and personal freedom just as immigrants have always done. In 2005, for example, there were almost 5,000 Egyptians admitted as legal permanent residents, more than in the years before 9/11.

But assimilation can be a Trojan horse, a gift full of dangers, and those perils are appreciated in Arab Astoria. Many of the neighborhood’s Egyptians and other younger Middle Easterners are marrying non–Middle Easterners. Sayed is married to an Argentinian, and his seven-year-old son, Esmaeel, speaks English and Spanish, not Arabic. “There are lots of fears that their culture is getting destroyed,” Sayed said.

Though in many patches of Astoria, Arabs are supplanting Greeks, the transition, by most accounts, has been without overt bitterness or conflict. George Delis, district manager of Community Board 1, said, “I get complaints from Greeks that the streets are dirtier, the properties not as well kept. I say to them, ‘When you came to this country, the Italians and Irish were saying there goes the neighborhood.’ And that’s how I feel. This is a community of immigrants.” Indeed, Oumous, the Moroccan computer programmer, said there was some suspiciousness after September 11 and landlords were likely to inquire more scrupulously into newcomers’ backgrounds, but generally there has been no antagonism.

I HEARD AN ENTIRELY different beat just ten blocks south—the samba sound of the Brazilians. The Brazilians stand out in the smorgasbord of New York Latinos, who generally come here poor, half educated, and willing to spirit across borders. Brazilians in New York more often tend to come from bourgeois backgrounds; they are well schooled, and many held professional, managerial, or highly skilled jobs before they left their homeland. The 2000 census revealed that 30.8 percent of the city’s Brazilians had degrees from colleges or graduate schools, triple the number for some other nationalities from Latin America, such as Mexicans or Ecuadorians. Brazilians can afford to fly here legally on tourist visas, which require proof of jobs and savings accounts, then intentionally overstay them. Unable to transfer their credentials here, they work as housekeepers, shoeshine guys, go-go dancers, and limousine drivers, hoping to legalize themselves but knowing that in the meantime they will make far more money here than they could have as white-collar workers in Brazil.

“In Brazil you have quality of life, but here you have financial security,” explained Jamiel Ramalho de Almeida, the neatly bearded owner of the Ipanema Beauty Salon on Thirty-sixth Avenue who holds a teaching degree from a Brazilian college. “When you get a taste of the good life, it’s hard to go back to what you had before.”

At least since Carmen Miranda, with a fruit bowl for a hat, chicachica-boomed audiences out of some of their stodginess, Brazil has had a distinct mystique among Americans. Samba and bossa nova rhythms have shaped the music of Frank Sinatra and Manhattan’s dance clubs. Movies such as Black Orpheus, with its alternately haunting, rollicking score, and Dona Flor and Her Two Husbands, with its antic story of the erotic pull of a dead husband for a remarried widow, have mixed magic, lust, and a Brazilian love of revelry to relax American restraints. Pelé ignited a romance with soccer that has become a ritual of suburban autumn weekends.

But the mystique has always been felt at arm’s length. Very few Brazilians actually settled here. That has been changing. Brazil’s often inflationary economy and unemployment that perennially hovers near 10 percent have driven professionals and merchants to find their fortunes elsewhere. The New York area—not just Astoria, but Newark’s Ironbound and Danbury, Connecticut—has been a galvanic destination. Although the 2000 census counted 13,000 New York City residents of Brazilian ancestry, with 3,372 of them in Astoria, the Brazilian consulate thinks those are gross undercounts. José Alfredo Graça Lima, the consul general in New York, doubled those numbers, and Astoria officials believe there may be 15,000 Brazilians in the area.

So many, in fact, that Tatiana Pacheco told me, “I feel like I’m in a different Brazilian town instead of ten thousand miles away.” She is a slender twenty-eight-year-old woman with long brown hair who in many ways typifies the Brazilian New Yorker. She went to college in Brazil, then came here in the late 1990s and took a job as an au pair. By the time I met her she was working as a counselor to immigrants from all over the world, not just Brazil, at Immigration Advocacy Services, a nonprofit group near the mosque on Steinway Street.

The Brazilians are scattered among Astoria’s not always charming apartment buildings and row houses, with the most visible concentration on Thirty-sixth Avenue near the Thirty-first Street N train line. There Brazilians can have a compatriot cut their hair or wax their legs and crotch bikini style. They can buy Brazilian mango juice and the smoked pork parts used for feijoada, a fatty bean stew so heavy that it is typically followed by a nap. On Friday and Saturday nights, Brazilians, who seem to have a national joie de vivre, crowd several nightclubs to dance and drink and seduce. The Malagueta restaurant on Thirty-sixth Avenue at Twenty-eighth Street was one of thirteen Queens restaurants chosen for inclusion in the first Michelin restaurant guide for New York. There is also a smaller cluster of Braziliana on Thirtieth Avenue, with two restaurants, Sabor Tropical and Churrascaria Tropical, specializing in rodizio, the juicy grilled meats brought to the table on a skewer.

Astoria has supplanted Manhattan’s Little Brazil—Forty-sixth Street between Fifth and Seventh avenues—as the center of Brazilian life. The two midtown blocks once had 100 Brazilian shops that sold electronic goods to tourists at cheaper prices than in Brazil. When import taxes were reduced, the shops went out of business, and João de Matos, who organizes the annual Brazilian Day that draws hundreds of thousands to a carnival around Forty-sixth Street, said the street is down to three restaurants and three shops, including one that sells the string bikinis Brazilians call fio dental (dental floss).

Eloah Teixeira, a sixty-year-old woman who managed a light-fixtures shop in Porto Alegre in southern Brazil, has weathered the decline in status that comes with cleaning houses for many of her twenty years in America. She lives in a ground-floor apartment and exults in being able to afford tickets for musicals such as Chitty Chitty Bang Bang, and sampling restaurants such as Malagueta. But housecleaning, she adds, “is a hard job, especially when you’re sixty.” The owner of Malagueta, Herbet Gomes, has a degree from a two-year Brazilian technical college and in Brazil was a skilled mechanic who repaired mining machines. But he earned just $700 a month in 1990 and dreaded losing a finger to a machine. He risked immigration and found work as a dishwasher.

“It was a shame considering what I did in Brazil,” he said. “All these years I work to be a dishwasher? Wow, what have I done wrong? After two weeks, I loosen up.”

He worked his way up to the position of cook at other restaurants, and, in 1999, married another Brazilian, Alda Teixeira, who worked as a housekeeper. Four years ago, they opened Malagueta, a fourteen-table spot serving shrimp stew and pudim de leite (flan). Not surprisingly, one waitress, Monica Araújo, has a bachelor’s degree in international relations from Pontificia Universidade Católica in Rio de Janeiro.

Even the Brazilian shoe shiners around Grand Central are slumming in New York. Ricardo Stefano spends eleven hours a day, five days a week, brushing the scuffed oxfords and dusty loafers of businessmen near Grand Central Terminal, something he has been doing since arriving from Brazil fifteen years ago. Shining shoes was a step down from fixing glasses in his father’s eyeglass shop, particularly for someone with a year of college. But trailblazing compatriots told him he could make far more money shining shoes in New York than he could fixing glasses in Brazil, and the rumors turned out to be true. At age forty-three, he makes $500 a week, half of which he sends back to his estranged wife and three children in the state of Minas Gerais. He has not seen his children since he left. But Stefano does not regret his decision.

“When you come to this country, you know what kind of job you will find—because you don’t have language, you don’t have papers,” he told me as he polished a pair of shoes someone had left. “That’s the price you pay.”

The price he and other Brazilians pay for their supposedly enhanced life is even higher than Stefano admits. Dr. Maxine L. Margolis, a professor of anthropology at the University of Florida in Gainesville who has studied New York’s Brazilians, told me most Brazilians have an incurable case of saudades, the longing for home, and so come to the United States as sojourners, not settlers, intending to return someday. Most of the Brazilians I interviewed told me wistfully of plans to retire there or return once they had made their fortune. Araújo, the Malagueta waitress, spoke of pining for a place where she is surrounded by the Brazilian zest for life.

“Here, you just think about your job, about making money,” she said. “You don’t think about life.”

THE GREEKS, WHO JUST a decade ago made up half of Astoria’s population, are leaving for other places. Many immigrants made enough money in coffee shops, diners, and construction to afford homes in more spacious Bayside and Whitestone in Queens or Roslyn on Long Island. Children who grew up in Astoria did so well in the area’s schools that many now work as lawyers and engineers, and they too are seeking fresher terrain. “What’s happening is what happened to every other immigrant group,” said Harilaos Daskalothanassis, managing editor of the Greek-language newspaper The National Herald, which has a tristate circulation of 40,000. “They came here and found jobs and inexpensive homes and eventually they wanted bigger houses and yards. Now their children or they themselves when they make some more money want houses in less urban areas—and new immigrants move into their space.”

But these new immigrants are no longer Greeks. Greece is such a prospering member of the European Union that Greeks no longer feel the need to leave their homeland, as they did in the late 1960s and 1970s, when they came to the United States at a rate of 15,000 a year and a neighborhood like Astoria could support a movie theater, the Ditmars, that showed only Greek movies. “Greece is not a poor country,” Harry, as everybody calls him, put it. Until two decades ago, Greeks stayed put in Astoria, preferring its two-family brick houses (sometimes with three families inside them) to taller apartment houses. “Nobody really moved,” said Tina Kiamos, the executive assistant at the Hellenic American Neighborhood Action Committee, a social service agency, who grew up near Thirtieth Avenue and Thirty-seventh Street in the 1950s but left Astoria thirty-five years ago for Bayside. They liked visiting a doctor who spoke Greek on Astoria’s “Doctors’ Row” on Thirty-sixth Street at Thirtieth Avenue. They were proud of St. Demetrios School, whose uniforms of blue jackets and gray trousers or skirts were marks of prestige and where one year thirty-nine of its forty-one graduates passed the tests for selective Stuyvesant and Bronx Science high schools. These children of furriers and street vendors would hang out on corners, or go to dances at the church or at their parents’ Hellenic societies, or, when they were older, to the nightclubs that featured the springing, foot-dragging circle dances popularized by Zorba the Greek. “The guys always had cars, the girls didn’t, and the girls always tried to get the guys to take them to a dance,” Kiamos remembered.

If such flirtations led to marriage, the couple expected to live in an Astoria row house. But somewhere along the way, the guys started dating girls who weren’t Greek and the girls started going out with guys who weren’t Greek. Many had already stopped going to after-school programs that taught them Greek, so they stopped speaking Greek to one another as adults. Unlike their parents, they chose to go to college, to campuses such as St. John’s or Queens College. If they became professionals, the next stop was not Astoria but perhaps Manhasset on Long Island. And if they married and had a “big fat Greek wedding,” complete with clueless non-Greek in-laws, they seldom returned to Astoria.

At seventy-five-year-old St. Demetrios Cathedral, the heart of the parish, adorned with Orthodox saints in radiant gold halos, I spoke in 2002 with Father Panagiotis Lekkas, an Athenian, who told me that there were 374 baptisms in 1981 but just 160 in 2001; 150 weddings in 1981 but just 88 in 2001. Perhaps three out of four of Astoria’s weddings are between Greeks and non-Greeks, according to Stephanopoulos, whose son is married to a non-Greek. Delis, the manager of Community Board 1, a wiry native of Salonika who has wavy black hair and a mustache and who smokes slim cigars, pointed out with a Groucho Marx impishness that some of the Greeks are hitching up with Latin American women. “Off the record, Latin girls are very cute,” he said. Tom Kourtesis, who runs Hellas Radio, told me that “the old, old-fashioned Greeks, they are very mad” about the intermarriages. “Some-times the first few months they don’t even talk to the kids.”

The losses have left the remaining Greeks with a sense of, to use a word of Greek origin, melancholy, an emptiness that aches beneath the traditional bravado. They miss the intimacy of a neighborhood where everyone speaks the same language. Fotini Kessissoglou and her husband, Stavros, moved to Astoria from Athens in 1986 and within two months opened Kesso Foods on Twenty-first Avenue, which sells a thick, tart, strained Greek yogurt that they top with cherry preserves or stewed fruit and must be what the ambrosia of the Greek gods tasted like. “We didn’t like the yogurts here,” Mrs. Kessissoglou said. “Stavros is picky. He wants to make everything perfect. This is what we argue about.” The couple was delighted to live in a bustling city near the sea, just like Athens. But the joy of their success has been tempered by the Greek decline. “When I first came I said to myself, ‘The Greeks are very clever. They choose the best places to live,’” said Mrs. Kessissoglou. “So I am sad when I see all the Greeks go to other places.”

The decline should not be overblown. Astoria, named after the fur merchant John Jacob Astor, whose farm embraced the neighborhood, may still have the largest Greek population in one spot outside Greece, and there is still a robust Greek accent in the stretch between Ditmars Boulevard and Broadway. The sidewalks are dotted with more than 100 social clubs, where Cretans, Cypriots, Minoans, Thessalians, Ithacans, Macedonians, Cycladians, and émigrés from other regions in Greece play cards, eat Greek delicacies, and talk exuberantly late into the night. Athens Square Park, with statues of Socrates and Athena and three ionic columns, is a lively new social center. Ditmars Boulevard, one of three main drags, has shops that trumpet Greek gods and heroes— Venus Jewelry, Hermes Laundromat, and Hippocrates Health Center— and nooks sell Greek CDs, newspapers, ikons, and jewelry. Even the Amtrak overpasses are painted blue and white.

The Greeks still conduct their ceremonies the old way. On my visit to Astoria I had a lunch of lamb and potatoes at Stamatis on Twenty-third Avenue. Most of the restaurant was occupied by a long table of mourners who had just come from a funeral. Almost all the women were dressed in black, some with black lace over their hair. Many men were in black too, and when they stood, all seemed to hold their shoulders squared, their heads high, their feet planted firmly on the ground. It seemed a way of carrying themselves that bespoke their confidence in their manhood, a Mediterranean affectation. Although they had just buried a relative and friend, the mourners were avidly consuming a sizable feast—succulent roasted baby lamb, lemon-infused potatoes, moussaka, hummus, grilled octopus, and skordalia (a garlic and potato dip). The talk became loud and excited. There was even laughter. I could only guess that the person who died had been very old.

George Alexiou joined me for lunch. He is a short, sinewy realtor who came in 1972 to follow a brother studying hotel management, obeying an impulse for wandering the earth that he suggests is wired into Greek genes. “We Greeks are always with two suitcases, like the Jews,” he said. His résumé reads like those of many Greeks, with sweaty jobs in restaurants and hotels followed by work as a manager at the St. Moritz Hotel and a captain at Maxwell’s Plum, then his own coffee shop on the Upper East Side. “I worked seven days a week, fifteen hours a day,” he said. He saved his money to buy houses, owning so many that he is president of the Greek-American Homeowners Association, which lobbies for lower taxes. Astoria’s Greeks, he told me, still own many of the row houses rented by newer immigrants, but they are now splurging on grander $500,000 houses for themselves in more suburban locales in Queens. “They work hard; they deserve it,” he said, as if I had questioned their right to such comfort. “The problem is we don’t have new blood. The problem is Greeks are well off, they don’t come over here.”

And then the Greeks here are to blame as well, he said, with a touch of prideful irony. “They make their money in diners and coffee shops, but they want their sons and daughters to get a degree—that’s a fact.” He knows the neighborhood’s trends because he rents apartments to young Manhattanites attracted by Astoria’s polyglot character. These young people like jogging in Astoria Park and using its swimming pool, the city’s biggest. “They love the variety,” he said. “They want Greek, they want Balkan, they want Chinese. They love it.” Our conversation continued blithely along these lines, and then there was that stunning moment that shatters a reporter’s detachment. Alexiou revealed that his twenty-two-year-old son had been killed in a car accident. “Life stinks sometimes,” he said. “You make money and then you lose the thing you love most.”

After we paid the bill, Alexiou drove me around and we stopped at the shop of Philippos Markakis, a grizzled poet who sports a flamboyant handlebar mustache that virtually merges with his bushy sideburns. He claims to have written 4,000 poems about “love, work, sadness, nature, the sea.” But that’s not how he makes his living. He operates perhaps the only combination coin laundry and barbershop in creation, cutting hair on one side of a partition for $8 and letting people do their laundry on the other side. He sometimes laments the neighborhood changes.

“People, when they say hello, they don’t understand each other and they’re more a little apart,” he said in accented English that testifies to his odyssey almost fifty years ago from the Aegean island of Fournoi. “Among Greeks you walk up, you say hello, and everybody knows each other. These new people you keep your hands at your side. They’re nice people, but they have different habits.”

Still, he said, “I’m going to die here because I love Astoria.”

There is a sprinkling of young Greeks who choose to live in Astoria, and one is Amalia Kalogridakis, a staff writer for Hellas Radio. She moved to Astoria from Bay Ridge, Brooklyn, in 2002 when she was twenty-four. What she likes about Astoria is that she can talk the night away—sometimes until 3 a.m.—and then go home and feel safe and surrounded by her compatriots. “Greeks and late nights are the same words,” she said.

The neighborhood, after all, includes some of the city’s tastiest Greek restaurants, such as Elias Corner, which is a few blocks from Stamatis below the shadows of the el on Thirty-first Street. At Elias, you can pick out your red snapper or sea bass at the counter on your left as you enter and then eat it grilled, its skin crisp, in the back or on an outdoor patio. Hangouts such as Lefkos Pirgos on Thirty-first Street and Omonia and Galaxy on Broadway serve the city’s best baklava and galaktobourekos. Markets such as Mediterranean Foods and Titan Foods on Thirty-first Street offer a half dozen kinds of feta cheese marinating in a barrel of salt water, a dozen varieties of black and green olives, the flaky spinach pies known as spanakopita, the Greek salami called aero, and the small metal pots for brewing Greek coffee. Kalogridakis notices that Greeks who have left for other neighborhoods return every few months to stock up on stuffed grape leaves. “They come back to Astoria when they need their Greek dose,” is the way she puts it.

On one of my visits, I joined members of the Minos Club, natives of Crete, three of them owners of suburban diners, for a lavish lunch under a lush grape arbor with the sun glinting through. We ate grilled red snapper, stewed lamb, and tomatoes with basil flown in from Crete, and drank a homemade brown Cretan wine. They stared eagerly, waiting for my reaction, whether I too felt their Greek specialties were unrivaled. As we drank more of the wine, the president, Aristides Garganourakis, a spirited man with a thick mustache, reminisced about coming to America in 1974 to work as a dishwasher. “We came here because we had no choice,” he said. “We had to survive.” He learned the restaurant trade, then opened a coffee shop in East Harlem, a pizza shop in Yonkers, and finally a diner in Dobbs Ferry, where he now lives. His children helped out but are now forsaking the business. “We put them to work, twelve, thirteen years old, and they say good-bye.” His son John is studying medicine at the State University of New York at Binghamton. Garganourakis hopes that John will still come to Astoria to nourish his Cretan roots, so the Minos Club works hard to make sure their children sustain their culture, providing lessons in Greek language and folk dances. Unlike other Hellenic societies, they still have a substantial membership of young people—142. With John they are succeeding; he travels to Greece every summer and he comes to Minos Society dances.

But the likelihood that the children will live in Astoria is increasingly far-fetched. Alexiou, the realtor, put it hauntingly to me: “Little by little, if we don’t have new blood coming in, it’s starting to die.”


ASTORIA

WHERE TO GO

Al-Iman Mosque (ASTORIA’S LARGEST MUSLIM HOUSE OF WORSHIP) 24-30 STEINWAY STREET; (718) 626-6633

Kaufman Astoria Studios (WHERE SESAME STREET AND OTHER PRODUCTIONS ARE MADE) 34-12 36TH STREET; (718) 392-5600

Museum of the Moving Image (EXHIBITS ON ART, HISTORY, AND TECHNOLOGY OF FILM AND TELEVISION) 35TH AVENUE AT THE CORNER OF 36TH STREET; WWW.MOVINGIMAGE.US

St. Demetrios Cathedral (GREEK ORTHODOX) 30-11 30TH DRIVE; (718) 728-1718

Steinway & Sons (FACTORY OFFERS TOURS OF HOW PIANOS ARE MADE) 1 STEINWAY PLACE; (718) 721-2600

WHERE TO EAT

Churrascaria Tropical (BRAZILIAN) 36-08 30TH AVENUE; (718) 777-8171

Elias Corner (GREEK SEAFOOD) 24-02 31ST STREET; (718) 932-1510

Kabab Café (EGYPTIAN RESTAURANT) 25-12 STEINWAY STREET; (718) 728-9858

Kesso Foods (GREEK YOGURT SHOP) 77-20 21ST AVENUE; (718) 777-5 303

Laziza of New York (JORDANIAN BAKERY, SPECIALIZING IN KONAFA, A WARM CHEESE PIE RICH WITH SWEET SYRUP AND PISTACHIOS) 25-78 STEINWAY STREET; (718) 777-7676

Malagueta (BRAZILIAN RESTAURANT) 25-35 36TH AVENUE; (718) 937-4821

Mombar (SOUTHERN EGYPTIAN CUISINE) 25-22 STEINWAY STREET; (718) 726-2356

Stamatis Restaurant (GREEK) 29-12 23RD AVENUE; (718) 932-8596

Taverna Kyclades (GREEK SEAFOOD) 33-07 DITMARS BOULEVARD; (718) 545-8666




Chapter 2
Melting Together in Ditmas Park

ASTORIA, AND OTHER NEIGHBORHOODS LIKE IT, WHERE GREEKS cluster in one section, Brazilians in another, and Arabs in a third, illustrate the mosaic theory of ethnic integration. New York, that theory holds, is really an arrangement of different-colored ethnic tiles often coexisting amicably but separated by the sturdy grout of chauvinism and suspicion. And so, the theory continues, the fabled melting pot is a fanciful myth, never true for the immigrant Jews, Italians, and Irish in its own time and even less true since the ethnic identity movement of the 1960s made ethnic aloofness a virtue.

But in some places in New York City cultures do seem to melt into one another, suggesting ever so tentatively that Americans are more ready to get along today than ever before. Indeed, in New York the amount of actual mingling that now takes place in so many places is striking. Perhaps no neighborhood better showed me this quite radical shift than Brooklyn’s Ditmas Park. Even many seasoned New Yorkers have never heard of it, at best confusing it with the rest of Flatbush, but it is there, among the graceful Victorian houses and stout apartment blocks south of Prospect Park, that I saw the new face of New York taking shape.

Whites, blacks, Asians, and Latinos share this softly shaded patch, and no one ethnic or racial group is dominant. Moreover, the neighborhood’s population of 8,243 is not cut up into discrete ethnic swatches but is significantly interwoven. Residents such as Fred Siegel, urban affairs professor at Cooper Union, like to stand on their verandas and proudly reel off the races and nationalities that flank their porches and backyards.

“The people two doors down are Guyanese Indian,” Siegel told me when I visited. “The woman diagonally behind us is from Grenada. The people in that brown house are from Yugoslavia. There’s a family nearby that are Moroccan Jews from Israel. Then we have a former ambassador from Grenada four or five houses down.”

The variety of ethnic groups and economic classes is immediately evident on a stroll down Cortelyou Road, the shopping spine, where within seconds I passed a black man with cornrows, a Muslim woman with a head scarf, a white mother in Birkenstocks, and a man wearing a skullcap. The street’s car service is Mex Express, but the nail salon promises a European pedicure. The canopy at R & R Meats advertises “Productos Mexicanos” as well as “West Indian Products.” The Associated supermarket, owned by a Polish Jew, has a heaping Mexican section. Cinco de Mayo is a restaurant where diners include not only yuppie and boomer foodies but lots of actual Mexican construction workers as well. The neighborhood tavern, the Cornerstone, is rough-and-tumble, but its blue-collar regulars are black and white. “We generally all get along,” said Matthew McLean, a neighborhood resident and teacher at Edward R. Murrow High School. Vladimir Popov, the sixty-seven-year-old clerk at the video store, can wax effusive on the varying tastes in film of his West Indian, Chinese, Russian, and southern black customers, even if his generalizations—for example, which ethnic groups prefer triple-X-rated films—should be taken with a grain of salt.

I rambled the well-shaded side streets with evocative English names such as Westminster, Argyle, Buckingham, Rugby, and Marlborough roads and saw lovely gabled Victorians and Queen Annes, some with colonnaded porches, looking especially beautiful on a spring day when fallen cherry blossoms dusted the ground and crimson and yellow tulips were blossoming in front yards. Here and there were also sturdy white-and redbrick apartment buildings. Westminster Road could have been a street in an old Westchester suburb like Pelham. But immediately I was struck by how many different kinds of faces I saw. There were young Chinese men playing basketball at a driveway hoop, a blond woman talking to her Pakistani neighbor, and Professor Siegel.

As I talked to residents, I was struck not just by how many different cultures were living in those houses and apartments but also by how many cross-cultural friendships there were, so many that they had become run-of-the-mill, suggesting that the diversity was not merely cosmetic. A prime example was Mavis Theodore and Hynda Lessman Schneiweiss, apartment dwellers who have been friends for more than ten years, though their backgrounds could not be more dissimilar. Schneiweiss, a woman in her early eighties, is a Chicago-born Jew, the daughter of a men’s pattern maker who lost his job in the Depression and was forced to move to Brooklyn for work. Until she retired she was an engineering assistant at the company that sold heating and cooling equipment to the World Trade Center. She has lived in the neighborhood since 1942, for many years with her husband, Saul, a handball player and swimmer, on East Eighteenth Street. Theodore, who is single and in her fifties, is a black Trinidadian, the daughter of a builder who taught her the importance of community service by helping village women earn money selling their crocheting and pottery. A single woman, she moved into the neighborhood twenty-five years ago and since 2001 has worked at Wiley, the publisher, granting licenses to colleges and hospitals for online access to the company’s scientific and medical journals.

Schneiweiss and Theodore met through community work. When muggings and drug dealing sent many old-timers packing, Schneiweiss stayed put. “I always had hope,” she said. “I wasn’t going to move. I don’t like to be pushed, and I pushed back.” She joined the Seventieth Precinct Council and the community board and forcefully let the police know crime was eroding the neighborhood’s viability. When the city finally appointed police commissioners who deployed patrols effectively, the neighborhood reaped the benefits. “Crime in this neighborhood has gone down to practically nothing,” she said.

Theodore, meanwhile, was busy keeping the neighborhood flame alive from her own angle. She recalls a time when Ditmas Park was largely filled with Jews, Italians, and blacks who carved out their own turfs, and when she felt the sting of that checkerboard isolation. “If black people came into the area, people used to ask you where are you going,” she recalled. But she got involved in community work too, and it was at a meeting of the Newkirk Area Neighborhood Association that she met Schneiweiss, its president. She convinced the organization to get involved in providing packages of school supplies to children in homeless shelters, some of whom wind up in Ditmas Park schools. In 2005 she, Schneiweiss, and helpers gave out 1,200 packages to fourteen shelters. But they socialize outside as well, going together to concerts at Carnegie Hall. Indeed, Theodore calls Schneiweiss “my dearest friend.”

“Everybody has to learn and live together, and you can’t learn to be in a democracy if you live in Borough Park,” says Schneiweiss, referring to an overwhelmingly Hasidic enclave in Brooklyn. Mavis replies, “This neighborhood is going to demonstrate what Rodney King said, ‘Can’t we all get along?’”

Friendships like these are also common among younger people in Ditmas Park. Daniel Shaw, who is white and was a Cornell University senior when we spoke, went to the neighborhood’s public schools and Midwood High School and has been friends since kindergarten with Miguel Valiente, a Panamanian, Etan Marciano, a Moroccan, and Elizabeth Hui, a Chinese. “When my friends and I walk down the street, we look like a UN summit meeting, no joke,” he said. In high school, they hung out at his house on Friday

































DITMAS PARK











OEBPS/images/Berg_9780307493415_epub_tp_r1.jpg
The WORLD in a CITY

TRAVELING THE GLOBE THROUGH THE

NEIGHBORHOODS OF THE NEW NEW TORK

Joseph Berger





OEBPS/images/Berg_9780307493415_epub_xvii_r1.jpg
. o
/ =
i
Har o
w__ B o,
A Plung
A e
=
aE N =
e Hil
-,

=









OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Berg_9780307493415_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
I8l

BATFANIGINESB O © KS






