�����

� � � ��� � � � �
����� Kim Barker walks the runway alongside Afghanistan’s wannabe top models.
����� Irina Aleksander goes house hunting with Florida’s transient sex offenders.
����� Bill Donahue saddles up with America’s newest rodeo stars, direct from São Paulo.
��� ��������� Liz Phair on NASCAR, chopsticks, and other unexpected means to a sustainable end
������ Kayt Sukel explores the ancient city of Petra, a preschooler’s utopia.
���������� Clay Risen tracks the campaign to save Donkey Kong and Pac-Man for digital posterity.

My Chinese American
Problem—and Ours

�����

brown hair, looks at Amiri almost ﬁercely. With less than perfectly white teeth,
a generous nose, an average body, and
a hip thrust more ﬁtting for a hockey
�������-�� ����� ���� AFGHAN MODEL ��� ��������
rink than for a runway, the 23-year-old
������ ������� —��� ������ ��� ��� �����.
Khalwat would never make the tryouts
By Kim Barker
for America’s Next Top Model, the Tyra
Banks vehicle that Afghan Model tries
� � � � � � � � �� � � � � � � � heavy for “model,” and where threats by the to emulate.
makeup, fake eyelashes, and a green TV-hating, women-loathing Taliban
But she has a certain something—
spangly head scarf, loose dress, and have turned an appearance before the namely, two X chromosomes. She’s an
pants ﬁt for an Afghan wedding. But cameras on a rickety, rainbow-lit white Afghan woman willing to appear on a
she’s no bride. She’s a warrior in heels stage into a political statement.
model show, a rarity here.
and metallic nail polish, preparing to
“Hide your hair today,” one judge,
“I was 8 years old when I started folappear on Afghan Model, a new TV Hozair Amiri, tells Khalwat before a lowing models,” Khalwat tells Amiri.
show that aims to ﬁnd the top fashion recent taping. “Please.”
“It’s my style to show my hair like this.”
star in a war-torn nation where neither
Khalwat, her green head scarf showOne of the few bright spots on the
of the two main languages has a word ing off a good part of her highlighted bleak and beige Afghan horizon is the

� �� ��� � � �� � �� ����� � � � ��� � � � � � � �� � � �� � �� � �� �� ��� � � ��� � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � .
� ��� � �� ��� � � � � � � ��� � � � �� � ��� � � �.
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By Sandra Tsing Loh
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Kabul Makeover

�� ��� ������� the very
worst people in the world?
Are we the most off-putting,
tunnel-visioned, robotically
competitive, and academically frightening? Consider the recent
media firestorm around Amy Chua’s
Battle Hymn of the Tiger Mother, a
book that was excerpted in The Wall
Street Journal under the now infamous
headline “Why Chinese Mothers Are
Superior.” In case you are the only person in America who hasn’t yet read it,

this is Chua’s recipe for raising successful children:
Here are some things my daughters,
Sophia and Louisa, were never allowed to do:
O attend a sleepover
O have a playdate
O be in a school play
O complain about not being in a
school play
O watch TV or play computer games
O choose their own extracurricular
activities

get any grade less than an A
not be the #1 student in every subject except gym and drama
O play any instrument other than the
piano or violin
O not play the piano or violin
O
O

Cue the much-documented howl
emanating from a gazillion online
commenters, many crying child abuse.
From my perspective, both Chua’s defenders and detractors misconstrue Tiger Mother, but ﬁrst let’s acknowledge
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������� �� ��� ������

� � �� ’� �� � � � � � � � � � ?
By Jeffrey Goldberg

Dear C.T.,
You should tell them about the Secret
Asian Academic Lucky Happy Fun
Diet: a soup, eaten three times daily
by the entire family, consisting of bok
choy, conger eel, duck tongue, and
low-sodium soy sauce. Tell your fellow
parents that the soup can be eaten only
while sitting in the lotus position, in
front of a gong. If this technique fails to
satisfy your questioners, tell them you
don’t speak English. Or threaten them
with your deadly kung fu skills.

I

believe that my brain has only multivariate calculus, but that doesn’t
limited space to store informa- mean it’s not annoying. (Interestingly, a
tion, and I would like to clear recent study found that women expeit of, for instance, song lyrics rience earworms for longer than men,
that I don’t want to remem- and generally ﬁnd them more annoying.
ber. Do you know any techniques for I don’t know what to make of that.) A
forgetting useless information and study published earlier this year (the
music?
researchers gave subjects the ‘Catchy
P.D., New Orleans, La.
Tunes Questionnaire’) found that the Dear B.F.,
worst way to get rid of earworms is to For one thing, there’s that great scene
Dear P.D.,
try to get rid of earworms. The more in which Zach Galifianakis wakes up
Your question is an important one. I you think about trying to forget them, from a rooﬁe-induced blackout and disrecently woke up with Rod Stewart’s the deeper they burrow. This is pretty covers Mike Tyson’s tiger in his hotel
“Maggie May” in my head. Fortunately, I much true about consciously trying to bathroom. But beyond that, it’s true that
was soon able to forget it. Unfortunately, forget anything. There’s even a name Citizen Kane falls into the category of
it was replaced by the Human League’s for the phenomenon: ironic processing. ﬁlms that are more admired than loved.
“(Keep Feeling) Fascination.” I asked a The best advice I’ve heard for making The cinematography is revolutionary, as
memory expert I know, Joshua Foer, the earworms go away is to just stop being is the use of ﬂashbacks, and its self-disauthor of Moonwalking With Einstein: irritated by them, and come to peace tancing irony made Orson Welles a diThe Art and Science of Remembering with the fact that you’re humming Brit- rector ahead of his time. But that irony—
Everything, if it is possible to force for- ney Spears.”
bleakness, even—makes Citizen Kane
getfulness, particularly of crappy songs.
for some people an unsatisfying movieThis is his answer: “There’s actually a I am a third-generation Japanese watching experience. I would suggest,
scientiﬁc term for jingles that get lodged American woman, a professional, for slightly more uplifting fare, Night
in your head: earworms. It’s probably and a parent. My children go to and Fog. Or perhaps Pootie Tang.
not the case that having ‘Hit Me Baby school with mostly non-Asians, and
To submit your question or request for advice, please
One More Time’ bouncing around your in the past I’ve occasionally been e-mail advice@theatlantic.com. Include your full
skull is keeping you from mastering asked for parenting tips. But the name and address.
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Recently, my son asked me to name
the greatest movie ever made. I said,
“Citizen Kane.” He asked why, and I
said, “Well, I don’t know.” I realized
I was just repeating the conventional
wisdom. I don’t really even like to
watch Citizen Kane. I mean, it’s not
a movie I would choose to watch on
a Saturday night. So why does everyone think it’s so great?
B.F., Manchester, N.H.

������ ����
rally. The letter writers, nearly all of continued to monitor developments in
“Private Plane, Public Menace” (Janu- whom are men with vested economic both story lines as they have occurred.
ary/February Atlantic), by Jeffrey interests in private aviation, make Ed
������� ����
Goldberg, will certainly grab readers’ Bolen’s exact points, which is to say, they
������, THE CHRONICLE
���� ����������
attention, with its sensationalist char- ignore the actual content of my article.
������, �.�.
acterization of security for “general avi- To recap: I wrote about my ﬁrsthand exation,” a category that includes all avia- perience on a corporate jet. I noted that
tion outside the airlines or the military. before boarding the plane, my identity I was troubled by the disgust and conHowever, readers deserve to know that was not ascertained, either by the pilots tempt, disingenuously disguised as pity,
numerous initiatives to harden general or by officials of a federal agency; and that Caitlin Flanagan heaps on Karen
aviation against terrorist threats have that my luggage and person were not Owen. After reading the offending
been put into place by industry.
inspected. The plane, an eight-seat jet, PowerPoint presentation, I am someFor instance, names of general- could have done a fair amount of damage what puzzled that Ms. Owen is being
aviation pilots and aircraft owners are to, say, CIA headquarters, near which we characterized as either a heroine or a
checked against terrorist watch lists, ﬂew. I told this story and then asked: Is villain. Her greatest crime appears to
and pilots must hold tamper-proof ID this a good thing for public safety? I am be publicizing the names of her sexual
issued by the government. Charter air- comforted by the knowledge that a toll- partners, but what Ms. Flanagan ﬁnds
craft are covered by federal security free number exists that can be called in most offensive is Owen’s promiscuity,
requirements—including, for larger case of an unfolding terrorist plot, but it her willingness to please men sexually,
aircraft, baggage and passenger screen- seems to me that a bit more intelligent and the sexual excitement she derives
ing before boarding. Foreign citizens oversight might be needed. I understand, from being the object of male aggresseeking certain types of ﬂight training of course, that I gored the ox of a special sion. It is interesting that in the 21st
in the U.S. undergo ﬁngerprint-based interest that, for reasons of proﬁt and century we still provide a mouthpiece
background checks. An “Airport Watch” convenience, would rather limit the level for people who think a woman’s casual
disregard for her sexual reputation
program, with a toll-free number, is in of oversight to which it is subjected.
is a sign of psychopathology. Readers
place for reporting suspicious activity.
should be able to expect something a bit
The Treasury Department monitors ������� ����� ����
Although I took issue with several parts more edifying than mean-girl nastiness
the buyers and sellers of aircraft.
Contrary to Goldberg’s assertion, we of “The Hazards of Duke” (January/ and reactionary sexual politics from a
in general aviation have long prioritized February Atlantic), Caitlin Flanagan’s publication of The Atlantic’s stature.
�������� �����, ��.�.
security, and have worked effectively statements and assumptions about The
���� ��������, ����.
with government officials to implement Chronicle’s news sense with regard to
measures that enhance security with- rape charges against a former Duke
sophomore misrepresent the paper’s Caitlin Flanagan replies:
out needlessly sacriﬁcing mobility.
It is not I, but Lindsey Rupp, who has
�� ����� coverage.
To say that The Chronicle and its mischaracterized the essential facts of
��������� ��� ���
�������� �������� editors found these accusations “of the case. On what did I base my asser�������� ����������� relatively little interest” is baseless tion that The Chronicle covered the
����������, �.�. speculation, and to say we covered the rape accusation far more brieﬂy than it
story “far more brieﬂy” than the Karen did the Owen PowerPoint? At the time
Owen story is inaccurate. The Chronicle my essay appeared in The Atlantic, the
Jeffrey Goldberg replies:
I have been the target of a letter-writing published three stories about the rape paper had published three articles about
campaign that appears to be about as charges. All three ran on the front page, the rape case, and one letter from an
spontaneous as a Pyongyang political two of them as the lead story. We have associate dean of the university who
8
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craze over Asian parenting has become much more intense lately. It’s
very offensive to me to be asked for
parenting secrets, like how to dominate the SATs, especially by people
who mistakenly think I’m Chinese.
What do I tell these people?
C.T., San Diego, Calif.

D I S PAT C H E S

D I S PAT C H E S

The Passage Verdeau, built in 1845 near the site of the city’s old ramparts, links to the Jouffroy and Panoramas arcades.

The Paris arcades light up the cityscape and include shops, hotels, and mosaics like this one in the Rue de Rivoli.

������

begin your investigation by tumbling
out of bed (from 76 euros). The surrealists loved this passage (“The father
of Surrealism was Dada; its mother
was an arcade,” commented the social
philosopher Walter Benjamin, who
adored the arcades so much he wrote a
thousand-plus-page book about them),
perhaps because it also hosts the creepy
Musée Grévin, a Victorian holdover still
welcoming people fascinated with the
greasy gleam of wax museums.
Directly across the Boulevard Montmartre is the Passage des Panoramas, so
named for the impressive murals-inthe-round that were once this arcade’s
big draw. Those works are long gone,
and now the place is seductively shabby,
with much of the ghostly allure of the
original architecture still unharmed.
Many of the shops in the arcades
specialize in books, stationery, old postcards, and in the case of the Passage
des Panoramas, stamps. In the Passage
Jouffroy is the celebrated bookstore
Cinédoc, with its Louise Brooks and
Audrey Hepburn biographies, directly

ﬂoors; the odd little shops with names
like Le Bonheur des Dames, the unironic
moniker of a needlepoint shop in the
��������� ��� ����’� ��������, ��� ���������, �������� ������� Passage Verdeau. (A rule of thumb for
By Lynn Yaeger
arcade charm: the more a passage has
been restored, the more exquisite its
� � � � � � � � � � � � � La interesting of which are located on the pilasters and gleaming its glass ceiling,
Boîte à Joujoux in the Passage Right Bank in a disconnected web that the less gripping its fragile appeal. For
Jouffroy offers personal- can be traversed in a leisurely hour or example, the Galerie Vivienne, despite
ized note cards with names two, offer a fascinating peek at Paris’s a lovely mosaic ﬂoor and the presence
ﬁercely Francophile: Thibault mercantile past. Not just compelling as of a vast Jean-Paul Gaultier boutique
and Sandrine, Yannick and Séverine. historical artifacts—the arcades are the anchoring one entrance, more closely
In an increasingly homogenized Paris, world’s ﬁrst mini-malls—the passages resembles a high-end shopping district
where Ralph Lauren is camped across are a still-vibrant testament to the en- in Dallas or Palm Beach than a neoclasfrom La Madeleine and Tommy Hilﬁger durance of the retail spirit, of the pure sical ediﬁce.)
colonizes the Rue du Faubourg Saint- fun of shopping, as enticing now as it
Go when it’s raining. The arcades
Honoré, the businesses in Paris’s his- was 200 years ago. The arcades allow were hailed as revolutionary when they
toric passages—or arcades—still exude you to partake in the same activities as ﬁrst opened; they allowed Parisians to
an orienting sense of place.
visitors on the Grand Tour did centu- go shopping, apparently always one of
The passages, a series of covered ar- ries ago—like them, you are meant to the town’s favorite activities, without
cades built mainly between the 1820s admire the chandeliers and the boise- getting their feet wet. And Mesdames
and ’40s (there were 150 by the mid- rie, stop for a snack, and even, despite and Messieurs could truly see what
1800s; today there are 24 standing and these perilous economic times, maybe was in those tantalizing vitrines—the
19 open for business), might ﬁrst appear purchase a little something.
arcades were early converts to gaslight.
rather old-fashioned, low-key, someMuch of what enraptured tourists
You might start your tour at the
times even slightly grubby. But look in the past is still gloriously intact: the Hôtel Chopin, nestled deep in Passage
more closely: these corridors, the most vaulted glass ceilings; the checkerboard Jouffroy, where you could theoretically

Paris Under Glass
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across from Paul Vulin, a librairie where hideous place in all Paris, with its roof
the art monographs are displayed on of stark wooden ribs and glass panes—
wooden racks outside. Hang a right the roof that looks like the vertebral
on the Galerie des Variétés to the Gal- column of some prehistoric monster.”
erie Feydeau (the corridors have names,
Not all the businesses in the arcades
like streets) and you uncover shadowy, have such ancient provenances. For evmysterious venues. One shop appears ery Lavrut there is a place like 26 Pasto consist of nothing but a table, a stack sage, a literal jewel box in the Passage
of black stamp albums, and a beautiful Verdeau that offers delicate charms on
woman. Even establishments that went cords that on closer examination turn
out of business years ago have a way of out to be marijuana-leaf bracelets. And
making their presence known—in front in the stunning Passage Véro-Dodat, unof a shop now selling jewelry in the Pas- der a glass sign high on the wall touting
sage des Panoramas is a vast mosaic Art ��������� ����������, a shop window
Deco mat spelling out �������� ���, features a stuffed ibex sporting a fringed
from the days when the pen you used purse slung around her neck, and hotsaid something about you.
pink stilettos. But this high-stepping
In the Passage Choiseul, a ﬁve-min- mammal is not in search of cartes des
ute walk from the Panoramas, Lavrut, visites—she’s the talisman of the Chrishere since 1922, offers painters’ smocks tian Louboutin boutique, which is fain two styles—the Corot and the Manet. mous for cutting-edge scarlet-soled
The main character in Radclyffe Hall’s footwear and has taken up residence in
Sapphic classic, The Well of Loneliness, this former stationery store, and she’s
visits Lavrut to purchase blotting paper just waiting for a surrealist or two to
and notebooks, though Hall herself was stroll in and pick up a pair of pumps.
disinclined to the Passage Choiseul, describing it, in 1928, as “surely the most Lynn Yaeger is a writer living in New York City.
THE ATLANTIC
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�� ��� ����� �� ������ have exploded in recent years—some form
of the condition affects about one in 110 children today—efforts have
multiplied to understand and accommodate the condition in childhood.
But children with autism will become adults with autism, some 500,000
of them in this decade alone. What then? Meet Donald Gray Triplett, 77,
of Forest, Mississippi. He was the ﬁrst person ever diagnosed with autism.
And his long, happy, surprising life may hold some answers.

Autism’s First Child

I

���� ������ ��� ����� ������

� 1951, � Hungarian-born psychologist, mind reader, and hypnotist
named Franz Polgar was booked for a single night’s performance in a
town called Forest, Mississippi, at the time a community of some 3,000
people and no hotel accommodations. Perhaps because of his social
position—he went by Dr. Polgar, had appeared in Life magazine, and
claimed (falsely) to have been Sigmund Freud’s “medical hypnotist”—
Polgar was lodged at the home of one of Forest’s wealthiest and besteducated couples, who treated the esteemed mentalist as their personal guest.
Polgar’s all-knowing, all-seeing act had been mesmerizing audiences in American towns large and small for several years. But that night it was his turn to be
dazzled, when he met the couple’s older son, Donald, who was then 18. Oddly distant, uninterested in conversation, and awkward in his movements, Donald nevertheless possessed a few advanced faculties of his own, including a ﬂawless ability
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� � � � � � � �� � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �. Henry worried about how the girls would react
when they saw their mother again after all this time, when they saw how she’d changed. And then
there was Moira, Colleen’s sister. She was like a surrogate mother now. Almost a surrogate wife.

Furlough

O

� ��� ����� that his wife shipped
out to Iraq, Henry agreed to let his
daughters sleep in bed with him. They
had begged, and he said okay, but
only for the one night; the concession
seemed a small one given that the girls
were, at least temporarily, losing a
mother. He was never able to regain the ground he lost, however, and for ﬁve months they encamped in his bedroom. But
last night had been the ﬁnal night. Tonight, for the ﬁrst time
since their mother left, the girls were going to sleep in their
own beds. Colleen, missing most of a leg, was coming home.
“It’s like having your very own little insurgency,” Moira
had said to her sister on one of their many phone calls while
Colleen was serving in Iraq. Moira said things like that.
Colleen’s sister was the kind of woman that Henry liked, wry
without any of the mocking bitterness. “They’ve occupied
your bedroom, Colleen. I keep telling Henry that he can’t
56
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let them bunker down. Get them out before it’s too late. Buy
them toys. Bribe them off. Weapons of mass distraction. Hell,
give them candy, whatever it takes, just be a man, that’s what
I tell him.”
But despite Moira’s words, neither she nor Henry had
tried to move the girls back to their own beds while Colleen
was gone; among the many small betrayals that Henry had
committed as a father, depriving his daughters of this small
sense of security would have loomed large. Besides, he did not
mind sleeping in the same bed with his daughters; their presence, the gentle weight of their bodies, their hot sticky breath
on his neck, was comforting to him in a way that his wife’s
presence had never been. No, sleeping with them was not
the problem; instead, the actual process of getting the girls
to fall asleep was the torment for Henry. Tilly, barely 3, shifting against him, kicking at him, talking to her doll, and then
the grunting—her porcine grunting rising in volume until he
had to threaten to take away her monkey blanket—and Karen,
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The Atlantic presents the 2010

The Atlantic presents the 2009

STUDENT WRITING CONTEST

CATEGORIES

Poetry, ﬁction, and personal or journalistic essays

PRIZES

First:
$1,000
Second:
$500
Third:
$250
and one-year subscriptions to The Atlantic
for the runners-up in each category

ENTRANTS

must be full-time undergraduate or
graduate students currently enrolled in an accredited
degree-granting U.S. institution, or 2010 graduates of a
four-year undergraduate program. Submissions should
be original, unpublished work (they may have appeared
in student periodicals) demonstrating superior quality of
expression and craftsmanship.

Poetry, ﬁction, and personal or journalistic essays
First:
$1,000
Second:
$500
Third:
$250
and one-year subscriptions to The Atlantic
for the runners-up in each category

SUBMISSIONS

should not exceed three poems or
7,500 words of prose. No entrant may send more than
one submission per category, and entries must be
postmarked by December 1, 2010.

PUBLICATION ON KINDLE

must be full-time
undergraduate or graduate students currently enrolled in an accredited degree-granting
U.S. institution, or 2009 graduates of a fouryear undergraduate program. Submissions
should be original, unpublished work (they
may have appeared in student periodicals)
demonstrating superior quality of expression
and craftsmanship.

Top stories may be published as part of the Atlantic
Kindle program.*

MANUSCRIPTS should be typewritten (one side

only, please), double-spaced, and accompanied by
a cover sheet with the following information: title,
category, word count, and author’s name, address,
phone number, e-mail address, and academic institution.
Of this information, only the title should appear on the
manuscript itself.

should not
exceed three poems or 7,500 words of prose.
No entrant may send more than one submission per category, and entries must be
postmarked by December 1, 2009.

PLEASE INCLUDE

a stamped, self-addressed
postcard for acknowledgment of receipt. We cannot
provide information on the status of a manuscript until
the winners are announced, in the May 2011 issue.
The winners will be notiﬁed in March 2011.

SEND ENTRIES TO

Student Writing Contest
The Atlantic
600 New Hampshire Avenue NW
Washington, DC 20037

Student Writing Contest
The Atlantic
600 New Hampshire Avenue NW
Washington, DC 20037

* P U B L I C AT I O N O N K I N D L E W I L L B E I N A C C O R D A N C E
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should be
typewritten (one side only, please), doublespaced, and accompanied by a cover sheet
with the following information: title, category, word count, and author’s name, address,
phone number, e-mail address, and academic
institution. Of this information, only the title
should appear on the manuscript itself.

a self-addressed stamped postcard for acknowledgment of receipt. We cannot provide
information on the status of a manuscript
until the winners are announced, in the May
2010 issue. The winners will be notiﬁed in
March 2010.

Fiction2009
��� ���� �� � � 150 ��� � �,
The Atlantic has presented the
best writers of ﬁction, essays, and
poetry—from Ernest Hemingway to
Eudora Welty, Saul Bellow to
Alice Munro, Emily Dickinson
to W. H. Auden. This
summer, we proudly
present our ﬁfth annual
newsstand-only Fiction Issue.

��� � � �� �� :

Paul Theroux
Margaret Atwood
Alice Sebold
Joseph O’Neill
Tim O’Brien
Monica Ali
Jill McCorkle
Rick Bass
Téa Obreht
Alexi Zentner
Wayne Harrison
Kent Nelson
Anne Michaels
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Congratulations!

And thanks so much for your interest in my work and
my passion. I take a modern and fresh approach to
wedding photography, documenting your wedding day,
but also capturing your unique style.
I love weddings. I love a pretty, sunlit ceremony, long
tables of laughter, the glow of lanterns, messy bouquets
and dancing into the night. And I can’t decide what
I love more: being there taking in all the images or
seeing them all together for the ﬁrst time.
I use the latest Nikon digital equipment and an
advanced digital darkroom to create a collection of
images that are uniquely classic, modern, whimsical and
personal. My work has recently appeared in Southern
Weddings Magazine and in Martha Stewart Weddings.
I offer wedding photography to the Washington, DC
area and beyond. Formally trained as a historian and
museum curator, I use this eye to document details, ﬁnd
the classic elements of your day and capture all those
moments in between. Feel free to browse my website
portfolio and when you’re ready to chat more let’s
meet for coffee. I look forward to hearing what you’re
dreaming up!

COLLECTION 4

8 hours of photography
Disc of high resolution images
12x12 25 page Cypress Album
(2) 5x5 25 page Cypress “parent” Albums
Box of 500 4x6 proofs
Engagement Session
Second Photographer
Post Wedding Session
Online galleries
$7500

Kate
Fun fact: You can ﬁnd Kate at the Georgetown Flea Markets on Sundays.

Books + Prints
THE MODERN BOOK

No big black leather albums here.
Kate offers beautiful and traditional
linen albums and modern digitallyprinted books in sizes small to large.
Please inquire for album listings.
Costs start at $500

PRINTS
4x6
$5
5x7
$12
8x10
$18
11x14
$38
16x20
$50
Unique sizes, such as a 10x10, are available.
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Fun Fact: Kate got married on Mackinac Island, Michigan.

Catalog Design for Kate Headley Wedding Photographer
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Just for fun, personal projects

