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1 In our annual “Reasons to Love New 
York” issue, the magazine published a 

story about a Stuyvesant High School 
senior named Mohammed Islam who was 
rumored to have made a fortune trading 
stocks (“Because a Stuyvesant Senior 
Made $72 Million Trading Stocks on His 
Lunch Break,” December 15–28). Islam 
said his net worth was in the “high eight 
figures.” As part of the editing process, the 
magazine sent a fact-checker to Stuyves-
ant, where Islam produced a document 
that appeared to be a Chase bank state-
ment attesting to an eight-figure account. 
After the story’s publication, people ques-
tioned the $72 million figure in the head-
line, which was written by editors based on 
the rumored figure. The headline was 
amended. But in an interview with the 
New York Observer on December 15, Islam 
refuted the entire story. A source close to 
his family told the Washington Post that 
the statements were falsified. “I run an 
investment club at Stuy High which does 
only simulated trades,” Islam told the 
Observer. “I am incredibly sorry for any 
misjudgment and any hurt I caused.” A 
follow-up story in the Guardian detailed 
how Islam had been fabricating his history 
as a trader for more than a year, making his 
way onto a Business Insider list of traders 
under 20, and raising “very little suspicion 
among his classmates and teachers.” We 
were also duped, we should have known 
better, and we take full responsibility. New 

York apologizes to our readers.

2 “To Ted Cruz and other Republicans 
still in office, the allegation that the 

Bush administration used torture had 
gone from outrageous smear to tired news 
without ever having passed through the 
stage of acceptable topic of discussion,” 
wrote Jonathan Chait in his story on why, 
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LSend correspondence to comments@nymag.com.
Or go to nymag.com to respond to individual stories.

in the wake of the Senate Intelligence 
Committee’s report on the CIA’s use of tor-
ture, Republicans continue to defend the 
practice (“The Torture Party,” December 
15–28). The column sparked a fierce 
debate over whether torture can ever be 
deemed ethically acceptable. “Republicans 
support torture for the same reason Dem-
ocrats support torture,” said commenter 
BasketWeaver. “Because being tortured 
sucks, and giving up information is usually 
better than being tortured some more.” 
“That’s pure ignorance,” TheMighty Midget 
responded. “Torture is an incredibly inef-
fective means of eliciting useful informa-
tion. To say nothing of the fact that you’re 
glossing over how innocent people were 
tortured.” KansasNebraska put it this way: 
“We committed torture, doing a great deal 
of damage to our international image at 
the very least, and what did we get from it? 
The torture apologists are using a variety 
of ways to defend torture either by twisting 
what torture is or by invoking a 24 sense of 
torture, but none of them are able to point 
to what torture accomplished … Torture 
not only failed the  Elizabeth Warren test, 
it failed the Jack Bauer test as well.” More 
than one reader felt that Obama’s drone 
program is equivalent to torture. “Why do 
Democrats support the use of drone strikes 
to kill terrorists, along with babies,  
children, women, and innocent people 
nearby? Murder beats interrogation?” To 
this sentiment, RightyTightyWhitey 
responded: “This may come as a shock to 
you, but it’s possible to be a liberal and 
despise the drone program and the use of 
‘enhanced interrogation.’”

3 Actor Samm Levine’s statement in 
“The Culturati Caucus” that his biggest 

cultural argument of 2014 was “Adults read-
ing YA novels—I’m horrified and aghast that 
it’s so common” set off a tense argument 
(December 15–28). “Seriously, I’m sick and 
tired of this ‘Adults shouldn’t read YA’ crap,” 
wrote MrScreenAddict. “Young adult is 
nothing more than a label created by mar-
keters that is slapped on any book whose 
protagonists are below the age of 20. If To 

Kill a Mockingbird were published today, it 
would undoubtedly be advertised as YA.” 
“Can we at least agree that it’s weird when 
moms in their 40s are panting over some 
teenybopper love triangle and deciding 
whose team they are on?” asked commenter 
KateA. “There is nothing wrong with it at 
all,” said McJecca. “Many YA books are 
insightful and well-written, and it’s also 
important for some folks to stay on top of 
what the kids are doing these days.”
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The City Politic:
Chris Smith

Photograph by Mark Peterson

inside: Proof that this wasn’t New York’s worst sports year ever / Panda Bear on the Bowery

After the Killings 
Bill de Blasio and  
Bill Bratton now have  
the most critical 
relationship in New York.R

E
D

U
X

it’s late afternoon on Friday, December 19, and Police 
Commissioner Bill Bratton is surprisingly serene. Fourteen floors 
below his office at One Police Plaza protesters are massing, once 
again, to block the entrance to the Brooklyn Bridge. They’re 
chanting, “Hey, ho! Racist cops have got to go!” as a smaller, pro-
cop rally starts to gather directly across the street. In the waiting 
room outside Bratton’s office, the flat-screen TV tuned to NY1 is 
playing and replaying cell-phone video showing an NYPD plain-
clothes cop punching a suspect as he is being handcuffed. 

Bratton is concerned, certainly. Yet he remains visibly unruf-
fled, reclining in a leather armchair. A puppet replica of his late 
great sidekick and co-strategist, the former deputy police com-
missioner Jack Maple, is propped on a shelf. Yes, Bratton says, in 
hindsight it was probably a bad idea to sit on one side of the 
mayor with the Reverend Al Sharpton on the other at a City Hall 
press conference back in July, after the death of Eric Garner. True, 
his first year back atop the NYPD has been stressful, particularly 

De Blasio and 

Bratton at the police-

promotions ceremony 

on December 19. 
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motivated by the deaths of Michael Brown
and Eric Garner. As de Blasio and Bratton
entered a press conference at Woodhull
Medical Center that night, moments after
meeting with the heartbroken families of
officers Wenjian Liu and Rafael Ramos,
cops lining the hallway turned their backs
on the mayor and his commissioner in
a stunning act of disrespect. An hour later,
the ugliness escalated, with the Patrol-
men’s Benevolent Association president,
Pat Lynch, roaring that de Blasio’s lenient
treatment of demonstrators was to blame.
“There’s blood on many hands tonight,”
he said, standing on a hospital ramp just
after the ambulances carrying the bod-
ies of Liu and Ramos pulled away. “That
blood on the hands starts on the steps of
City Hall, in the office of the mayor.”

It was an outrageous claim. But Lynch’s
diatribe played on anger in the ranks that
had been building, even among the many
fair-minded cops, since the 2013 campaign,
abetted by a contract stalemate between the
city and the PBA. Now, in the aftermath of
the shootings, the combination of grief and
grievance threatened to eclipse not just de
Blasio’s first-year accomplishments but his
next three years in office.

Until December, the mayor had been
heading to a mostly upbeat finish to his
rookie year. He cruised into office with
72 percent of the general-election vote,
promising to lead a progressive crusade,
and is indeed tugging New York leftward
on social and economic policy, from wages
to immigration to speed limits. He started
2014 in a protracted public wrangle with
Governor Andrew Cuomo and emerged

“If the cops are
reading the ‘Post,’
they’re not going
to like the mayor,
because it’s
hanging the mayor
24 hours a day.”

bruised but with $300 million in state 
money to expand the city’s prekindergar-
ten programs, delivering on one of his 
main campaign promises. He has since 
negotiated union contract deals with  
more than two-thirds of city employees, 
combining raises with medical-benefits 
changes that could end up saving the city 
millions of dollars. His administration’s 
preparation for an Ebola case was impres-
sively thorough, and the mayor’s response 
to the city’s lone patient was nimble.

But those victories have come with  
a growing recognition of the complicated 
necessities of keeping the city running 
 efficiently—and of tending to the old- 
politics power realities. So, for instance, de 
Blasio’s vow to create or preserve 200,000 
units of affordable housing has meant not 
running afoul of the real-estate developers 
he needs to build those apartments.  

His dealings with Bratton and the NYPD 
are a crucial case in point. The tragedy in 
Bed-Stuy highlighted the high-wire act that 
came to define de Blasio’s first year in City 
Hall and also the challenges he faces in ful-
filling his populist pledges while maintain-
ing the city’s stability. In 2013, de Blasio’s 
campaign flayed the NYPD’s overuse of stop 
and frisk. That helped him win the election, 
but it left much of the rank and file feeling 
as if they were being blamed for all the evils 
of racism. The Garner protests have bred 
more skepticism and bitterness toward de 
Blasio within the Police Department. Yet 
the same cops for whom he’s mandated 
retraining are the ones the mayor needs to 
keep crime low. De Blasio’s goal is to funda-
mentally change how his officers police 
without undermining Bratton and alienat-
ing the force. The mayor’s first year has been 
about learning how to walk that line. And 
lately he’s been lucky to have a strong part-
ner to lean on when he stumbles.

they don’t seem like natural allies. Bill 
Bratton, 67, became internationally famous 
as the tough-guy police commissioner 
for tough-guy Republican mayor Rudy 
Giuliani, cleaning up the city in the early 
’90s with a combination of computer crime 
tracking and an aggressive crackdown on 
low-level, “quality of life” offenses like fare-
beating, a cluster of tactics given the catchy 
name “broken windows.” Bill de Blasio, 53, 
spent his formative professional years as a 
left-of-center operative in Democratic poli-
tics, then won an upset victory in last year’s 
mayoral race by championing the city’s have-
nots; a sizable portion of his political base 
believes “broken windows” is inherently rac-
ist. When Bratton was a young beat cop in 
Boston, he policed civil-rights and antiwar 
demonstrations in which de Blasio could 

in the past month. Two weeks ago, on the 
afternoon a Staten Island grand jury 
announced it would not indict Officer 
Daniel Pantaleo, the cop who had wrapped 
his arm around Garner’s neck, Bratton 
was briefly hospitalized for dehydration. 

The fresh Garner controversy came 
against the backdrop of the “fraying” rela-
tionship between cops and community that 
he inherited, Bratton says: “Commissioner 
Kelly and Mayor Bloomberg seemed to be 
somewhat tone-deaf that stop, question, 
and frisk was causing a lot of growing ten-
sion.” Now the protests have taken their 
own toll. Morale in the NYPD is not good, 
and he knows it’s a serious problem that his 
officers feel besieged. The media haven’t 
helped, Bratton says, with their portrayals 
of his boss, Mayor Bill de Blasio. “The New 
York Post hates him with a passion,” he says. 
“If the cops are reading the Post, they’re not 
going to like the mayor, because it’s hanging 
the mayor 24 hours a day.” Not that he 
thinks the other side of the ideological- 
journalistic aisle has been much better: 
“The New York Times doesn’t particularly 
like him because he’s not far enough to the 
left for where they want to be. Most of the 
cops aren’t reading the Times in any event—
they just see it as the enemy because it’s 
been leading the charge on the racial profil-
ing and the allegations of racism.”

All the phony controversies, Bratton 
insists, misrepresent de Blasio: “This guy’s 
heart is in the right place. He likes cops. 
He appreciates what they do.” Six days ear-
lier, two officers were attacked and injured 
during a protest on the Brooklyn Bridge. 
Did the mayor visit them in the hospital? 
Bratton’s temperature and volume rises. 
“Anytime a cop’s injured, he calls me to get 
their number. He’s come to the hospital 
with me. Let’s stop the bullshit.”

But the moment passes quickly. Despite 
all the turmoil, the department has kept 
crime at historic lows, and Bratton says 
de Blasio has given him an extra $200 
million to spend on retraining and tech-
nology, so next year will be even better. 
“The test of leadership is in crises, not 
when things are running very well,” he 
says. “Look at the crises that have occurred 
here this year. They’ve been dealt with 
without the place going up in flames.” He 
smiles. Sure, it’s been a tough stretch, but 
Christmas is right around the corner.

less than 24 hours later, the city 
was aflame, at least emotionally, and Brat-
ton’s eyes were brimming with tears. Two 
cops sitting in a patrol car in Brooklyn had 
been shot and killed by a gunman who then 
shot himself. Rumors were swirling that 
the killer’s Instagram postings said he was 
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have easily been a protester. (“No, I would 
have noticed him, he’s so tall,” Bratton says 
with a laugh.) These days, Bratton spends 
his off-duty time with one-percenters who 
he says disdain the mayor; de Blasio’s down-
time is more likely to be spent sweating in 
souvenir T-shirts at the Park Slope Y.

But both men are deeply ambitious, and 
two years ago they found themselves with 
overlapping needs. Bratton, even after more 
than six successful years as chief of the Los 
Angeles Police Department, yearned for a 
second shot in New York, a chance to erase 
the bad ending of his first tour at One Police 
Plaza, where Giuliani chased out Bratton 
for stealing the spotlight. De Blasio, the lefty 
long shot, saw in Bratton not just a proven 
crime-fighter but a man who could cover for 
him with the city’s Establishment. And both 
wanted to show they could bridge the divide 
between cops and minority New Yorkers.

There have been firestorms (over the cop-
bashing boyfriend of Rachel Noerdlinger, 
de Blasio’s wife’s chief of staff) and setbacks 
(the accidental shooting death, by an East 
New York housing cop, of 28-year-old Akai 
Gurley). But the mayor and the police com-
missioner were still making steady headway 
in some ways, driving down both the num-
ber of stop and frisks and the number of 
homicides. And when their biggest test 
loomed, the release of the Garner-grand-
jury decision, they tried to get ahead of the 
trouble. The mayor rolled out announce-
ments of declining crime statistics and 
plans to equip cops with body cameras ear-
lier than originally intended. 

On December 3, when the grand jury 
decided against indicting Pantaleo, de Bla-
sio traveled to Staten Island to meet pri-
vately with aggrieved family members and 
community leaders. Then he delivered an 
impassioned speech in a church. Back at 
City Hall, the mayor’s aides were closely 
monitoring social media for reaction, 
poised to promote the speech’s themes on
Twitter with an assortment of hashtags.
But then they saw that de Blasio’s use of the
slogan “Black lives matter” in the speech
registered with viewers organically and
attached to positive tweets.

Many cops, and mainstream media
outlets, picked up on a different passage:
de Blasio’s description of “training” his
son, Dante, to be wary of encounters
with police officers. The mayor’s empathy
was appropriate. But
de Blasio, in his Staten
Island speech, missed
an opportunity. If he
had gone on to talk
about how thousands of
teenagers, black as well
as white, are able toP
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He is, however, unrestrained in defending 
the speech he’d given on the day of the Gar-
ner decision and says its description of his 
warnings to Dante has been distorted. “I’ve 
tried to do a lot this year to support the 
police, to support the commissioner, to sup-
port the department. Throughout that 
whole process, I didn’t hear people saying 
we’re concerned about what you said about 
your son very openly last year,” the mayor 
says. “The way [Garner] died, his voice, his 
family, what we learned afterwards, I think 
it left just a deep, searing pain for so many 
people. And so what I wanted to say was that 
I understood in some form what people 
were feeling and that I was committed to the 
changes we needed. People were searching 
for a direction, and that’s what a leader is 
supposed to do, provide some sense of 
where we’re going and some sense of solace, 
and so I’m very comfortable with what I did.”

Beyond the uproar over the NYPD there 
has also been, in New York’s business and 
cultural communities, a growing sense that 
de Blasio is indifferent to important sectors 
of city life. “If it doesn’t fit in the inequality 
bucket, he’s not interested,” a banking exec-
utive says. Some of that feeling is, as one 
real-estate executive puts it, “a Bloomberg 
hangover” —after 12 years of their being lav-
ished with attention, the shift in focus to the 
city’s marginalized has been disorienting for 
the elites. But there’s more at work than the 
whining of Wall Streeters. Even Democrats 
sympathetic to the mayor’s policy objectives 
have been disappointed by what they 
believe is his limited range. “He sees the 
world through the lens of the people he  
has to make happy—this narrow world of  

“ We’re executing  
the platform. This 
is what we came 
here to do. It is 
still about the tale 
of two cities.”

Democratic-primary politics,” a strategist 
says. “Yeah, you’re gonna get reelected, but 
you’re not going to be a good mayor if you’re 
governing for 10 percent of the city.” 

De Blasio bristles at the suggestion that 
his words on Staten Island, and his larger 
agenda, are pitched solely to his political 
base. “Well, nothing could be farther from 
the truth,” he says, leaning forward, his jaw 
clenched. “I think the facts are a vast per-
centage of our population will qualify for 
the affordable-housing program. The uni-
versal pre-K program was universal. I’ve 
spoken to upper-middle-class parents who 
have benefited, and I’ve spoken to several of 
the lowest-income in the city who have 
benefited. I think we’ve been able to drive 
down crime in a lot of major categories. 
That affects everyone. People across the 
board wanted to see reform of stop and 
frisk. I mean, we’re executing the platform. 
This is what we came here to do. It is still 
about the tale of two cities. It’s about heal-
ing that and changing that and creating 
actual material change in people’s lives.”

Now, though, de Blasio’s challenge is 
governing a city where millions still 
haven’t made up their minds about him—
while trying to regain the trust of his 
Police Department.

 
one hundred and eleven cops are 
smiling. They have good reason to be 
happy, early on the afternoon of Decem-
ber 19: They’re in full-dress uniform, 
surrounded by proud family members, 
marching into an auditorium at One 
Police Plaza to be promoted to detective. 
The NYPD band is playing “Louie Louie.” 
Then a stirring video, A Day in the NYPD, 
is projected onto three massive screens 
hanging from the ceiling. It’s full of scenes 
of cops shaking hands with grocers, strap-
ping on bulletproof vests, and keeping  
a benevolently watchful eye over the city.

Before their names are called— Algabyali 
and Espinal and Yoon as well as McAloon 
and Vitello, a vivid illustration of the inspir-
ing ethnic diversity of the modern depart-
ment—and their detective certificates dis-
tributed, the cops listen to speeches. First 
up is the mayor, whose schedule today is  
a reminder of the straddle de Blasio is 
attempting: This morning was his meeting 
with leaders of the Justice League, and now 
he’s addressing the people the Justice 
League has been protesting. 

De Blasio says all the right words in his 
speech to the rising detectives, and he no 
doubt believes what he’s saying. “Any act 
of violence against our police officers is an 
act of violence against our values,” he says. 
“On behalf of all 8.4 million New Yorkers, 
I want to thank you.” Yet his manner is 

walk home safely at night thanks to the 
NYPD, he might have won the respect of 
cops who were looking for de Blasio to be 
a passionate mayor for the entire city. 

Instead, on December 12, Lynch, the PBA 
boss, launched an inflammatory campaign 
to ban de Blasio from any future NYPD 
funerals. The next night, two cops on the 
Brooklyn Bridge were attacked and injured, 
sending one to the hospital with a broken 
nose. This was a turning point in the pro-
tests that had been weaving and splintering 
their way through city streets, peacefully if 
noisily, for almost two weeks. Two days after 
the bridge mess, Bratton had vouched for de 
Blasio, testily declaring that the mayor “mis-
spoke” in describing the assaults as “alleged.” 
Then Bratton went on to not-so-subtly pres-
sure de Blasio to start making an effort to 
wind down the protests by declaring that 
they’d cost the city $22.9 million in overtime 
and were becoming “a significant drain on 
the manpower of the city.”

the next afternoon, four days before 
the shootings in Bed-Stuy, the mayor is  
just getting off the phone with Bratton.  
The police commissioner had described  
the briefing he’d just completed, over at 
One Police Plaza, which included unveil-
ing photos of the seven people wanted in 
the Brooklyn Bridge attacks. On his end of 
the conversation, the mayor told Bratton 
of his plans to meet with members of the 
Justice League NYC—not the team of 
comic-book super heroes but a group of 
protest leaders. 

De Blasio steps from behind Fiorello La 
Guardia’s old desk and settles into a red 
upholstered chair. In front of him is  
a table piled with policy binders, family 
photos, and newspapers—the clutter looks 
as if it had been transferred straight from 
his cramped family home in Park Slope. 
He’s jacketless, in white shirtsleeves and a 
red tie with gold dots, and does his best to 
sound relaxed. “I think I’ve always felt a 
sort of familiarity and a comfort in the 
relationship with him just on a human 
level, just a human connection, in part 
because we come from some of the same 
reality,” de Blasio says of Bratton. “It was 
always clear to me that we would be philo-
sophically kindred.” 

For all the personal bonding and profes-
sional teamwork, though, the way he and 
Bratton have handled the tumultuous end 
of 2014 has been driving down de Blasio’s 
job-approval ratings—and opening a huge 
racial split—in public polls. The mayor 
brushes off the validity and importance of 
those surveys. Does his own polling show 
anything different? “I am not,” de Blasio says 
sharply, “getting into my own polling.” 
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nately, proved right on the Brooklyn
Bridge? Hadn’t weeks of managed disrup-
tions led to worse behavior, the attacks on
his officers? “It hasn’t led to worse behav-
ior, except among a small group that was
intent on creating behavior because there
was not enough happening,” Bratton says.
Right, but isn’t that the point of the anti-
crime theory to which he’s deeply loyal,
that if minor disorder isn’t addressed, it
inevitably grows? Not in this instance, he
argues. “If anything, that was the frustra-
tion: that there was not enough police mis-

behavior, because what they want to do is 
provoke misbehavior, and it wasn’t hap-
pening. So it’s not a contradiction with 
‘broken windows.’ Policing is all about situ-
ation. You police to the situation.”

Bratton clearly recognized the urgency of 
the situation after the shootings in Bed-
Stuy. He went on the Today show and said 
the murders were “a direct spinoff” of the 
protests. It was a highly charged statement, 
but it appeared to have the desired jolting 
effect: Six hours later, at a Police Athletic 
League lunch, de Blasio called for a tempo-
rary moratorium on protests. Behind the 
scenes, Bratton brokered a time-out with 
union leaders. The combination may pro-
vide a chance for the mayor to lower the 
rhetorical heat and for Bratton to shore up 
his credibility inside the NYPD. City Hall 
and One Police Plaza insist the two men are 
closer than ever. But the mayor is emerging 
from this drama even more dependent on 
his police commissioner. 

In the longer run, the risk for Bratton is 
that cops become cautious, unwilling to 
take the risks that keep everyone safe 
because they’ll be villainized for any mis-
takes. Bratton says he hasn’t seen any evi-
dence that cops are on their heels. Besides, 
he’s lived through worse racial animosity, 
back in the hometown that formed both 
him and de Blasio. As a young cop in Bos-
ton in the ’70s, Bratton witnessed the 
vicious reaction to forced desegregation of 
the schools, especially in Dorchester, the 
blue-collar Irish-Polish neighborhood 
where he grew up.

“You wondered, How could this ever get 
better?” he says. “Attitudes have changed 
dramatically. The Boston experience makes 
me very optimistic about dealing with the 
issues we’re dealing with now.” He says that 
the brutal murders in Bed-Stuy, and the 
war of words with the unions, won’t make it 
more difficult to achieve the vision he and 
de Blasio have set out—of a fairer, safer city 
for everyone. “Not at all,” Bratton says two 
days before Christmas, as he prepares to
head to Boston to visit his 89-year-old
father. “If anything, it’s moved things back
to the center. There was a very heavy lean-
ing of momentum toward the demonstra-
tions. Now that this awful tragedy has
occurred, it’s kind of changed some of the
dynamics of the discussion. It’s allowed
breathing room for the issues with the
union and the mayor, even with the demon-
strators. I’m optimistic that out of this we’ll
find some degree of common ground. There
really is no other option, is there?” The city
has to hope Bratton is right. Though it says
a great deal about the volatility of the cur-
rent moment that anyone would think a
comparison to the 1970s is reassuring. ■

deferential instead of commanding. He
stands with his left hand in his pants
pocket, and there’s little sense of personal
connection with his audience. It’s Bratton,
up next, who stirs spirits.

An hour later, up in his office, I ask the
police commissioner about another speech
he gave recently, at the Association for a
Better New York, in which Bratton laid out
a strong defense of “broken windows”
policing. “Stopping small things before
they get big is essential,” Bratton had told
the business group. Wasn’t he, unfortu- R
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Outside City Hall on December 19, where protesters and supporters of the NYPD faced off. 
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WORST YEAR

The Yankees’ first  
deep slump in decades 

was under way and  
the Mets’ ascent  

hadn’t begun, but it  
was the Giants’  

1-12-1 season that  
really dragged  

the average down.

1968

The Jets’ only 
championship 

kicked off several 
great years: Titles 
for the Mets and 

Knicks would 
soon follow.

1972

No championships, 
but it’s the only 

year since 1962 in 
which every local 
team (there were 

seven then) 
finished at or 
above .500.

1977

Under George 
Steinbrenner, the 

Yankees were 
winning again, but 

the Mets, Jets, 
Giants, Rangers, 

and Nets all finished 
last in their 

respective divisions.
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Best single-
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record: 14-2.
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This Was Not New York’s  
Worst Sports Year Ever

It may feel that way,  
but the numbers say otherwise.

By Joe DeLessio
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1994  
BEST YEAR

After a nearly 
perfect spring (the 
Rangers’ drought
ended; the Knicks

finished in first
place), the Yankees
were on top when

a strike curtailed the
baseball season.

2011

New York’s most 
recent title  

(the Giants’ fourth 
Super Bowl),  

in a middling year 
for almost 

everyone else.

2005

Hockey lockout:
no season.

1996

The Jets’ 1-15 mark 
was the worst 

season for any local 
team in this span.

Jets

Devils

Knicks

2014

TWELFTH-WORST  

Not as bad as you might think, thanks to 
lots of mediocrity and a Rangers squad 
that finished second before advancing to 

the Stanley Cup final.
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Panda Bear
The Animal Collective songwriter will walk through  

a sleet storm for a good sandwich.

155 minutes with …

by lindsay zoladz

N
oah lennox, the 36-year-
old musician known as 
Panda Bear, is gazing in 
silence at an elephant turd. 
We are at the New Museum, 

taking in the British artist Chris  
Ofili’s provocative retrospective “Night  
and Day,” and although we’ve stood 
before Ofili’s huge, glittering, Giuliani- 
inflaming depiction of the Virgin 
Mary as well as the imposing bronze 
Annunciation, no piece has fascinated 

Lennox quite so much as this small 
sculpture titled Shithead, which is made 
of tiny human teeth, pieces of Ofili’s 
dreadlocks, and his signature material,  
elephant dung. Lennox has a lot of 
questions about the dung. Does Ofili 
sculpt it with his own hands, he won-
ders aloud, or does he employ an assis-
tant to do the dirty work? What does  
it smell like under that glass? The plac-
ard next to the piece is no help. Before 
moving on, Lennox takes one last look 
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Lennox grew up in a comfortable part
of Baltimore; in The Wire terms, he likens
it to the part of town Bubbles refers to as
“heaven.” “One of the great advantages
I had was parents who were like, ‘You
wanna do that? Here you go.’ ” What he
wanted around the age of 10 was piano les-
sons, which led to early experimentations
with the family’s Korg synthesizer and
8-track cassette recorder. Lennox started
making what he called “doodles … little
songs where I was, like, just muting and
unmuting parts of it, bringing elements
in and out. Really basic. In a lot of ways,
I’ve never been able to get away from that
Lego-block structuring of songs.”

One day in his late teens, a video cap-
tured his imagination and inspired him to
take his compositions more seriously:
Daft Punk’s surreal, Halloween-shop-
purgatory clip for “Around the World.” “I’d
never heard anything like that before,” he
says. “I didn’t really know electronic
music. So I remember hearing that and
thinking, That sounds a lot like … well, it’s
way better, but that’s the same kind of
thing that I like to do.”

It’s starting to sleet, but he’s content to
walk. It’s hard to imagine someone this
chill ever living in New York, but he did,
along with the other members of Animal
Collective, between 2000 and 2004. We
pass the Mercury Lounge, where the band
played an early show, and Other Music, the
record store where he worked and was
“terrible at talking to people.” New York, he
says, gradually turned him “crazy and
anxious,” and he found his escape route on
a 2003 tour, when he met his wife, the
Portuguese fashion designer Fernanda
Pereira. Within a year, Lennox had moved
to Lisbon. He likes that it’s a little bit out of

“If reincarnation
is a thing,
my next life’s
going to be
super-shitty.”

touch. “Bands never really go through 
there, but when I was growing up, a lot of 
people skipped Baltimore too. Portugal is 
kind of like the Baltimore of Europe.” We 
settle on Barcade for lunch, where he 
orders a BBQ-pulled-pork grilled cheese. 
“I’ve really been enjoying these kind of 
delights of America,” he says when the 
sandwich arrives. 

Two years ago, Lennox got an email that 
brought his career full circle: Daft Punk 
wanted to know if he’d come to Paris and 
help them out with a song for their next 
album. “It was kind of a dream,” Lennox 
says. “I just didn’t want to fuck it up, you 
know?” He describes the lead-up to his ses-
sion with the masked duo as “very mysteri-
ous,” because when he first arrived at his 
hotel in Paris, he still had no idea what they 
looked like. “I was waiting on the street, 
thinking, Is it that guy? Is it that guy?”

He didn’t fuck it up. “Doin’ It Right”—
which sounds like a children’s round sung 
by a cyborg and a human—was one of the 
highlights of Random Access Memories, 
which won a Grammy for Album of the 
Year. Animal Collective’s success has been 
more difficult to pin down, but as we chat 
amid the bar’s soundtrack of generic indie 
rock, their huge influence hangs in the air. 
A song comes on that’s built around percus-
sive downstrokes on a slightly out-of-tune 
acoustic guitar, and Lennox notes, more 
observationally than accusatorially, “This 
kind of sounds like we used to.”

The sleet is turning to snow, and we 
procrastinate, digging in our pockets for 
quarters and heading over to a Simpsons 
arcade game. He takes Homer, I play 
Bart. As we beat up Smithers’s stooges 
(Homer “can jump really high for how fat 
he is,” Lennox marvels), Lennox starts 
reflecting on his adolescence—which, in 
turn, leads him to talking about his kids. 
“My daughter’s more of a visual person,” 
he says. “But my son, you can tell he’s 
more there [with music]. Weird sounds 
will happen, and he’s trying to figure it 
out. But they also change, a lot! At around 
2 or 3, you think you’ve got them figured 
out, and then they’re 6 and you’re like, 
‘Where did you come from?’ ” We head 
into Moe’s Tavern (Level 4, a personal 
best for both of us). “I feel like I’ve won 
the lottery over and over again in my life,” 
he says. “If reincarnation is a thing, my 
next life’s going to be super-shitty.”

I suggest that maybe he’ll come back as an 
elephant turd. Instead of laughing,  Lennox 
gives this some serious consideration. “The 
whole coming-out-of-the- elephant’s-ass 
part seems pretty lame,” he says. “But if I get 
to just sit in a museum the rest of the time, 
it doesn’t sound that bad.”  ■

at the sculpture and then drops his pre-
ferred adjective: “Gnarly.”

Lennox is soft-spoken but affable—which 
surprises me a bit, given a certain introver-
sion in his music. He’s not shy, exactly; 
dressed in a gray thermal and navy-blue 
hoodie, he gives off a sense of some dude 
floating around in a bubble of easygoing 
calm. A few minutes into our stroll, though, 
he looks me in the eye and asks, “Are you 
sure we haven’t talked before?” He says it 
genially, but also with weariness: Both as  
a solo artist and with his band Animal Col-
lective, Lennox has spent much of the past 
decade either recording, touring, or promot-
ing a remarkably consistent run of albums, 
including his critically acclaimed 2007 pop 
collage, Person Pitch, and its more minimal-
ist follow-up, Tomboy. Also, for the past 
decade, the Baltimore-bred Lennox has 
been living with his wife and two children in 
Lisbon; I catch him on one of the last days 
of a weeklong trip to the U.S. to launch his 
record Panda Bear Meets the Grim Reaper. 

Lennox’s music is the kind often 
described as “psychedelic,” a word he says 
he doesn’t mind but often sees misused as  
a catchall for “made by someone who is 
probably on drugs” or, even lazier, “colorful.” 
(Not five minutes later, he spots the word in 
the wall text of the Ofili exhibit and laughs 
accusingly.) How does Lennox define “psy-
chedelic”? To him, it’s an uncanny quality 
where boundaries between things become 
blurred. Grim Reaper, out on January 13, 
definitely passes this smell test: It’s a cohe-
sive hybrid of ancient and modern sounds, 
of meditative stillness and percussive force. 
Whereas Person Pitch relied heavily on 
samples and field recordings (on one track, 
an owl served as backing vocalist), Grim 
Reaper has more synthetic textures. Listen-
ing to it sometimes feels like being inside  
a video game about Buddhist monks.

Lennox suggests we stop by the second 
floor and revisit Annunciation before grab-
bing lunch. The door to the museum’s lime-
green elevator closes behind us as Lennox 
looks to punch the 2 button—only to find 
that this car skips from the first floor right 
up to the third. “Now this,” he declares, “Is 
the most psychedelic thing I’ve seen all day.”

as we exit through the gift shop, we spot 
a skateboard specially adorned with an Ofili 
painting of a smiling penis and a 5-year-old 
having a tantrum because his mother won’t 
buy it for him. “The style of parenting my 
parents employed was very hands-off,” 
 Lennox says, walking out onto the Bowery 
and fumbling with an umbrella. “So I never 
really had anything to rebel against. I mean, 
there were rules in the house, but I wasn’t 
stealing from convenience stores.”
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What do we
give up when we
all become
freedom-seeking,
self-determining,
autonomous
entrepreneurs?
A lot, actually.
By Jennifer Senior

To the Office,

With Love

Illustration by Mark Weaver
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job, set aside a big bonus, and generated a
“killer” web presence.)

I’d expected the crowd at this event to be
young and female, but I was wrong on
both counts. The men outnumbered the
women. The median age, if I had to guess,
was 40. They were architects, graphic
designers, advertisers, videographers, tech
types. As the seminar came to a close, it
was clear Ward had energized many of
them. But it was also clear that a number
had not jumped willingly to a freelance life.
Even those who did had misgivings. Joe
Babiec, a spiffy 46-year-old who had
worked at some of the most prestigious
consulting firms around (Booz Allen Ham-
ilton, Monitor Group), confessed after-
ward that he was anxious about hanging
out his own shingle. Yes, he was excited.
“But I’m concerned,” he said, “about how to
be successful without all the resources I’m
used to—colleagues, knowledge networks.
The traditional benefits of an office, basi-
cally. Not the coffee machine and four
walls, but what’s inside the four walls.”

Say what you want about the future of
work, but this much is clear: The tradi-

tional compact between employers and
employees is slowly fading away, and with
it, a way of thinking, a way of living, a way
of relating to others and regarding oneself
that generally comes with a reasonably
predictable professional life. In October
2010, Intuit, the Silicon Valley–based soft-
ware company, estimated that more than
40 percent of the American workforce
would be made up of “contingent workers”
by 2020, a statistic that has since been
repeated with almost religious regularity.
It’s only conjecture, of course, and skeptics
point to the fact that the official self-
employment rate in the United States is
still hovering at just a shade over 10 per-
cent. But there are plenty of serious people
who believe Intuit’s estimate is perfectly
plausible. “Forty percent doesn’t sound too
high to me if you include all contract work-
ers, part-time workers, freelancers, and
individual suppliers,” Robert Reich, the
Berkeley economist and former Labor sec-
retary, told me. “At the rate we’re going
now, it could be higher than 40 percent by
2020. A majority of workers will be on
their own by 2030.” Indeed, back in 2006,

Ward is a career coach and the founder of 
When I Grow Up, which in 2013 made 
Forbes’s “Top 100” career websites. 

“Raise your hand if you consider your-
self a creative freelancer,” she said at the 
start of her presentation. A number of 
hands went up. “Great! And what about a 
techie freelancer?” Also a number of 
hands. “Great. And what about a healing 
freelancer?” Nothing. “No one? Hm. Any-
one I missed?” 

A woman tentatively raised her hand.
“May I put you on the spot?”
She hesitated. “A capacity-building 

freelancer?”
“A capacity-building freelancer,” said 

Ward. “Intriguing! I love it. We’ll have to 
circle back around to that later.”

The way Ward describes her mission is to 
“transition workers from their soul-sucking 
jobs into work that feels like play.” During 
her presentation, she told the group the 
story of how she herself made the switch to 
self-employment “without the fear of losing 
my apartment, living on the street, becom-
ing a bag lady.” (In a nub: She got her life-
coach credentials while working at her desk P
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One October day, I sat in  
on a seminar at the 
Freelancers Union called 
“Building a Foundation for 
Your Freelance Life.” The 
woman who led it, Michelle 
Ward, wore bright-red pants 
and a headband sprouting  
an enormous plastic flower.  
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et me just get 
this out of the way, in case my bias isn’t 
already clear: I am a creature of the office, 
happy to be an employee, comfortable with 
the idea of slow, plodding, incremental gain. 
I like showing up. Thus far, it has seemed like 
the easiest way to guarantee myself a night’s 
sleep, to the extent that I can ever get one, 
and also to pay for stuff, like my mortgage 
and health insurance. (My dad, who has 
shown up at the same law firm for the past 
42 years, shares this bias, so much so that he’s 
unwilling to retire.) It also fills me with sus-
picion that some of the most enthusiastic 
believers in this freelance vision of the future 
are making an awful lot of money telling us 
how to prepare for it. (If you think about it, 
being a futurist is a pretty stable engage-
ment—speculation about how 2020 is going 
to look can’t really be outsourced.) It further 
irks me that a number of these futurists have 
tenured positions at first-class universities, 
universities being one of the last known 
places where true sinecures exist. (Though 
now, naturally, at the expense of a growing 
underclass of adjunct professors making 
$3,000 per three-credit course, whose 
careers, mortgages, and health-care arrange-
ments are anything but stable.)

But I recognize that my preference for 
the grayish creature comforts of the office 
honeycomb is not the majority point of 
view. Most Americans—indeed, a plurality 
of people in many industrialized nations—
claim to find the idea of self-employment 
far more appealing. In 1989, the Interna-
tional Social Survey Programme asked 
random participants from 11 countries 
whether they’d prefer being an employee 
or working for themselves. An overwhelm-
ing 63 percent of Americans chose self-
employment, as did 48 percent of Britons 
and 49 percent of Germans.

The actual rates of self-employment in 
those countries, however, were nowhere near 
that high. Which raises an obvious question: 
If so many people want to work for them-
selves, why don’t they? The economists 
David Blanchflower and Andrew Oswald set 
out to find the answer in their 1998 paper, 
“What Makes an Entrepreneur?,” which has 
since become a minor classic in the field. 
Their main discovery was not at all what I 

would have expected. I thought they’d find 
that the unifying theme among entrepre-
neurs was an outsize willingness to take 
risks. No. It was very different, almost the 
contrary, and much more concrete: “The 
probability of self-employment depends 
positively upon whether the individual ever 
received an inheritance or gift.”

In other words, those who already have 
some form of security are the people most apt 
to work for themselves—and by a wide mar-
gin, the authors added, even when factoring 
in “personal, family, and geographic charac-
teristics.” This would likely explain why one 
of the largest dives in self-employment in the 
U.S. happened in 2007, just after the crater-
ing of the housing market. “Home owner-
ship made it possible to be self-employed,” 
explains Blanchflower, a professor of eco-
nomics at Dartmouth. “They had something 
to borrow off of. You can’t do this now.”

The futurists, then, may be declaring that 
an increasingly unstable job market will 
drive more and more of us to go into business 
for ourselves. But it is under precisely the 
opposite conditions that most human beings 
are inclined to do so. “Some people are lucky 
enough that when life presents them with a 
blank canvas, they start filling it in,” says Lau-
rence Stybel, an organizational psychologist 
and consultant whose firm does work for 
Boston Scientific and Harvard. “But for a lot 
of us,” he adds, “when life presents us with a 
blank canvas? We just freak out.”

F
or decades now, the office has 
suffered a lousy reputation. It’s a 
cubicled Hades of demoralized 
proletarians; it’s a glassed-in pas-

ture of innocent cows that at any moment 
could get carted off to the abattoir. We saw 
this dim view played out over and over 
again in the pop culture of the last half of 
the 20th century, whether in The Man in 
the Gray Flannel Suit or “Dilbert” cartoons 
or Office Space, the cult film from 1999 
that culminated in Ron Livingston taking 
a baseball bat to a fax machine. (And in 
this century, of course, we have Dwight 
Schrute’s stapler entombed in a Jell-O 
mold.) Saval chronicles these visions and 
dozens more in Cubed, ultimately implying 
there’s an irresolvable tension between 
white-collar workers and management: 
You may love your work, but the company 
you work for will never love you back; your 
office may be designed for maximal auton-
omy and self-determination, but you are 
not, in the end, autonomous and self-deter-
mining. Offices are factories in drag, their 
indifference to your life reflected in their 
most basic unit of design, the cube. Even if 
management is experimenting with the lat-
est design fads (volleyball pits between 
desks! Workbenches! No assigned work-

the Government Accountability Office 
estimated that 31 percent of the American 
workforce were already in this position, 
more or less using Reich’s same criteria. 

In certain segments of the population, 
self-employment is markedly expanding—
like baby-boomers between the ages of 55 
and 64, who, according to a report from the 
Ewing Marion Kauffman Foundation, make 
up 23.4 percent of new entrepreneurs. Bully 
for them, you might say. But it’s not clear how 
many of these 55-to-64-year-olds willingly 
made this choice. Kathleen Christensen, 
who directs the Alfred P. Sloan Foundation’s 
Working Longer program, suspects many 
aren’t starting their own businesses because 
they’ve been seized with a vision or a solution 
to a problem, as the mythologized version of 
the entrepreneur supposedly is. “From the 
research I’ve conducted,” she says, “they often 
lack other options.” Many are conscripts in 
self-employment rather than volunteers. 
There’s now even a term for such workers: 
“necessity entrepreneurs” (rather than 
“opportunity entrepreneurs”). Though not a 
whole lot of work has been done examining 
the difference between these two groups, 
what little there is suggests that necessity 
entrepreneurs aren’t always as successful—
or as happy.

Yet it’s possible that more of us may be 
necessity entrepreneurs in the future. In his 
very fine Cubed: A Secret History of the 
Workplace, Nikil Saval introduces the 
uninitiated to the term economics writers 
use when describing modern white-collar 
workers: “Precariats” (a mash-up of “pre-
carious office proletariat”). One day, it’s pos-
sible that many of us will think of work “not 
as a stable engagement, but a series of 
engagements,” as urban theorist Richard 
Florida puts it, and the concept of a “career” 
will become quaint, as will the idea of 
“work” as a place. In fact, among a younger 
generation of workers, this shift has already 
begun. According to Dan Schawbel, the 
founder of the Boston-based consulting 
firm Millennial Branding, today’s 20-some-
things think of entrepreneurship as a mind-
set, rather than as the explicit act of starting 
a company; on university campuses, there’s 
been a huge increase in students majoring 
or minoring in entrepreneurship. Richard 
Greenwald, a labor scholar at Brooklyn  
College, says he’s struck by how many of  
his students chafe at the notion of tradi-
tional organization jobs, “referring to the 
TV show The Office to describe what office 
life looks like.” 

This transformation will have conse-
quences far beyond a lack of psychologi-
cal stability and job security for workers. 
It will change the very nature of work. 
What are we losing in a future that looks 
this way? 
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stations at all!), its efforts will inevitably
regress back to the cube. No matter how
much lipstick you put on it, the cubicle,
with its burlapped walls and push-pinned
art, will inevitably be the office pig.

Why, then, do people build attachments to
those cubes—or “freak out,” as Stybel puts it,
if they have nowhere to go? What hidden
comforts, apart from economic stability, does
the company office provide? Well, there’s
kinship, for starters. Offices are fundamen-
tally social  places, and in an age of dwindling
social capital, in which Americans are less
and less apt to visit with neighbors, join civic
organizations, or have their friends over to
dinner, having a community of professional
peers is no small thing. According to a study
commissioned by a Brooklyn-based organi-
zation called Lifeboat, 36 percent of adults
have met at least one of their closest friends
at work (and that’s on average: The number
rises with successive generations, topping
out at 50 percent for baby-boomers).

It’s also through your office that you
stand a reasonably good chance of finding
the person you’re going to marry.  (Couples
you may have heard of who first met at
the office: Bill and Melinda Gates, Barack
and Michelle Obama.) Last year, a study
published in the Proceedings of the
National Academy of Sciences found that
21.66 percent of the couples who met
offline and married between 2005 and
2012 met through work; a Harris poll
conducted that same year on behalf of
 CareerBuilder found that 38 percent of its
sample hadn’t just dated someone
“through work,” but someone at the same
company, and that nearly one-third of
these relationships led to marriage. (Fun
fact: At Southwest Airlines, about 2,000
of its 35,000 workers were married to one
another in 2004.) 

It’s not just our personal lives that the
office improves. Our co-workers also make
us better at our jobs. There’s lots of research
out there that gets at this, both directly and
indirectly, but some of the most compelling,
for my money, has been done by Boris Groys-
berg, a professor of business administration
at Harvard Business School and the author
of Chasing Stars: The Myth of Talent and the
Portability of Performance. He’s analyzed top
performers in a variety of professions (secu-
rity analysts, general managers, even football
players), on the theory that they, more than
anyone else, are the new economy’s “free
agents,” people so highly skilled that it
shouldn’t matter where they work. Yet what
Groysberg has consistently found is that
whenever his research subjects changed
jobs, they underperformed. “Those free
agents,” he says, “are not free agents. They
depend on the organizations that make them
stars. It often takes them five years to

and that can only be done through physical 
proximity.”

Wait, I ask him. Doesn’t that mean telling 
millennials to go work in an office? The very 
thing so many of them purportedly disdain?

“Yeah,” he says. “And sometimes even in a 
large company.”

olleagues are a tangible 
benefit provided by organiza-
tions. But perhaps the most 
profound benefit is intangi-
ble: They help forge identity. 
At first blush, this notion may 
sound laughable, or at least 
paradoxical, given the office’s 
reputation as a wasteland of P
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recover.” And what, within those organiza-
tions, did they depend on? “In most cases,”  
he says, “their colleagues.” 

Colleagues know your strengths and 
weaknesses. They know where the bodies 
are buried in your particular organization 
and its secret folkways, or what organiza-
tional psychologists call “informal infor-
mation systems” (all that good stuff that’s 
not in official memos); over time, they’ll 
share that information with you, and it’ll 
make you work more shrewdly and effi-
ciently. The mere fact that they’re there at 
all—in one place, at one time—probably 
makes a difference: Who on earth does 
their best work in a vacuum?

“The first thing that’d be lost if offices 
went away, I think, is creativity,” says Adam 
Grant, the 33-year-old management wun-
derkind at Wharton and author of the 
recent Give and Take. “So much of organi-
zational creativity is about the random 
walk down the hallway of an office. There 
are so many examples of successful people 
who never would have crossed paths if they 
hadn’t been in the same office together.” 
The makers of the Post-it note being the 
most famous example. (Spencer Silver, 
who invented the “low tack” adhesive, had 
no clue what to do with it; his colleague Art 
Fry realized it could be used to hold down 
the bookmarks that kept falling out of his 
hymnal at church.) “I think the odds of 
Spencer Silver having met the just-right 
guy outside his own office,” says Grant, 
“would have been much lower.” Indeed, the 
need for these kinds of connections may 
explain the rise in the number of co-work-
ing spaces, which, according to Saval, has 
been doubling steadily since 2005 in the 
U.S. (The Wall Street Journal just reported 
that WeWork, a provider of such spaces, 
has a valuation of $5 billion.)

Even if co-workers aren’t supporting or 
inspiring or engaging you—even if they’re 
outright antagonizing you, in fact—they 
often serve a hidden function: They make 
you strive, make you expect more from 
yourself, make you realize more is possible 
professionally. Twenty-seven percent of 
millennials say that workplace friendships 
make them more competitive, according 
to a  LinkedIn survey released this past 
summer. And the transformative effects of 
co-workers are nothing compared to those 
of mentors, who by definition expect the 
most from you and make it their business 
to show you the ropes. “Most successful 
people will tell you they’ve been mentored,” 
says Stybel, the Boston-based consultant 
and organizational psychologist, “and that 
mentor is often found at work. One of the 
things I tell young professionals as they’re 
starting out is to manage themselves well 
enough to be worthy of being mentored, 
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depersonalization. But Sue Ashford, a man-
agement professor at the University of
Michigan who’s written thoughtfully about
nonstandard work, notes that offices pro-
vide a “holding environment”—a psycho-
analytic term coined by Donald Winn-
icott—to contain our existential anxiety.

“What we found among nonstandard
workers,” Ashford tells me, “wasn’t just
economic stress. It was identity stress.
Like, Who am I? Do I have any value?
What was missing was a sense of place.”
Think of all the signals you get just on your
way into work. “When I come into my
office every day, I have someone who waves
to me from the reception desk,” says Ash-
ford. “I have my name on the door. I’m on

the org chart, I have a set of colleagues.
There’s all these things that communicate
to me, subliminally, that I matter.” But for
nonstandard workers, she says, “all those
reminders of who you are go away. You’re
no longer a ‘Googler’ or an ‘IBM-er.’ Those
signals are absent.”

“One of the great organizational scien-
tists, Robert Kahn, asked: ‘Where does
the organization go when people go home
at night?’ ” says Adam Grant, Ashford’s
sometime collaborator. “That was one of
the aha moments I had. The physical
presence of an office suggests something
real. It’s not just that they bring people
together. It’s that they’re a stable repre-
sentation of the organization—the mis-

sion and values it represents and the com-
munity it’s designed to hold and create.”
Grant mulls this over and then takes the
same plunge into psychology that Ash-
ford does. “I think the office is about
object permanence,” he says. “In other
cultures, you may have a very large family
home that provides you with memories—
you associate it with experiences and rela-
tionships and people. It’s a landmark. But
in a society as mobile as ours, we run the
risk of never having that permanence.”

This crisis of identity and impermanence
is made worse if you suffer a dry spell as a
freelancer. If an actor keeps auditioning for
jobs without getting them, is he an actor,
really?Ifagraphic
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ow crazy do
you have to be to open a restaurant in
New York these days? No number of
James Beard Awards or critics’ stars,
after all, can ensure longevity in a city
ruled by the take-no-prisoners real-
estate market and the vagaries of pub-
lic taste. Union Square Cafe, wd-50,
and Pastis are just the most recent
casualties of the property-value esca-
lation they themselves helped engen-
der. Then there were the foldings of
newer neighborhood gems like
Marco’s and Chez Sardine, modest
ventures that couldn’t live up to their
owners’ expectations in an oversatu-
rated market. In all, 82 New York City
restaurants closed this year, according
to the state’s restaurant association.
That’s twice as many as last year.

But at the same time, 160 have
opened, the highest figure since 2007.
And so amid the failure there is brash
optimism—the inextinguishable hope
of becoming the next Smorgasburg
stand to turn into a mini-chain,
the latest scrappy pop-up to
find a permanent home, the
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2A.

How do restaurants make
(and spend) money?

Revenues are simple: customers’
checks, split between food and
beverage. Costs are more extensive
but don't vary much—primarily
goods, labor, and rent—and most
restaurants aim to meet the same
benchmarks. For example, one
successful downtown restaurant that
did over 200,000 covers (or checks)
last year took in more than $14
million in revenue, about 60 percent
of which was in food sales and about
40 percent in beverage. The menu
prices ran about four times the cost
of goods. Labor costs ate about a
third of all revenues, and rent about
8 percent. The restaurant made
about a 10 percent profit.

Another successful restaurant
does lunch, dinner, and weekend
brunch. According to a snapshot of
sales from one week last year, lunch
was the least successful meal:
Revenues from five days of lunch
were around $20,000, similar to
what was made over two days of
weekend brunch. Dinner brought in
more than $100,000, almost half of
which was in alcohol—and for this
restaurant, half of that was in draft
beer and liquor, which are marked
up highest. But this restaurant has a
generous “comps” policy: It forfeited
more than $100,000 in sales last
year to give VIPs and regulars
another round on the bartender.

2B.

Why are short
ribs on every menu?

“ There are no
‘new’ cuts of meat,”
says Pat LaFrieda
president Mark
Pastore. “There

are pieces that are hot, and then
they’re not.” Much is dictated by
seasonality: “Skirts and hangers go
up in summer,” he says; winter is all
about the short rib, a very rich, very
fatty cut. “Ten, 12, 15 years ago, it was
mostly Asians who were buying
short ribs, and they were three, four
dollars a pound,” says Pastore. “You
have short ribs that are seven, eight
dollars a pound now.” Chefs love
short ribs for their unctuous quality
and relative affordability. It’s the

r e stau ra n t  w o r l d

and thinking that way helps demystify dinner.

signature dish for two at Upland, and 
displaces traditional, pricier, and 
flavor-challenged filet mignon in 
Dirty French’s steak au poivre. 

2C.

Why has cauliflower 
become an entrée? 

You can slice it like a rib eye. It’s more
imposing than asparagus, with a
mild flavor that’s adaptable to diverse
treatments at restaurants like Aldo
Sohm Wine Bar, where a whole head
comes dappled in “roasted chicken
salt,” and Narcissa, where chef John
Fraser charges $24 for yogurt-
marinated cauliflower inspired by
Indian tandoori cooking. It’s also,
obviously, a lot cheaper than meat.
Though Fraser points out that
vegetables can be tricky, too. “The
spoilage rate is about the same, and
from a labor standpoint, it’s just as
difficult to slice.”

2D.

Should I buy wine  
by the bottle?

Yes. The standard formula for
bottle markups is three times
wholesale  cost ,  says  Estela  
co-owner and beverage director 
Thomas Carter, who prefers to 

 newest crazy-genius niche concept to 
become a citywide sensation. Danny 
Meyer might be closing his oldest res-
taurant, but he’s also on the brink of a 
Shake Shack IPO. Burgers are boom-
ing, but that hasn’t stopped some of the 
city’s most ambitious chefs from fight-
ing the trend by reconfiguring fine din-
ing to fit their own modern sensibili-
ties. There is more delicious food to eat 
in New York than ever before, and on 
page 62 Adam Platt shares his annual 
recommendations for where to eat now.

What does it take to succeed in this 
roiling, many-tentacled ecosystem? For 
starters: shrewdness and tenacity, often 
blind confidence, and lots of luck. More 
than anything, though, today’s resource-
ful aspirants know how to play the 
game. And none better, perhaps, than 
David Chang, who took a sharp detour 
from fine dining to forge his own path 
with a shoestring budget and determi-
nation to democratize good food. In the 
decade since he opened Momofuku 
Noodle Bar, he’s become the scene’s 
poster boy as well as its most ardent 
champion. He presides over an empire 
of six New York establishments, plus 
outposts in Sydney and Toronto, and 
has become a genuine celebrity, chang-
ing the way we think about modern 
American food. In many ways, he 
embodies the new guard of chefs:  They 
are masters of their own branding, 
opening “food labs,” jet-setting to inter-
national culinary conferences, capital-
izing on signature dishes, and expand-
ing intelligently. They know how to save 
a few bucks on a menu item and turn 
those savings into a hot new dining 
trend. The game isn’t new, of course. 
Today’s David Changs are yesterday’s 
(still hugely relevant) Jean-Georges 
Vongerichtens—major players in a net-
work of connections across restaurants 
and generations. But there are always 
more moves to make (and seats to fill).

Photograph by Bobby Doherty



mark up wines that cost him under
$100 between 2.5 and 2.75 times,
and those above $100 even less.
When it comes to glasses, though,
“loss” is always built into the price—
either from overpouring or the
potential for spoilage. “You’ll have
better value by the bottle,” says
Carter, who arrives at his glass price
by the formula of 3.5 times
wholesale, divided by five.

2E.

I ordered Champagne. 
Where’s my flute?

There is much industry
discussion about glass-
ware (stemmed versus
stemless, Riedel versus
Zalto), yet none as
heated as the flute
debate. “It’s absolute

bullshit,” says Paul Grieco, who
dispensed with his own supply at
Hearth and Terroir two years ago.
“That eight-ounce flute that a lot of
us used to use, we filled it within half
an inch of the top. You couldn’t swirl
the glass; it’s so fucking narrow you
can’t even put your nose in this thing,
and the only thing we’re doing is
appreciating the bubbles? That is so
1968.” Grieco switched to an all-
purpose still-wine glass, which

makes stocking easier and is also “a
vessel you can actually appreciate the
wine in.” 

2F.

Why do waiters keep 
telling me, “All the food  
is meant to be shared,  

and served as soon  
as it’s ready?"

We live in a small-plates world, one
in which the kitchen fires orders
immediately—to get food out hot to
hungry guests, sure, but also to
encourage more spontaneous
ordering and turn tables faster.

2G.

Why is my bartender 
serving my Negroni  

from a bottle?
“Because it tastes better!” says
Union Square Hospitality Group
consultant Richard Coraine. “When
a cocktail is bottle-aged, it not only
allows the restaurant to control and
customize the presentation, it also
smooths and deepens the flavors
of the ingredients.” Preparing
cocktails ahead of time also reduces
stress during peak bar hours.

2H.

Why does every pasta  
on this menu cost $12?

The West Village trattoria Cotenna
takes the anxiety out of ordering by
seeming to give uniform prices to
each category: $10 salads, $10
appetizers, $12 pastas. This isn’t pure
generosity. “It creates a sharing
experience, gets people interested in
new items, and gets product moving,”
says the Culinary Institute of
America’s Ezra Eichelberger. And
that’s before the waiter rattles off
pricier specials, including all the
entrées. Plus: Over 70 percent of the
wines by the glass cost more than $12.

2I.

Why is it so hard to find  
a cocktail under $14?

The cost of a cocktail comes
from the quality of the
alcohol and labor. Dive
bars get away with slinging
cheap whiske y  sours

by using bargain-basement hooch.
Craft-cocktail bars operate at a
lower profit margin. As Boiler-
maker’s Don Lee explains, when
you pay $14 for a Herradura Blanco
margarita instead of $10 for one
with cheap tequila, almost the
entire up-charge goes to the liquor
company. In food terms: “You’re

getting a much better value for your 
dollar going to Eleven Madison 
than you are going to McDonald’s.”

2J.

I don’t like carrots,  
so why am I drawn  

to Narcissa's carrots 
Wellington?

Because it’s at the top of the list 
under the menu’s “Mains.” “The first 
and last item in a category sell the 
best,” says Eichelberger.

2K.

How dare they  
charge for bread?

The resurgence of artisanal bread-
baking has spurred some neigh-
borhood restaurants to up their 
bread-basket game and make their 
own, but they can’t afford the labor 
required for bread on a par with fine-
dining restaurants, where the cost is 
built into the rest of the menu. The 
solution isn’t terrible: Much better 
bread, and carbophobes don’t have 
to subsidize bread eaters’ habits.

2L.

Why oysters? 

Ian MacGregor, owner of 
the Lobster Place and Cull 
& Pistol, credits the 
recession. Oysters, often 

sold at happy hour for $1, fall under 
the heading of very affordable luxury, 
and restaurants use them as loss 
leaders to get diners in the door. “We 
make no money on them,” says 
MacGregor, “but people buy beer, 
they buy wine, they buy assorted 
appetizers.” And, as Esca’s Dave 
Pasternack points out, oysters don’t 
require much fuss. “They keep well, 
turn out consistently, and require 
little labor,” he says.
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$780K

Illustrations by Jean Jullien

3A.

It Really Helps
to Buy the Building

husband-and-wife chefs Charles
Kiely and Sharon Pachter opened the
Grocery in Carroll Gardens on Sep-
tember 30, 1999. “We did 55 covers,”
says Kiely. “It was a Thursday. I’ll never
forget that day. I’ve worked my station
every night since then.” It’s the epitome 
of a mom-and-pop shop: The couple 
has never expanded into another Zip 
Code or city, never pursued a hotel deal 
or spun off an airport kiosk. “We never 
wanted to make money that way,” says 
Kiely. What enabled them to stay small 
was the decision to buy the building 11 
years ago. When they signed the lease, 
their rent was $900 a month for the 
first five years, then $1,000 for the 
next five. “We decided that if it didn’t 
work, we could live here,” says Kiely. 
“But in 2003 our landlord came to us 
and said that they’re selling the build-
ing and it’s this much money. We can 
take the deal or someone else will be 
our landlord and at the end of our ten 
years we won’t have the same protec-
tions. We didn’t have the money, but 
we did what we had to do to come up 
with a down payment.” The couple’s 
conversion from leaseholders to own-
ers is quite possibly the reason they 
survive in a part of Brooklyn where 
property values have risen by 90 per-
cent since 2004. vicky gan

T H E L A N D O W N E R S

The Real-Estate Market May Be
Punishing, But It Is Also Liberating  
if you don’t mind airports and car washes.

3C.

P O P - U P S  

C A N  

A C T U A L L Y 

S E T T L E  D O W N

3B. W E I R D S PAC E S A R E

S O M E T I M E S G R E AT S PAC E S

... OR A NEIGHBOR’S 

PIZZ A PARLOR 

For nearly three 

decades, Iranian-born 

Saeed Pourkay owned  

a print shop on 18th 

Street. He cashed out 

and started selling  

the Persian soup ash 

reshteh at a Union 

Square Holiday Market 

stand under the banner 

Taste of Persia.  

The kiosk was such a 

success that the owner 

of a pizza shop across 

the street from his old 

office offered Pourkay  

a tiny space inside his 

pizzeria. Now Pourkay 

has a short-term lease 

and dreams of opening 

shops across the city.

... OR AN  

OFFICE LOBBY

Arcade Bakery’s Roger 

Gural, a former head 

baker for Thomas Keller, 

built his shop in a 

disused entrance 

hallway of a 16-story 

Tribeca office building 

managed by his 

grandfather’s real- 

estate company. The 

downside: no streetside 

visibility. The upside:  

He pays no rent. “With  

a building as large as 

this, if the bakery 

attracts tenants, that’s 

going to dwarf what  

I would pay as a market 

rate,” says Gural. “It  

is just a value added.” 

... LIKE A FATHER-IN-

L AW’S CAR WASH

Former Chanterelle 

sous-chef Scott Levine 

opened his first solo 

venture, Underwest 

Donuts, inside the 

Westside Highway  

Car Wash, where his 

father-in-law is an 

owner. “This was 

definitely a place where 

the concept could be 

tested to see if it has 

legs,” he says. The car 

wash already does  

brisk business, so there 

was built-in traffic. 

Levine also sells his  

cake doughnuts  

from a takeout window 

to maximize sales  

from passersby.

... OR YOUR OWN  

KITCHEN WIND OW

For years, Hearth 

chef-partner Marco 

Canora struggled to 

come up with something 

quick and easy he could 

sell out of an unused 

kitchen entrance. He 

considered everything 

from ice cream to 

meatball sandwiches 

before settling on bone 

broths with add-ins  

like ginger juice. Because 

Hearth isn’t open for  

lunch, he’s been able to 

fold Brodo (his name  

for the kitchen-window 

enterprise) into the 

restaurant’s existing 

operation.   

 KATIE VAN SYCKLE  

ten stools,  two induction burners, and a 

quarter-sheet-tray oven—that’s all José 

Ramírez-Ruiz and Pam Yung started out 

with at Chez José, the pop-up prototype of 

their vegetable-focused chef ’s counter, Semi-

lla. Launched in May 2012, the weekly din-

ner series took place after-hours in the erst-

while Williamsburg coffee shop Whirlybird, 

whose owner charged them only $200 a 

night, a rate Yung says is “unheard of ” in 

New York. But by spring 2013, the couple 

were on the lookout for more spacious digs. 

Restaurateur Joe Carroll (Fette Sau, St. An-

selm) had met Ramírez-Ruiz years ago, in 

talks for a Puerto Rican restaurant that 

never came to fruition, and now that his 

Lake Trout fish shack had shuttered, he was 

in a position to offer it to them. The chefs re-

located Chez José largely unaltered in August 

2013, initially paying a per diem rate. Car-

roll hoped from the start that they’d open  

a full-service restaurant but gave them time 

to feel out the partnership; after less than  

a year, Ramírez-Ruiz and Yung took him up 

on the offer. The chefs spearheaded the space’s 

transformation into Semilla, which debuted 

in October, with Carroll maintaining major-

ity ownership and handling the administra-

tive back end. “I really wanted it to be their 

place,” Carroll said.    v.g.
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• Bamonte’s

• Barbetta

•  Carnegie Deli

•   Corner Bistro

•  David’s Brisket 

House

•  Ear Inn 

•  Felidia

•  Heidelberg

•  John’s of  

12th Street

•  Junior’s

•  Katz’s

•  Lanza's  

Restaurant

•  Le Veau D’Or

•  Monte’s Trattoria

•  Nom Wah  

Tea Parlor

•  Old Homestead

•  Patsy’s Italian 

Restaurant

•  Peter Luger

•  Rudy’s Bar & Grill

•  Russ & Daughters

•  Sam’s  

Restaurant

•  Totonno’s

•  Veniero’s  

Bakery
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3D.

The More Restaurants You Own,
the Easier It Gets

“we were a little more rock and
roll in the beginning,” says the
chef Andrew Carmellini. After
opening Locanda Verde in 2009,
he and his partners Luke Ostrom
and Josh Pickard decided to
open the Dutch without any
backers. Delays set in (it finally
opened in 2011) and costs soared
to $3 million (not unheard of);
they ran out of money. “When I
say we were out of money,” Car-
mellini says, “I mean we were
out of money, because we had no
partners.” He had to sell $75,000
worth of his musical instru-
ments and recording equipment
to help with the cash flow and
finished some of the carpentry
work himself.

Noho Hospitality Group now
operates seven full-service res-
taurants, including blockbusters
like Lafayette (which cost $5 mil-

of gross revenues get reinvested
into maintenance, and the
majority of the profits go toward
expansion efforts elsewhere in
the company.

Carmellini and his partners
say it makes more sense to rein-
vent the wheel each time, and to
let locations dictate the final
concept. “Where people have the
most trouble in a city like this,
one that’s so competitive and
real-estate-market driven,” says
Ostrom, “is when they poten-
tially find a real-estate space and
they try to squeeze their vision in
a space that maybe is not the
best.” Better to be opportunistic.
Taking over existing restaurants
and giving them a face-lift, like
they did to turn Peels into Bar
Primi, can keep capital costs low,
too. “That’s pretty key when
you’re trying to keep the check
average down so it’s more of a
daily type of restaurant and not
$100 per person.” Little Park is
also part of the Smyth, which
means a lucrative deal for the
hotel’s entire food operations.

The partners swear they have
no concrete plans for new proj-
ects next year. But they were in a
similar situation a year ago and
then almost doubled their busi-
ness. And they haven’t entirely
ruled out the idea of a casual
operation that can be replicated
in lots of different locations. “If
we’d thought of Shake Shack and
rolled that out,” Ostrom says,
“we’d probably be pretty happy.”

alan sytsma

lion) as well as Bar Primi and
Little Park, both new this year. It
also manages the food at the Pub-
lic Theater and has licensed Car-
mellini’s brand to airport restau-
rants and Madison Square
Garden’s Sausage Boss kiosks.

The trick, Carmellini says, is
to keep growing. “One to two
restaurants is hard. Two is more
difficult than four-plus.” A rapid
rate of expansion forces you
to implement systems and infra-
structure that you wouldn’t have
otherwise—coordination of
VIPs and guest lists, a team ded-
icated to opening restaurants,
in-house PR for the whole com-
pany, and a staff that’s largely
been promoted from within.
Each restaurant maintains its
own balance sheet (Locanda
Verde and Lafayette bring in the
most money); one or 2 percent

3F.
 

A I R P O R T 

M I S E R Y  

C A N  B E 

L U C R A T I V E

“9/ 11 CRE ATED  this 

opportunity,” says Co. 

pizzeria's Jim Lahey.  

“It made it necessary to be 

ready for your flight so far 

in advance that it was a 

huge boost for the airport 

economy.” Lahey is one  

of a handful of high-end 

chefs (including Riad Nasr, 

Lee Hanson, and Andrew 

Carmellini) who have lent 

their name and expertise 

to terminal dining in recent 

years. Soon after he 

opened Co. in Chelsea, in 

2009, he was approached 

by OTG, the company  

that manages the food 

halls at La Guardia  

and JFK, to develop a 

restaurant concept. He 

proposed a deal to license 

Co., but OTG preferred to 

pay him a lump sum to 

create the menu and train 

the staff at Crust,  

a pizzeria that opened at  

La Guardia in 2011. “And 

then that’s it,” he says. 

“You’re done. It’s a very 

simple thing. But if you’re  

a chef and you have  

a couple kids, of course 

you’re gonna take the 

money.” There are two 

Crusts now, in La Guardia 

terminals C and D, and 

Lahey hopes to open  

a third or even another 

airport concept entirely. 

Next time, though, he’ll try 

to get a cut of the profits.  

“I would love, like, 3 

percent,” he says. “Do you 

know how much money 

these restaurant concepts 

make? It’s unfathomable. 

There’s a blizzard and 

you’re delayed for two 

hours—it’s like a Cronut 

line to Mars.” V.G.

place to get fresh 

salad, something 

that changes 

daily,” says Oxley, 

who hired a  

Le Bernardin  

and Mary's Fish 

Camp vet to 

serve meatloaf 

sandwiches  

and plenty of 

Greenmarket 

produce. 

Seaside

Uma's 

Conrad Karl and 

his wife Umida 

have planted New 

York’s first hip 

Uzbek restaurant  

in fertile ground. 

“Of course we got 

a great deal on 

rent,” says Karl.  

Jersey City 

Talde  

“We like being 

part of a place 

that’s not totally 

saturated,”  

says chef Dale 

Talde, who is 

soon to open an 

osteria and a 

branch of his 

namesake Park 

Slope restaurant 

in a converted 

telco switching 

station.  

Sunset Park 

Cafe Zona Sur  

Maria Medina  

and her husband, 

José Luis 

Hernandez, who 

met working at 

Morandi,  

serve La Colombe 

lattes and piadina 

with prosciutto to 

locals and 

workers at 

Industry City, the 

burgeoning 

incubator for 

fashion and food 

companies 

across the 

Gowanus 

Expressway. 

 HUGH MERWIN 

Ridgewood 

Houdini Kitchen 

Laboratory 

Massimiliano 

Bartoli first 

hatched plans in 

2011 for this 

Neapolitan-

esque pizzeria in 

an old brewery 

turned artists' 

studios, and was 

grappling with 

Buildings 

Department rules 

for years before 

anyone heralded 

Ridgewood as 

Williamsburg 3.0. 

“We all know and 

support each 

other," he says. 

"You’re not going 

to have that in the 

East Village.” 

Bedford-

Stuyvesant 

Eugene & Co. 

Tara Oxley, who 

worked as a 

design director 

for B.R. Guest 

Hospitality, 

moved from 

Manhattan to 

Brooklyn five 

years ago. “I felt 

like there was no 

3E.
 

There’s Always 

Another 
Neighborhood



Brooks Headley
Punk-rock drummer and

Del Posto pastry chef who

champions vegetables in

his sideline veggie-burger

project and in dessert.

these 11 chefs represent what food in New York is 
becoming: funkier, fresher, brasher, spicier, more personal. 
They all have things to say and ventures to open—
sometimes at a dizzying clip. None are capable of making 
food you wouldn’t instantly recognize as their own.

Alex Raij 
Spanish cuisine’s 

foremost scholar-

interpreter, who cooks 

through the prism of her 

Argentine Jewish roots 

at La Vara and her two 

other restaurants.

Ignacio Mattos
Estela’s small-plates

modernist runs only one

kitchen, but that’s

enough to earn him

a cult following and

a recent visit from

the leader of the

Free World.

Rich Torrisi
What gets slightly 

lost among the retro 

nostalgia of Torrisi & 

Carbone Inc. is that 

Rich Torrisi is one of 

the most technically 

proficient chefs  

in the country.

Danny Bowien
The Korean-American 

cook’s Sichuan-inspired 

lark has blossomed into 

a constantly morphing, 

endlessly intriguing  

Mission empire.
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David Chang 
Impassioned fermenter, 

MSG apologist, self-

publisher, HBO actor, 

and—oh, yeah—founder 

of Momofuku worldwide 

enterprises.

Daniel Humm
The Swiss 

perfectionist has 

three Michelin stars 

at Eleven Madison  

Park and plans for  

a NoMad empire.

Mario Carbone 

Veteran of Mario 

Batali’s kitchens, 

torch-carrier for the 

red-sauce traditions  

of his Queens youth,  

co-founder of Parm  

and Carbone  

(for starters).

Wylie Dufresne 
Egg maven, mayonnaise 

fryer, food futurist. 

New York’s most 

respected chef—and, if 

you ask David Chang, 

possibly its best.

Alex Stupak
Pastry prodigy turned 

Mexican chef-restaurateur 

and Empellón co-owner, 

with an outsider’s 

inclination to reimagine 

the cuisine.

April Bloomfield
Since the opening of  

the Spotted Pig in 2004, 

this quiet chef from 

Birmingham has become  

a gastropub OG, burger 

tycoon, and unlikely 

bicoastal entrepreneur.

Photograph by Christopher Anderson
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It’s Useful to Brand  
Yourself a Public Intellectual

THERE IS AN upper 

echelon of international 

chefs, a group of mostly 

male, mostly modernist 

superstars who meet up 

regularly at wonky food 

conferences from Cook It 

Raw in Japan to Mistura in 

Peru. Frank Falcinelli and 

Frank Castronovo are 

not that kind of chef:  

They are partners in the 

delicious though not 

especially innovative 

restaurants Frankies 

Spuntino and Prime 

Meats. But over the past 

few years they have 

become two of New 

York’s most ubiquitous 

attendees on the circuit.

It began four years ago, 

with an introduction to  

the Danish chef René 

Redzepi, who was just 

about to launch the first 

MAD (Danish for “food”) 

symposium and invited 

the Franks to join. “He  

was creating the ultimate 

forum for chefs to 

communicate to each 

other,” says Castronovo.

Over the years, 

presentations at MAD 

have ranged from  

a carbon-footprint 

comparison between 

various restaurants to a 

Brazilian jiu-jitsu teacher 

discussing his diet. 

Falcinelli and Castronovo 

quickly made new friends. 

“Ultimately, it is a pretty 

tight group: René, Alex 

Atala, David Chang, 

Massimo Bottura, Ferran 

Adrià, Michel Bras, 

Gastón Acurio, Sean 

Brock, Daniel Patterson, 

Wylie Dufresne, Magnus 

Nilsson, Matt Orlando,” 

says Castronovo. “We 

represent the non-starred 

chefs of the alliance.”

For New York 

restaurateurs cooking 

simple Italian food, 

gatherings like MAD 

sometimes surface 

helpful ideas to bring 

home. (At an event at 

Meadowood in Napa 

Valley, the partners took 

pictures of how the 

brooms were hung, as 

inspiration.) But the larger 

point of all this activity is 

to extend the Franks’ 

brand beyond running  

a local business. “We 

designed our restaurants 

specifically so we didn’t 

have to be chained to the 

kitchen every day for 12 

hours,” says Castronovo. 

In a sense, they figured 

out how to scale their 

empire without opening  

a Frankies Spuntino in 

Vegas or Abu Dhabi. 

Earlier this year, Vice 

debuted a web series, 

Being Frank, that tags 

along on their 

globe-trotting. And all  

of this with minimal 

investment. “We pretty 

much figured out a way  

to get everything paid for,” 

says Castronovo. “My 

mom works for British 

Airways, so Frank and I 

just pay the taxes. And 

then eating is like a chef ’s 

courtesy. You always 

comp your friends.” 
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If you hit upon a dish that resonates with the dining public—be it by 
accident or design—you can pretty much sit back and count your money. 
Five masters tell how they did it.

5. Signature Dishes Are  
Like Blockbuster Movies

DB Burger 
$35, DB Bistro Moderne

THE CHEF: Daniel Boulud CREATED: 2000 at Daniel 
ORIGIN STORY: In response to a tongue-in-cheek 
challenge from a Times reporter after activist-farmer 
José Bové’s “dismantling” of a French McDonald’s, 
Boulud staged a surprise trial run of his short-rib-
and-foie-gras-stuffed-burger prototype on some 
Daniel regulars. “They were ecstatic,” says Boulud.  
“I knew that it was an instant classic.” PRICIEST BURGER 

PAIRING EVER: “Once someone spent $1,600 for  
two DB burgers and a bottle of wine (a Côte-Rôtie 
La Mouline).” EST. NUMBER SOLD PER YEAR: 25,000

Beef Tartare With Sunchoke 

 $16, Estela

THE CHEF: Ignacio Mattos CREATED: 2013 
ORIGIN STORY: “I started working with those flavors  
at Il Buco. Then I went to Isa and I was still working 
with the same kind of flavor profile. We opened  
Estela with the dish, but it took two months of subtle 
adjustments to figure out how it should be. Even  
to this day, we’re still polishing, trying to take it to  
a higher level.” EST. NUMBER SOLD PER YEAR: 10,800

Pork Bun 
$10 for two, Momofuku Ssäm Bar and Noodle Bar

THE CHEF: David Chang CREATED: 2004  
ORIGIN STORY: “It was an accident," says Chang.  
“It wasn’t part of the menu until the day before we 
opened Noodle Bar for friends and family and  
we needed a way to serve the [excess] pork belly 
that we used for the ramen. I wasn’t even sure that 
people wanted to eat pork belly.” EST. NUMBER SOLD: 
“I really don’t know,” says Chang, who limits sales 
(off-the-menu only) to 75 orders per night. “We  
just sell too much pork belly, and that has to stop.”

Uni Panini  
$15, El Quinto Pino

THE CHEF: Alex Raij CREATED: 2007
INSPIR ATION: “Super-simple” dishes, like Alain 
Passard’s “L’Arpège Egg,” says Raij. Plus: “I’d just 
met a man who’d written a book about Asturian 
food, and one whole chapter was about sea urchin.”
EST. NUMBER SOLD PER YEAR: 7,000

Chargrilled Roquefort Burger 
$21, The Spotted Pig

THE CHEF: April Bloomfield CREATED: 2004
INSPIR ATION: “I wanted to offer my take on a classic 
American dish for my first menu in America,”  
says Bloomfield. “There were lots of tastings of 
different beef blends and lots of tweaking to get the 
flavor right.” EST. NUMBER SOLD PER YEAR: 75,000
THAT’S: $1,575,000 in burger sales

ADDITIONAL REPORTING BY ERIC BARBERA, CONCEPCIÓN DE LEÓN, VICKY GAN, MATTHEW GILES, AND MARY JANE WEEDMAN.



Getting a 
Vanity Dog on 
PDT’s Menu Is 
the Downtown 
Equivalent of  
a Michelin Star

Chang Dog 
DAVID CHANG 

The original: 

bacon-wrapped, 

deep-fried, and 

anointed with 

Momofuku kimchee.

Wylie Dog
W YLIE DUFRESNE 
Dressed with 

tomato molasses, 

iceberg lettuce, 

and a baton of 

deep-fried mayo.

2Pok Dog
ANDY RICKER 

Pok Pok’s Vietnamese 

fish-sauce chicken-

wing glaze  

and chile mayo.

Stupak Dog
ALEX STUPAK

Mexified with 

chilito (pickled 

cabbage flavored 

with pasilla 

Oaxaqueño).

Humm Dog 
DANIEL HUMM

Celery relish, 

melted Gruyère, and  

a righteous 

slathering of black-

truffle mayo.

Van Dog
PHILLIP KIRSCHEN-CL ARK,  

FORMERLY OF VANDA AG 

Coriander-scented 

red sauerkraut, 

mustard greens, and 

piccalilli.

Mission  
Chinese Dog 
DANNY BOWIEN 

Mapo tofu, Sichuan 

peppercorns, 

cilantro, onions, 

and an American-

cheese sauce.

what started  
seven years ago  
when Don Lee, then  
a manager at cocktail 
bar PDT, and his  
boss Jim Meehan put 
a deep-fried, bacon-
wrapped, kimchee-
topped frankfurter  
on the menu and 
called it the (Dave) 
Chang Dog has 
become a full-blown 
rite of passage for  
a certain type of chef. 
Wylie Dufresne, 
Daniel Humm, and, 
as of three weeks  
ago, Alex Stupak are 
among the proud 
tube-  steak-topping 
few who’ve con-
tributed rotating 
recipes and garnishes 
in exchange for  
bar tabs.
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 “Bernie Sanders 
    You Frickin’ 

    He’s a C 
  Is That Even Legal, a C 
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for President?  
Kidding Me?  
 ommie.  
 ommunist President?”

—A man named Tom in Manchester, New Hampshire

By Mark Jacobson
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here were a few 
changes in that same speech Bernie  Sanders 
freely admits he’s been giving for the past 
four decades, give or take a j’accuse or two. 

Beginning in 1981, when he was first 
elected as the democratic-socialist mayor of 
Burlington, a.k.a. “the  People’s Republic of 
Burlington,” the only U.S. city then maintain-
ing a pro–Nicaragua- Sandinista foreign 
policy, Bernie, as he is universally known 
there, often railed against “the ruling class.” 
These days, with the condition-red Republi-
can hegemony hard upon the land, the 
73-year-old U.S. senator has upped the ante, 
going with “the billionaire class.” Likewise, 
well-worn jeremiads against the Rockefell-
ers, big oil, and the Bush neocon cabal have 
been replaced by broadsides decrying corpo-
rate media and the moneybag Koch brothers, 
Chuck and Dave, wielders of the Citizens 

United truncheon. 
“The Koch brothers say, ‘Oh, you want to 

run for the Senate?’ ” Sanders thundered 
during a recent speech in New Hampshire, 
the early presidential-primary state where 
prospective candidate Sanders has been 
spending a good deal of time of late. “ ‘Okay,’ ” 
Sanders continued. “ ‘Here’s your hundred 
million dollars. Here’s your speech. … You’re 
not an elected official, you’re an employee.’ …
Does their greed know any bounds?”

The question is rhetorical. Almost 
everything Bernie Sanders says, in his 
incongruous Brooklyn-deli-man accent 
that dates to his 1940s Flatbush upbring-
ing, is rhetorical. Small talk and false 
 ingratiations are not his thing. 

Like a rabbinical Man in Black, a lone 
truth teller, Bernie fired the rat-a-tat of 
bone-chilling bullet points: how nearly 46 
million Americans are now in poverty, 
“more than at any time in the history of our 
country”; how, “despite the modest gains of 
the Affordable Care Act,” some 40 million 
citizens still will likely have no health insur-
ance. Did you know that the top 25 hedge-
fund managers in the country make enough 
to pay the salaries of more than 425,000 
public-school teachers? No? Well, it’s true, 
Sanders said. Is anything likely to change? 

Not really. As Bernie explained, “60 percent 
of the people don’t vote; 75 percent of low-
income people don’t vote; 80 percent of 
people between 18 and 21 don’t vote.” 

Like his fellow senator on the left, Eliza-
beth Warren, the white-haired Sanders is a 
reigning campus hero, but his testament 
brings only gloom to his audience at the Uni-
versity of New Hampshire auditorium. Could 
things really be that bad? Could the Ameri-
can experiment, the New Jerusalem of Tho-
reau and Emerson, have been reduced to this 
snarling, cobalt-hearted thing? What kind of 
country have we bequeathed to our children, 
the poor debt-ridden college  students/suck-
ers who filled much of the hall? 

As for the upcoming 2016 election, what 
could a matchup of Hillary and Jeb Bush 
decide except who sat at the temporary 
head of the Illuminati table? Sanders is on 
record as saying he respects Hillary, that 
they became “friends” when she was First 
Lady and then a senator. But what differ-
ence could someone as connected to power 
as Hillary make in the present dire situa-
tion? “If you talk about the need for a politi-
cal revolution in America, it’s fair to say that 
Secretary Clinton probably will not be one 
of the more active people,” Sanders has said. 

It is at about this point in the Bernie Sand-
ers speech that someone asks the Question. 
The query might come from a man with a 
graying ponytail, or a lady in a hand-knit 
sweater, the sort of people who regularly con-
tribute $25 to $50 to Sanders, who won’t 
take money from major corporations. (He 
still has about $4.5 million left over from the 
$8 million he raised during the 2012 election 
cycle.) Or it could be asked by a student,  
an earnest, fresh-faced scholar looking into 
the abyss of an uncertain future. The fact is 
the Question is not quite a question at all.  
It is more of an entreaty, a plea. 

Are you going to run for president? That’s 
what everyone wants to know.

At the UNH speech, the supplicant was a 
middle-aged registered nurse. “Will you do 
this for us?” she beseeches. “We’re begging 
you, Bernie. Save us. Please.” 

A
t any given time there are 
but 100 individuals who can 
call themselves U.S. senators, 
and only one of them decorates 
his office with a large portrait 
of Eugene V. Debs, the five-

time presidential candidate of the Socialist 
Party of America. Then again, there aren’t 
many states in the Union that would elect 
someone like Bernie Sanders to the Senate.

To know why we may soon be living in a 
however unlikely Bernie Sanders moment, 
it is useful to know Vermont, the state Sand-
ers has represented in Congress for 24 
years, the last eight as a senator. It is helpful 

to understand that long before Sam Hous-
ton and the loutish Lone Star State, before 
the “patriot” secessionists of Arizona, there 
was the Republic of Vermont, a sovereign 
nation with its own constitution. Signed in 
a tavern during a raging thunderstorm in 
1777, the Vermont constitution forbade 
slavery and guaranteed suffrage to male 
non-landowners. In other words, it offered 
more freedom than the famous document 
promulgated by the vaunted U.S. Founding 
Fathers and ratified in 1789. 

By the 20th century, Vermont had settled 
into a pious, flinty New Englander sort of 
pre-Goldwater Republicanism (tough on 
money, liberal on social issues). But these 
stately agronomic rhythms were well in flux 
by the time Bernie Sanders arrived for good 
during the tumultuous year of 1968. 

“My hair was long, but not long for the 
times. I smoked marijuana, but was never 
part of the drug culture. That wasn’t me,” 
says Sanders as we sit together in his office 
on Church Street in Burlington, a pleasant 
burg of more than 40,000 and the largest 
settlement in the state. 

Good luck prying anything personal 
beyond the basic bio from Sanders. He does, 
however, allow that his early life in Flatbush, 
where he grew up in a three-and-a-half-room 
apartment on East 26th Street and went to 
James Madison High School (Chuck 
Schumer also went there), bore little resem-
blance to the left-leaning intellectualism 
often associated with the New York Jew. 

“My father was a worker,” Sanders says 
dispassionately. “He came here in 1917 
without a penny, didn’t speak English, yet 
managed to send me and my brother to col-
lege. My mother wanted a house of our 
own, but he couldn’t provide that. I suspect 
they voted Democratic, but it wasn’t any-
thing that was ever discussed.” 

Sanders says it was only after leaving 
Brooklyn to attend the University of Chi-
cago—and when the civil-rights move-
ment hit—that he became politically 
aware. He began marching and protest-
ing. In the mid-’60s, he lived on an Israeli 
kibbutz for six months. 

When Sanders arrived in Vermont at age 
27, it was among the whitest and most rural 
states in the country, as it still is today. He was 
one of thousands of “flatlanders” (what the 
“woodchuck” locals call out-of-staters) fleeing 
the “hassle” of New York and Boston. Sanders 
fell in love. This wasn’t Brooklyn. “In all the 
years I’ve been here, I’ve never once heard 
anyone loudly cursing in the grocery store.” 

He did odd jobs and began to raise a fam-
ily. In 1971, a friend invited him to a meeting 
of the then-fledgling leftist Liberty Union 
Party. Sanders remembers: “I stood up, said 
a few words. I can’t remember what. Two 
hours later, I was a candidate for the United 
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States Senate.” He got in his $200 car and 
went out to campaign. “Here I was, running 
on this tiny party, with no money, but I was 
allowed to participate in the debates, I was 
on the radio, interviewed in the newspapers, 
actually taken seriously. Could you imagine 
that happening today?”

Sanders ran as an “unabashed socialist,” 
got 2 percent, kept at it, got 4. He did consid-
erably better in the blue-collar areas of Burl-
ington. Switching from the socialist Liberty 
Union Party to become an Independent, he 
ran for mayor and, in what became a nasty 
standoff between liberal flatlanders and old-
line woodchucks, managed to beat the five-
term incumbent Gordon Paquette by a count 
of 4,030 to 4,020.

Ben Cohen of Ben & Jerry’s ice cream, 
another Brooklyn-born flatlander and Ver-
mont icon, recalled the scene. 
“Our first store was in an old gas
station. We wanted to show
movies,butthecitysaidno.We’d
becompetingwiththetheater.It
was that old-boy cronyism, like
playing a Betty Boop cartoon on
a wall was going to wreck any-
one’s business. When Bernie
came in—his followers were
called Sanderistas—things loos-
ened up quite a bit.”

As the flatlanders kept com-
ing, making Vermont into per-
haps the bluest of blue states,
Sanders became the beneficiary
of a rare political calculus.
Unlike almost every other mod-
ern pol, he hasn’t had to change
with the times. The times came
to him. After four terms as Bur-
lington mayor, 16 years in the House, and
eightyears intheSenate(hewasreelected in
2012 with a steamrolling 71 percent of the
vote), Sanders says his views are “basically
the same” as during his Liberty Union days.

In a way, he is the living embodiment of
the ’60s credo “What goes around comes
around,” because it is Sanders’s unchanging-
ness that has landed him a bumper crop of
press and appearances on national media
like The Colbert Report. His message of
equality in the face of massive inequality
strikes many as an echo of a nearly forgotten
yet more hopeful time. As another hippie
phrase goes, “It’s so old it’s new.”

“You could say moving to Vermont was
the best decision I ever made,” Sanders says.
“What would have happened if I’d stayed in
Brooklyn? How far could I have gotten?
The State Assembly?”

Althoughhewasadmittedlynomorethan
“afootsoldier” inthegreatmovementbattles
of the ’60s, Sanders is the last pure man
standing of his most political generation.
The highly compromised examples of Bill

Clinton, John Kerry, Jerry Brown, and even 
Jesse Jackson notwithstanding, he alone has 
been able to keep the outsider faith. Even 
though he votes with the Democratic Party 
more often than many actual Democrats, he 
is the longest-serving Independent member 
of Congress in the history of the country. 

Sanders estimates he’s personally con-
versed with “a very high percentage” of the 
state’s 620,000-plus inhabitants. Everyone 
you meet can tell you of the time Sanders 
came into their store, addressed their town-
hall meeting, or stepped out of character to 
play a garbageman in a Bread and Puppet 
Theater extravaganza up in Glover. 

This doesn’t mean he is universally 
beloved. Stories abound about Sanders’s 
highhandedness, his sheer I-am-right-and-
everyone-else-is-wrongness. You look for 

the Brooklyn in the man, a hint of the
haimish, a few laughs to make the medicine
go down, but find little. Even though many
younger progressive pols in the state have
worked for him, they approach him with
wariness. “He’s the king, they owe him, they
don’t want to cross him,” says one close
observer. A commonly heard phrase is “Ber-
nie Sanders is a man of the people who
doesn’t particularly like people.”

Bernie might be a grump, but, as they say
in the northern kingdom, “he’s our grump,”
a durable brand. No one can say he’s not his
own man. That’s what he’s got going for him
as he trundles around the country with his
decades-old speech, testing the waters for a
long-shot presidential run. It could be that
Warren is a better sell to those who feel dis-
enfranchised by the soul-crush of money
politics, but as of now she isn’t making the
rounds for herself in Iowa and New Hamp-
shire. So until someone else comes along, if
you’re not crazy about the way things are
going in this benighted land of ours, Bernie
Sanders, grumpy grandpa, is your guy.

you know you’re in Vermont when you 
get off the plane and the first thing you see 
is a sign offering college students a chance 
to spend a semester abroad in Cuba. You 
know you’re in New Hampshire when your 
rental car bottoms out in a pothole 400 
yards past the state line. Compared with the 
designer Eden west of the Connecticut 
River, things are a little scrabbly here in the 
“Live Free or Die” state. Maybe it’s that no-
state-income-tax that keeps the roads so 
crappy, but everywhere was the hand of 
man: stilled factories, giant malls, and all. 

Much of the anti-Sanders rhetoric in 
Vermont comes from the left, often from 
old comrades dating to the pre-mayoral 
days who consider “Bernardo” a sellout. 
He’s been lambasted over his rapproche-
ment with upstate gun owners and his 

relatively moderate commentary 
on Israeli-Palestinian relations 
(he’s for a two-state solution, but 
the topic only makes him groan). 
There was widespread criticism, 
even from people like Ben Cohen, 
over Sanders’s support for basing 
Lockheed’s F-35 jets at the Burl-
ington airport. But that’s Ver-
mont. New Hampshire is a place 
more in tune with the prevailing 
American norm. 

“Bernie Sanders for president? 
You frickin’ kidding me? He’s a 
commie. Is that even legal, a com-
munist president?” says a man 
named Tom, sloshing back a mar-
garita, watching Thursday-night 
football at Cactus Jack’s in Man-
chester, New Hampshire’s largest 
city and the home of the Union-

Leader, the right-leaning newspaper 
(Hunter S. Thompson called it “America’s 
worst newspaper”) that plays a large role in 
the New Hampshire primary process. 

“The rich get richer, the poor get poorer, 
everyone else gets fucked,” says one of Tom’s 
buddies who identified himself as “a dues-
paying member” of the pipe- fitters union. 
“Things suck, I get it. I just don’t want to be 
yelled at by some socialist.” 

I bring this up with Sanders. Is there 
something in the national DNA that words 
like socialism cause such seemingly instinc-
tive abhorrence? 

It has nothing to do with socialism, Sand-
ers counters. It is all the fault of the Koch 
brothers and the media. The entire popular 
culture is a vast mind-control program. 

“People care more about Tom Brady’s 
arm than they do about our disastrous 
trade policy, nafta, cafta, the loss of hun-
dreds of thousands of jobs. isis and Ebola 
are serious issues, but what they really 
don’t want you to think about is what’s 
happened to the American middle class.” 

Sanders after his first win as Burlington mayor in 1981.
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The excessive cost of higher education and 
the burden of “Mafialike,” shortsighted stu-
dent loans are other staples of Bernie’s never-
ending speech. He never fails to hit the note 
in his voluminous web presence, which is the 
pride and joy of his bare-bones staff, making 
sure that  prospective younger voters know 
that, even if Sanders reminds them of their 
lovable-curmudgeon grandpa, he’s got a big 
and beefy Twitter feed. “Once America 
ranked No. 1 in turning out college gradu-
ates. Now we are 12th,” Sanders regularly 
tells his overflowing campus crowds. 

When speaking to students, Bernie often 
stops mid-speech to ask “How much does  
it cost a year to go here?” At Plymouth State, 
a properly disgruntled computer major deri-
sively shouted out, “$22,000.” 

“Twenty-two thousand!” Sanders replied. 
“That’s a lot of money. A working family can 
have a hard time coming up with that.” 

It’s at that point that Bernie, who paid 
nothing like that for his one year at Brook-
lyn College, unveils his belief that all col-
leges should be free. Predictably, the pro-
posal gets a big cheer. 

Another college appearance, this one 
within the Ivy League halls of Dartmouth, 
offered an opportunity for some old-time 
class analysis. With the room awash with fist-
bumping Bernie energy, Sanders asked his 
“how much” question. Someone answered, 
almost apologetically, “$65,000, maybe 70.”

The number—it’s actually $62,000—
seemed to stop even Bernie in his tracks. 
That was really a lot of money. 

Then again, this is the alma mater of Nel-
son Rockefeller. Over in the stately Baker-
Berry Library, with its 200-foot bell tower, 
was the renowned “Black Dan” portrait of the 
young Dartmouth man Daniel Webster, 
Sanders’s fellow senator and leading Federal-
ist enemy of the American populism that 
would come to be known as “Jacksonian 
democracy.” Dartmouth’s endowment cur-
rently stood at $4.5 billion, returning 19.2 
percent in the fiscal year that ended on June 
30. Even at $248,000 for a four-year degree, 
it is unlikely that many of the students here 
will leave school in the condition Sanders 
sometimes calls “indentured servitude.” Here 
was the Establishment Sanders rails against. 

But what could you do? There’s only so 
much power anyone, Bernie Sanders very 
much included, could challenge in America. 
Besides, the speech is the speech. Sanders 
pronounced himself happy with the turnout 
and the enthusiasm of the students’ response. 

I
n 1987, while still mayor of Bur-
lington, Sanders made a record of 
’60s folk anthems, his booming 
Flatbush-ese plowing through 
such movement favorites as “We 
Shall Overcome” and “Where 

Have All the Flowers Gone?” Asked why he 
did such a thing, Sanders says, “It appealed 
to my ego.” Nonetheless, Bernie is not 
known for letting his hair down. “The guy 
works 100 hours a week. Maybe he hit a 
golf ball at the driving range once or twice. 
That’s his fun for the year,” says a former 
political associate. Likewise, when Con-
gress is in session, Sanders prefers to eat 
in the cafeteria of the Dirksen Senate 
Office Building, carrying a tray like back 
at James Madison High School. So it was 
a bit of an occasion, the famously frugal 
Bernie stopping for lunch at the well-
appointed Hanover Inn. 

“What’s this fennel?” Sanders inquires 
as he points to the Crossroads Farm 
roasted-tomato-and-fennel soup on the 
menu. It was kind of amusing: The senator 
from an artisanal hot spot like Vermont 
not knowing what fennel was. “Is it a seed? 
Is it an herb?” 

“It has a tangy yet understated licorice fla-
vor,” says the somewhat nonplussed server. 

“Licorice? Like an old penny candy?” 
Sanders asks, deciding to order it. 

Soon we are discussing a major question 
in the would-be Bernie campaign: Would 
he run on a third-party ticket or as a Demo-
crat? The choice seems obvious. Not even 
Ross Perot could afford to launch a mean-
ingful third-party national campaign these 
days. Beyond that, you risk what Sanders 
calls “the Ralph Nader dilemma.” 

If there’s one thing that really bugs Bernie, 
it is the specter of Nader, who earlier this year 
sent a bizarre “open letter” to the Burlington 
Free Press whining about how Sanders won’t 
return his calls. Discounting the argument 
that the two-party system might be a big part 
of the status quo he so deplores, Sanders 
slaps down his soup spoon. 

“Do you remember Florida?” Sanders 
half-shouts. “I won’t play the spoiler.”

Besides, being a Democrat gets you onto 
the primary stage with Hillary Clinton, a 
prospect that figures to keep political ana-
lysts palavering long into the night. The 
issue is how much Bernie can tap into 
what he calls “the profound anger” that has 
pervaded the nation from the tea party to 
Occupy, and how much that anger will 
play into the campaign narrative. Bernie 
could push Clinton to move left. Who 
knows, he could get hot. If Herman Cain 
could get hot, even for a moment, why not 
Sanders? He is already beginning to con-
nect the mass protests following the Eric 
Garner and Michael Brown killings with 
his core economic-fairness issues. 

If one thing is for certain, Bernie Sanders, 
for all his seeming marginality, is as savvy 
and hard-nosed a politician as you’ll find. 
He couldn’t have come through those early 
face-offs with the 100 would-be Bernies 

back in Burlington without a high percent-
age of cold-bloodedness. He’s a lone wolf, 
but won’t be caught howling at the moon 
like the last Vermonter to mount the big 
stage, Howard Dean. 

Indeed, you felt you were beginning to 
root for him. It was the speech that won 
you over, that same old speech. It was the 
part about his father, “the worker,” who 
couldn’t earn enough to buy his wife the 
house she wanted yet still managed to raise 
a son who became a U.S. senator. “My 
father had a deep love for this country; he 
believed in it,” Sanders says. 

Running was a matter of patriotism, 
Sanders says. He’ll be 75 in 2016. He has 
seven grandchildren. True, he’d been lucky, 
but America has worked for him, big time. 
Even now, the Republican takeover of the 
Senate was working in his favor. He lost his 
treasured chairmanship at Veteran Affairs, 
but seniority has landed him as the rank-
ing minority member of the Budget Com-
mittee. Sanders called it “a bully pulpit” 
from which to push his anti-megacapital 
agenda. In Iowa in December, he was 
using his new position to buttress a call for 
the breakup of the big Wall Street banks. 

Sanders is fond of saying that “anyone 
who wakes up in the morning with a burn-
ing desire to be the president of the United 
States is a little bit crazy.” (He says it to every 
reporter asking about a presidential run.) 
Still, it is worth asking what a Bernie 
administration might be like. 

The question gives the senator pause. It 
isn’t part of the speech, not yet at least. But 
then it comes to him in a great, stirring flash. 

“This is how it is going to be,” Bernie 
says, as if he were still in his $200 car, 
back in the Liberty Union days. “Suppose 
you want to raise the minimum wage to a 
fair level and know that change is not 
going to come from inside Washington. 
Not in this climate. So, as president, I’d 
invite millions of low-income workers to 
come to the capitol. Like a bonus march. 
I’d do the same thing about making col-
lege affordable. Put out the call, invite a 
million students. Make sure they’re all 
registered to vote. Then when these con-
gressmen come by the White House and 
they’re beholden to the Koch brothers, the 
super-pacs, or the oil companies, I will 
say, ‘Do what you want, but first do one 
thing for me: Look out the window.’ ”

“Look out the window,” Bernie repeats, 
liking the sound of it, the call to arms, just 
the sort of phrase that might get the atten-
tion of a downtrodden, detached electorate 
and prompt them to raise a fist in the air.

“Look out the window. Because all those 
people are out there. They’re demanding 
their fair share and they’re not leaving until 
they get it.”  ■
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State of the Union, but the Genius platform will be 
built into the code of every website in the world, allow-
ing users to mark up any text, anywhere. “It’s gonna 
take a decade to build or more,” the investor Horowitz 
said. “But it ought to be as long-lasting as any technol-
ogy company that’s getting built right now and any 
that’s in existence.” In grasping for an analogy to 
encompass their ambition, the Genius founders have 
variously described the project as a “wall of history” 
and an “internet Talmud.” Critics, who consider the 
majority of its annotations sophomoric at best, have 
called it an “internet decoder ring.”

Genius’s task is now a cultural, not technical, one: 
convincing people that annotation is something they 
want. To that end, in addition to programmers, Genius 
has recently hired a former charter-school administra-
tor charged with outreach to schools, a brand consul-
tant from the firm that coined the term normcore, a 
magazine writer, and Russell Farhang, the company’s 

COO, who came from the 
investment firm Bridgewater 
and at age 40 is the company’s 
oldest employee. Genius
boasts some 50 million anno-
tations, on a million texts,
although, like Wikipedia, a
small group of users is respon-
sible for most of the work.
Will Nelligan, one of the
attendees at the rooftop party,
had rarely used Wikipedia—
“I edited my boss’s once, when
I worked in the U.S. Senate”—
but spent several hours a
week annotating everything
from the Scottish-indepen-
dence referendum to The
West Wing scripts. 

Nelligan said this party felt
different from previous ones.
“The first time I came here, I

went with Tom and Ilan to a bar in Bushwick until two
in the morning playing dice,” he said. The gathering was
being held to honor the first class of Genius Teaching
Fellows—professors and teachers who agreed to use
Genius as a pedagogical tool—one of whom taught a
300-level English course at Southern Illinois University,
Edwardsville, titled “Becoming a Rap Genius.” Genius
had recently taken to hosting book parties—albeit ones
at which the police showed up to deliver a noise viola-
tion—more often than keggers, and the company’s CFO
(chief fun officer) got little interest when she encouraged
partygoers to take advantage of a bedroom equipped
with a swirling, multi colored light display. Though the
playlist (Drake, the entirety of West’s My Beautiful Dark
Twisted Fantasy) was straight from the company’s past,
the vibe was muted. It took until 10 p.m. for anyone to
ask the CFO where the rolling papers were. By that
point, Lehman and Zechory had gone home. 

W
hen i first met Lehman and Zechory,
they were dealing with the Taylor Swift
Problem. “On Pop Genius”—one of the
site’s new verticals, along with Lit,

News, Sports, and Law Genius—“a moderator was

Twitter began as  

an offshoot of a  

podcasting site,  

Instagram  began as 

a check-in site,  

and Groupon was  

originally a site for 

making petitions.

Formerly the 

self- titled 

“Prophet of 

Genius.”

Pitchfork named 

West’s 2010 album 

the best of  

the past five years in 

any genre.

West has reportedly 

held a number of 

 listening parties—at 

 Paris Fashion Week, 

in a “van limo” with 

Seth Rogen—but  

the album has no firm 

release date.

Decoder rings were 

cheap toys, often  

included in cans of 

Ovaltine or boxes of 

cereal, which could be  

used to solve puzzles.

P
H

O
T

O
G

R
A

P
H

S
: 

P
R

E
V

IO
U

S
 S

P
R

E
A

D
, 

P
A

T
R

IC
K

 M
C

M
U

L
L

A
N

 (
J

A
Y

 Z
);

 C
O

U
R

T
E

S
Y

 O
F

 H
B

O
 (

S
IL

IC
O

N
 V

A
L

L
E

Y
).

 T
H

IS
 S

P
R

E
A

D
, 

P
A

T
R

IC
K

 M
C

M
U

L
L

A
N

 (
C

A
M

’R
O

N
).

At the party, Zechory, the newly appointed president 
of the company, which has raised more than $50 million 
in venture capital, wore a white T-shirt and jeans, while 
Lehman, the CEO and programming expert, was in cut-
off jean shorts and a pastel plaid shirt. Both wore Nikes, 
as they almost always do. Zechory was telling Lehman 
about a recent dinner party at the home of Ben Horo-
witz, one of the company’s early investors, that Zechory 
had attended along with the rappers Kanye West and 
Nas, the producer Rick Rubin, “and a couple other ran-
dos.” Zechory had spent part of the meal trying to 
explain to West and Nas the appeal of Drake by arguing 
that the Toronto emcee was “a thespian rapper,” playing 
a role someone like Zechory could relate to. This was the 
sort of hyper intellectualization of hip-hop for which the 
site had become known, sometimes controversially. “I 
was drunk, and talking too much, and, looking at 
Kanye’s face, I was kind of worried this might be totally 
off the rails,” Zechory said. Rubin came to Zechory’s 
defense, and anyway West is a fan of the site. He had sent 
the founders suggestions for a redesign (“black, gold, 
huge lettering, lot of caps”) and ended the dinner with a 
listening session of his next album, about which Zechory 
said—nothing. After years of his company making head-
lines for the wrong reasons, he has learned the value of 
declaring certain things off the record. 

Conspicuously absent from the company party in Wil-
liamsburg was Mahbod Moghadam, Lehman and 
Zechory’s best friend, the third co-founder of Rap Genius, 
and the man most responsible for the site’s uncouth 
reputation, which had come to obscure its actual prod-
uct. At various points since the company’s founding in 
2009,  Moghadam had publicly declared that the found-
ers had built Rap Genius in the nude, on Adderall, and 
told two of the world’s most prominent billionaires to 
perform a certain sex act on him. In May, he published 
an annotation on Rap Genius of UC Santa Barbara killer 
Elliot Rodger’s manifesto that landed somewhere 
between sympathetic and joking (“MY GUESS: his sis-
ter is smokin hot”). A day later, five years after the trio 
started the site in an East Village apartment, Lehman 
and Zechory accepted their friend’s resignation.

Lehman and Zechory have spent much of 2014 trying 
to scrub their past clean. They’ve shortened the com-
pany’s name to Genius and secured $40 million in  
funding to plunge fully into a Silicon Valley “pivot”: the 
transition from doing one thing better than anyone 
else—annotating rap lyrics—to doing something bigger 
and bolder—“annotating the world,” a capaciously vague 
ambition that no one, themselves included, is certain 
they can pull off. Annotation has been a Silicon Valley 
dream since the invention of the first web browser, but 
it has yet to produce an elegant solution comparable to 
what Wikipedia did with the crowdsourced encyclope-
dia. The Genius founders see their platform as a means 
for enlightened discussion in contrast to the dark world 
of the internet comment. Users can upload a text, click 
on any word, and add whatever context they deem 
worthwhile. Most annotations must be approved by 
other members of the Genius community, so that only 
valuable commentary, grounded in specific parts of a 
given text, will pass muster and appear on the site. But 
the Genius founders’ ultimate goal is bigger still. If their 
plans come to fruition, users will visit genius.com to 
annotate Shakespeare, Apple earnings reports, and the 

http://genius.com
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Zechory was at Google; Lehman at a hedge fund; and 
Moghadam, who went to Stanford Law, had lost a legal 
job after publishing a satirical memo referring to one of 
the firm’s clients not quite obliquely as “Ballstate Insur-
ance” on a blog. One night in 2009 at Lehman and 
Zechory’s East Village apartment, they were listening to 
a Cam’ron song when Lehman asked Moghadam to 
explain the line “80 holes in your shirt, there: your own 
Jamaican clothes.” Zechory and Lehman had already 
tried founding a pair of start-ups—Fliff, a failed precur-
sor to digital wallets like Venmo, and Bomb Sheets, a 
failed disruption of the bedding industry—and within 
24 hours, Lehman had built the basic structure of a site 
called Rap Exegesis, using code from Better  MetroNorth, 
an alternative to the MTA’s train-schedule website he 
had built. (It still exists and is much better.) 

Moghadam’s Cam’ron annotation— Jamaicans were 
poor and thus their shirts had holes—was the first in 
Rap Genius history. It also happened to be wrong and, 
by his own admission, a little racist. But just as Wikipe-
dia became more reliable with time, the quality of Rap 
Genius’s annotations improved as more people began to 
contribute. (The entry now reads: “Jamaicans often 
wear mesh tank tops with a lot of little holes in them. 
When Cam’ron shoots you 80 times, you’ll have 80 holes 
in your shirt.”) They changed the site’s name to Rap 
Genius, and by 2011 it had shown enough promise for 
Lehman and Zechory to quit their jobs and apply to  
Y Combinator, the start-up incubator. The founders cite 
as a particular turning point the moment they discov-
ered that their annotation for the remix to “Beamer, 
Benz, or Bentley” was the first result in a Google search 
for the song.

Rap Genius became the fastest- growing start-up in Y 
Combinator history, and the founders returned to New 

OTHER EXAMPLES: 

BBQ Chef: The person 

who owns a project.

Armin van Buuren  

Situation: A heated  

argument that ends up  

not mattering at all  

and looking ridiculous 

in retrospect.  

A reference to a trance 

DJ, whose concert  

the Genius founders 

planned to attend,  

argued about, but did 

not finally attend. 

For what it’s worth, the 

Genius community 

says, “She does go on a 

lot of dates—from Joe 

 Jonas to Taylor Lautner 

to John Mayer to Jake 

Gyllenhaal to Connor 

Kennedy to Harry Styles 

(whew that’s a long list), 

none of her relation-

ships have  lasted over  

a few months.”

The song, “Family Ties,” 

was released on 

Cam’ron’s 2004 album, 

Purple Haze.

It helped gestate 

 Reddit, Airbnb,  

and Dropbox.

From “No Church in the Wild,” by Kanye West 
ft. Jay Z and Frank Ocean

Tears on the mausoleum floor

Blood stains the Colosseum doors

Lies on the lips of a priest

Thanksgiving disguised as a feast

Rolling in the Rolls-Royce Corniche

Only the doctors got this, I’m hiding from police

Cocaine seats, all white like I got the whole thing bleached

Drug dealer chic, I’m wondering if a thug’s prayers reach

Is Pious pious cause God loves pious?
Socrates asked whose bias do y’all seek?

All for Plato, screech

I’m out here balling, I know y’all hear my sneaks

Jesus was a carpenter, Yeezy he laid beats

Hova flow the Holy Ghost, get the hell up out your seats, preach

Marc Andreessen has 

said that the site 

“clicked” for him when 

he read this annotation.

like, ‘Why are we doing so bad on Taylor Swift songs?’ ” 
Zechory said. While the scope of Genius’s ambitions is 
now much broader than music, 2 percent of all web 
searches are for lyrics, which still generate most of the 
site’s traffic. For practically any rap song, Genius is 
among Google’s top results, but its annotation of 
“Shake It Off ” didn’t appear until the third page of 
results, and Zechory didn’t want to entertain the 
thought that “I go on too many dates” might not need 
explanation. “Look around at the other sites that are 
putting up the same thing—lyrics—and we have all 
these painstakingly edited entries,” Zechory said with 
frustration. “And there isn’t a ringtone ad in your face.”

“AZ Lyrics is still sneering at us,” Leh man said, refer-
ring to the world’s least attractive and most popular 
 lyrics site.

“The purple monster!” Zechory said. “AZ is this insane-
looking 1999-type website. It’s never gonna change.” 

The founders were sitting in Apartment 702 of the 
Kent Avenue building, the company’s unofficial execu-
tive suite. (Genius proudly claims “the highest shower-
to-employee ratio in the universe.”) Zechory poured a 
glass of cold brew from one of the jugs kept in each 
apartment’s fridge, while Lehman handed me a bottle 
of branded “Baller Water,” which has since been 
replaced by two new varieties: “Scholar Water,” in 
keeping with the company’s new focus, and “Bottle 
Water,” without the d, in keeping with the company’s 
commitment to irreverence. “That’s from a chakra 
perspective,” Leh man said after greeting me with a 
hug. “It aligns our hearts.” Lehman and Zechory, who 
are both 30, speak in a vernacular equal parts Cuper-
tino, Compton, and Comp Lit, and occasionally 
require annotation themselves. Lehman once ended 
an email to me with the phrase “bong bong,” which the 
glossary of companyspeak he maintains told me is an 
exclamation cribbed from RZA, of the Wu-Tang Clan, 
to punctuate a positive statement. 

Lehman, Zechory, and Moghadam all met at Yale, 
where a fellow student described them as “not potheads 
who played video games” but “potheads who debated 
about Kierkegaard.” All are polymaths. Lehman wrote 
his undergraduate thesis about eminent domain and, 
soon after we met, began referring to me as C.D.C. 
Reeves, in reference to the translator of a canonical edi-
tion of Plato’s Republic. He taught himself to code, and 
his leg shakes constantly in conversation, suggesting 
he’d rather be working on a programming problem. In 
contrast, one Genius employee described Zechory as the 
office’s soothing presence: “He’s the emotional house 
mother who makes everybody feel incredible about 
themselves.” Zechory was reading Peter Drucker’s The 
Effective Executive to help him manage his rapidly 
expanding number of employees, but he admitted that 
he had to squeeze such books into his reading regimen: 
“I basically do one memoir of Nazi Germany, one self-
help meditation-style book, another Nazi book, then 
meditation, then management,” he told me. “It’s 1, 2, 1, 
2, 3.” One employee, who has known Zechory since col-
lege, dismissed their public reputation as mere bluster: 
“They’re not bros. They’re nerds who think they’re cool—
but now the nerds aren’t pretending to be cool.”

The Genius founders describe their company’s origins 
as an art project, but it arose from a period in which they 
were 20-somethings looking for a career change: 
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50 Cent, and other artists had begun annotating their 
own lyrics—they created a “Verified Artists” designa-
tion on the advice of  Lady’s Gaga’s manager—and less 
 reasonably by releasing more dis tracks. When the 
hip-hop group Das Racist called Rap Genius “white-
devil sophistry,” Moghadam responded, “You ain’t 
even famous / You’re like a slim anus.” 

By the logic that all publicity is good, the company’s 
antics, whether by dint of design or amateurism, had 
been a boon, and by the end of December 2013, 1.5 
million people were visiting the site daily. But that 
month, a blogger published an email from Mogha-
dam offering a scheme to make his traffic 
 “bloooowwwww up!” Moghadam would promote the 
blogger’s posts in exchange for including links to Rap 
Genius pages for, say, Taylor Swift, even if the post had 
nothing to do with Taylor Swift at all. Google’s algo-
rithm is secret, but it is believed that incoming links 
from other websites boost a page’s position in search 
results, and the offer was a blatant violation of Google’s 
webmaster guidelines. “The only people who would 
try that are spammers, or maybe Russian gangsters,” 
one start-up founder told me. “Or porn—but I don’t 
even think porn does that.” On Christmas morning, 
Google issued the company a “minus-50 penalty,” 
knocking its pages down 50 spots in search results, 

effectively wiping it from the internet. The site’s daily 
visitors dropped by nearly 90 percent, and it took 
weeks to clean up the ill-gotten links and return to 
Google’s good graces. “2014 is the year of humility,” 
Moghadam said after the incident. “The goal is to tell 
only one billionaire to fuck off this year.”

Moghadam would later blame his behavior on a 
brain tumor, which he had removed last year. “It was 
the cause of me acting like an asshole and telling all 
these ballers to suck my dick,” he told a reporter, though 
he didn’t seem too fazed at the time by the procedure: 
When the anesthesiologist walked in to put him under, 
he says, he was swiping through Tinder. 

Five months after the Google incident, Mogha-
dam called his co-founders from Los Angeles, where 
he worked in the “Rap Genius Mansion,” to tell them 
a writer from Gawker had found his annotations on 
Elliot Rodger’s manifesto. Moghadam’s comments P
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Another rival,  

purchased by  

CBS Interactive  

in 2011.

House in Bel Air 

the company used 

as an office.

As a student at 

Columbia in the ’80s, 

Horowitz had been a 

member of the Blind-

Def Crew, a rap trio 

whose first song paid 

homage to The 

Flintstones. (“I got a 

rock house, but I don’t 

deal base/Cause I kick 

it in Bedrock to  

the prehistoric pace.”)

Lehman, Zechory, and Moghadam at TechCrunch Disrupt 2013. A recap in  VentureBeat— 

titled “Are Rap Genius’s founders insane, or is it just a  gimmick?”—called them  

“Real Life Jean-Ralphios,” referencing the over-the-top Parks and Recreation character.

York with $1.8 million in funding, which they used to 
move into the Williamsburg apartment building, print 
T-shirts that said fuck fuck swag, offer employees free 
Seamless, and expand the company. One engineer who 
applied for a job called his interview “the strangest expe-
rience of my life.” While the engineer worked on several 
problems in one of the Rap Genius apartments, two 
college-age girls sat on air mattresses watching You-
Tube. He came away impressed with Zechory’s thought-
fulness and Lehman’s expertise but met Moghadam 
only when he walked into the room shirtless, seemingly 
“high as fuck,” and said, “I hear you’re smart as shit. Kill 
that code.” (Moghadam denies this account.) When the 
engineer asked how they planned to make money, 
Zechory laughed.

A year after Y Combinator, Andreessen Horowitz, 
Silicon Valley’s kingmakers, announced it was investing 
$15 million in Rap Genius. The internet was stunned. 
“This was $15 million for a site nobody had heard of, 
that seems like a bunch of clowns,” said one New York 
start-up founder who admires the site. Even the found-
ers admit the payout depended on several remarkable 
synergies. Not only was Ben Horowitz a hip-hop head 
who uses rap lyrics as epigraphs in his management-
advice blog posts, but Marc Andreessen, his partner, 
had created Mosaic, the first web browser, with the 
intention of including a feature called “group annota-
tions.” (It didn’t work, for technical reasons.) The found-
ers recognized their site’s applications beyond rap lyrics 
early on: Emily Dickinson’s poem “I’m Nobody. Who 
are you?” was among the first texts on the site. Andrees-
sen saw the potential to create a way for people to build 
layers of knowledge on top of other layers—a replace-
ment for the ecosystem of comments and status updates 
that enables trolling, outrage-stoking, “tl;dr,” and the 
other tautological sins rampant on the internet. When 
Andreesen Horowitz announced the addition of Rap 
Genius to its portfolio, which included Skype and 
 Airbnb, Horowitz called it “one of the most important 
things we’ve ever funded.”

While Lehman built out the site’s code and Zechory 
developed the business side, Moghadam set about serv-
ing, in his words, as the “Prophet of Genius”—building 
a community of people who enjoyed spending their 
days explaining Eminem lyrics and making them feel 
as if they were a part of an intellectual project. “You’d go 
by his computer and there’d be ten Gchat windows 
open,” Zechory said. “And it would be some 14-year-old 
kid in the Midwest saying ‘You fascinate me’ to Mah-
bod.” More publicly, Moghadam spread the Rap Genius 
gospel by starting beefs. After Mark Zuckerberg got 
upset when Moghadam posted a photo of Zuckerberg 
and Nas on Facebook, from a dinner party at Horo witz’s 
house, Moghadam told an interviewer, “Zuck can suck 
my dick.” Two weeks later, apparently unsatisfied, he 
wrote “warren buffett can suck my dick” on the 
official Rap Genius Twitter feed. When not taunting 
billionaires, he posted videos of himself performing dis 
tracks: “MetroLyrics, we comin’ at ya.”

Though the site had already begun to expand its 
focus—Moghadam, who studied history at Yale, was 
pushing Poetry Genius—it didn’t escape notice that a 
rap-music site was being run by three Ivy League 
graduates, none of whom was black. The founders 
defended themselves reasonably by noting that Nas, 
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April is the cruellest month, breeding
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rain.

Winter kept us warm, covering

Earth in forgetful snow, feeding

A little life with dried tubers.

Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee

With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade

And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,

And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.

Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch.

And when we were children, staying at the archduke’s,

My cousin’s, he took me out on a sled

And I was frightened. He said, Marie,

Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.

In the mountains, there you feel free.

I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.

…

From “The Waste Land,” by T.S. Eliot

were intrinsically repugnant but seemed even worse 
because ever since the Andreessen Horowitz invest-
ment, the founders were presenting the site as a 
high-minded “knowledge project.”  Moghadam’s 
annotations punctuated criticism of the site as little 
more than an elegantly presented comments section. 
“You take a potshot at a billionaire, or you make a 
dirty joke—those things can be defended as  creativity, 
and stodgy people just will not be into it,” Zechory 
said. “This was pretty much pure destructiveness.” 
Moghadam’s behavior had been the site’s best public-
ity, but for a company with serious ambitions, he had 
become a liability. Moghadam resigned. 

The fact that all parties knew his departure was best 
for the company made it no less painful. “There’s no one 
in the world who believed in the thing we were doing 
other than the three of us,” Lehman said. Still, the expe-
rience offered a lesson in the limits of Moghadam’s 
gonzo approach to attention-seeking, especially coming 
at a delicate moment, as the company finalized a new 
round of funding from a surprising source: Dan Gilbert, 
the owner of the Cleveland Cavaliers, whose son intro-
duced him to the site. “It definitely made us nervous,” 
Gilbert told me of the company’s reputation. “Some-
times guys will come up with a great idea, but they’re 
just not the guys to make it into a real company.” Two 
months after Moghadam’s departure, after Gilbert had 
been reassured of the company’s seriousness, he 
announced he had led a $40 million investment. The 
company cut “Rap” from its name and placed its valua-
tion, with winking vagueness, at “under a billion.” 
Pando Daily, a prominent tech site, summarized the 
deal: “Rap Genius’ $40 million round proves that you 
can’t kill a company by acting like a dick.”

A
mong the many tasks facing a tech
company attempting to create a new
means of digital communication is
vocabulary: the words tweet, poke, and
like had to come from somewhere.
“Annotation is a mouthful,” Zechory

told me one day of the company’s nomenclature problem.
Comment had negative connotations, and note didn’t
seem to capture the depth the founders hoped to foster.
“Tom’s mom has a Genius account called ‘TomsMom,’ and

she’s now calling annotations tates,” Zechory said. 
“We used to hate it,” Lehman said of the abbreviation. 

“But then Ilan thought of the Tate Modern and that 
made us like it. It’s like curator of the Tate in one sense, 
but what about the more important curator of the ‘tate’?”

Zechory and Lehman are more demure than their erst-
while co-founder but only by a matter of degree, and with-
out Moghadam, they have been attempting to become 
more serious entrepreneurs while maintaining the free 
spirit that earned the site much of its early attention. 
Genius’s traffic continues to grow—by the time Swift 
released her album, its treatment of every song was on the 
front page of Google’s results—but getting visitors to 
become regular annotators is still a concern.

The other challenge, similar to the one faced in Wiki-
pedia’s early days, is convincing people that the content 
it produces is useful and reliable. Lit Genius now has 
more than 100,000 texts, of which the gold standard is 
its version of “The Waste Land,” on which 93 different 
people have appended 317 annotations. Like the site’s 
first rap annotation, the poem demonstrates how, as the 
site grows, quality improves. Its opening line (“April is 
the cruellest month …”) was first annotated three years 
ago, by Moghadam, who wrote: “It’s raining all the time 
… I agree, April is wack!” Eight other people have since 
edited the entry, which is now five paragraphs long and 
no longer includes Moghadam’s exclamation at all. 

One employee brought in to explore different topic 
areas said he was excited by the possibility of chefs mark-
ing up recipes on Food Genius and doctors explaining 
drug facts on Pharma Genius. The company has reached 
out to a number of publishing houses about getting 
authors to use the site, and Junot Díaz and Lev Gross-
man have annotated excerpts from their novels, while 
Sheryl Sandberg marked up the introduction to Lean In. 

The founders’ grand vision, however, is that Genius, 
the platform, will eventually make Genius.com, the 
website, more or less redundant. “This is the future,” 
Lehman told me one day in the office, pulling up an 
article on ESPN.com. Lehman had embedded 
Genius’s annotation platform into a story announcing 
the trade of Kevin Love to the Cleveland Cavaliers. 
Several phrases in the story were highlighted, as they 
would be in a song on Genius, and clicking on them 
produced comments from the team’s owner, several 
ESPN analysts, and a prominent sports doctor. In 
various iterations, there might also be annotations 
from the community of noncelebrity Genius users or 
from a reader’s Facebook friends. 

Articles powered by the Genius system have already 
appeared on the websites of the Washington Post; Far-
rar, Straus & Giroux; and Forbes (the site provides an 
embed code, much like the kind used to post a YouTube 
video), and the company plans to direct its war chest 
toward subsidizing magazine freelance budgets in 
exchange for utilizing the Genius platform. After read-
ing one such article, on Business Insider, I told Lehman 
and Zechory that I found the experience nerve-racking: 
What would I miss if I didn’t click on every single anno-
tation? “The stress is real,” Lehman said, comparing it 
to his frustration with the footnotes in a book on con-
stitutional law. “Some you flip back and it’s this little 
treasure, and some you flip back and it’s ‘ibid. 400.’ ” He 
pointed to the hyperlink as a now-ubiquitous feature
that initially produced similar

Last year, Zechory 

 attended a Detroit Lions 

game with a friend, who 

recognized Gilbert’s 

son, Nick, a minor 

sports celebrity 

 because of his appear-

ance at the NBA Draft 

Lottery wearing a bow 

tie. Nick introduced 

Zechory to his father.
(Continued on page 108)

http://Genius.com
http://ESPN.com
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WALL STREE T BIGWIG

THE CUT
Six capsule wardrobes inspired by professionals we admire.

Uniforms That Work

Neutral  

Separates, 

Understated Bling, 

Commanding 

Leather Goods,  

and a Charity  

to Run

THE
FORMUL A

sallie krawcheck, chair of Ellevate and former president of the Global Wealth & Investment Management division of Bank of America

Michael Kors 
$4,346 at farfetch.com.

Giorgio Armani 
$1,895 at 717 Fifth Ave.; 

212-209-3500.

Chanel
$35 at nordstrom 

.com.

Chanel
$1,000 at 15 E. 57th St.; 

212-355-5050.

BlackBerry 

$449 at 

blackberry.com.

Cartier 

Price upon request at

767 Fifth Ave.; 
212-457-3202.

SHE’S WEARING: 

The Row blouse and  

Altuzarra skirt, $790 each  

at net-a-porter.com;  
Valextra clutch,  

$1,440, and  

Manolo Blahnik heels,  
$595, both at  

Barneys, 660 Madison Ave.; 
212-826-8900.

Roland Mouret
$2,470 at 

net-a-porter.com.

Jennifer Meyer 
$1,250 at Barneys.

P
A

P
E

R

D
O

L
L
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http://net-a-porter.com
http://nordstrom.com
http://nordstrom.com
http://net-a-porter.com
http://farfetch.com
http://blackberry.com
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FA SHION INSIDER

Designer Denim,

Of-the-Season

Accessories, 

Perma-Red Lips,

and a Strong 

Instagram  

Game

THE
FORMUL A

joanna hillman, style director, Harper’s Bazaar 

Louis Vuitton
$3,950 at 116 
Greene St.; 

212-274-9090.

Nars Audacious 
lipstick in Lana 

$32 at 971 Madison 
Ave.; 212-861-2945.

Acne Studios 
$1,850  

at 33 Greene St.; 
212-334-8345.

COS
$135 at cosstores.com.

Comme des Garçons
 Bought on ebay.com.

Hermès
$2,750 at 691 Madison Ave.; 

212-751-3181. 

Céline 
$350 each at Bergdorf Goodman, 

754 Fifth Ave.; 212-753-7300.

Proenza Schouler 
$2,250 at 121 Greene St.; 

212-420-7300.

Valentino 
$3,945 at 693 Fifth Ave.; 

212-355-5811.

SHE’S WEARING: 

Equipment sweater, 
$268 at 110 Wooster St.; 

646-277-6497;
Frame Denim + Inez 
and Vinoodh, $240  

at net-a-porter.com;  
Saint Laurent boots,  
$995 at 3 E. 57th St.; 

212-980-2970.

http://net-a-porter.com
http://cosstores.com
http://ebay.com
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T

STARCHITECT

Luxe Minimalism,

Precise Finishes,

Well-Loved

Messenger Bag,

and Strength

of Conviction

THE
FORMUL A

david adjaye, principal, Adjaye Associates

Jil Sander
$2,690 at Barneys.

Swatch
$70 at 1528 Broadway;

212-764-5541.

Moleskine
$13 at

moleskine.com.

Prada
$2,500 at 575 Broadway;

212-334-8888.

H&M
$18 at hm.com.

HE’S WEARING:

Boss jacket, $495 at

hugoboss.com;

Jack Spade shirt,
$168 at 400 Bleecker St.;

212-675-4085;
Calvin Klein Collection

pant, $400

at 654 Madison Ave.;
212-292-9000.

Save Khaki United
$40 at  

savekhaki.com.

Ray-Ban
$180 at ray-ban.com.

Staedtler  
$16 for ten at 

staedtler.com.

Gucci
$970 at 725 Fifth Ave.; 

212-826-2600.

http://moleskine.com
http://staedtler.com
http://savekhaki.com
http://hm.com
http://hugoboss.com
http://ray-ban.com
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Well-Priced

Basics,

One Memorable

Coat, Comfortable

Shoes, and

Patience of

a Saint

PUBLIC-SCHO OL TE ACHER

THE
FORMUL A

Superga 

$65 at 78 Crosby St.; 212-625-8290.  

melissa dipinto, first-grade teacher, P.S. 321

ASOS 
$30 at  

asos.com.

Ilia
$24 at Catbird,  

219 Bedford Ave., 
Williamsburg;
718-599-3457.

Apiece Apart
$600 at Bird, 

203 Grand St., Williamsburg; 
718-388-1655.

Gap
$70 at 

122 Fifth Ave.; 
917-408-5580.

Everlane
$365 at everlane.com.

Zara
$40 at 666 Fifth 

Ave.; 212-765-0477.

SHE’S WEARING: 

Uniqlo shirt,
$30 at 546 Broadway; 

877-486-4756;
& Other Stories skirt,  
$100 at 575 Broadway; 

646-767-3063;
Rachel Comey boots,
$403 at 95 Crosby St.; 

212-334-0455.

http://asos.com
http://everlane.com
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Fully Charged

Laptop,

Utilitarian Fabrics,

a Nice Pair of

Sneakers, and

Fluency in

Code

TECHIE

THE
FORMUL A

Common Projects
$415 at La Carçonne, 

465 Greenwich St.; 646-553-3303.

Warby Parker
$145 at 121 Greene St.; 

646-568-3720.

Nixon
$75 at nixon.com.

Burberry Brit
$1,595 at 9 E. 57th St.; 

212-407-7100.

Talula
$75 at Artizia, 600 Fifth Ave.;

212-307-3121.

Apple
$399 at 401 W. 14th St.; 

212-444-3400.

tracy nguyen, UX architect, Merkle Inc.

Apple
$899.

Bite Beauty 
$24 at Sephora, 
597 Fifth Ave.; 
212-980-6534.Marni

$2,090 at 

modaoperandi.com.

SHE’S WEARING: 

Madewell shirt, 
$72 at 111 Fifth Ave.; 

212-228-5172; 
Topshop skirt, 

$105 at 

608 Fifth Ave.; 
212-575-8240.

http://nixon.com
http://modaoperandi.com
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Perfectly

Tailored Suits,

Bare Ankles,

Pocket Squares,

and Boyish

Charm

ART-WORLD OPER ATOR

THE
FORMUL A

Bottega Veneta
$390 at 23 E. 67th St.;

212-879- 780.

Rag & Bone
$450 at 119 Mercer St.; 

212-219-2204.

Lanvin
$90 at

mrporter.com.

Paul Smith 
$150 at

mrporter.com.

A.P.C. 
$185 at  

267 W. 4th St.; 
212-755-2523.

Vintage Rolex 
$9,450 at 1stdibs.com.

Maison Martin Margiela 
$460 at 803 Greenwich St.; 

212-989-7612.

alexander gilkes, co-founder, Paddle8

Burberry London
$2,295.

HE’S WEARING: 

Dolce & Gabbana suit, 
$3,495 at 717 Fifth Ave.; 

212-897-9653; 
Charvet shirt, $525 at 

Bergdorf Goodman;  
Polo Ralph Lauren tie, 

$125 at ralphlauren.com;
Tod’s loafers,

$595 at 650 Madison Ave.; 
212-644-5945.

http://mrporter.com
http://mrporter.com
http://ralphlauren.com
http://1stdibs.com
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. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the sling- chair trend . . . . . . . . . . champagne color-blocking

. . . . . . . . hyperspecific home shops . . . . look book meets a plaid-loving father-son duo

Photograph by Dina Litovsky

so: you learned about the ins and outs of making it as a hot restaurant in town (beginning on page 30). Now 
it’s time to actually eat. Starting on page 62 is Adam Platt’s annual end-of-year attempt to distill everything that’s 
fresh and notable and generally delicious in the sprawling, spangled, jaded world of New York dining. As in past 
years, the following tips on where to find the best new vegetable-centric bistros, opulent Japanese feasts, and 
haute bar cuisine (like at the NoMad Bar, pictured) are designed to function as a narrative, and also a guide, to 
be consumed in little bites as you wander around town on your gastronomic adventures. 

STRATEGIST
here  

to Eat
2015

ADAM PLAT T ’S 

P.  62
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Edited by Jessica Silvester

trend spawning

1890
A favorite of the 

British military for 
decades, the 

Campaign chair has  
a leather seat and 
collapsible frame.  

It inspires …

1933
… Danish designer 
Kaare Klint’s Safari 

chair, also with  
a collapsible frame, 

but offering a slightly 
more polished take  

on the look. 

1964
American designer 

Jerry Johnson patents 
his bent-wood-frame 

chair—a Danish-
inspired style that’s 

found renewed 
interest thanks to  

Mad Men. 

MAY 2012
Brooklyn-based 
designer Asher 

Israelow introduces 
his Ø chair ($3,500  

at asherisraelow.com) 
at ICFF in New York: 

his take on the 
Campaign chair. 

MARCH 2013
“Future Primitives,”  
a collection of sling 
pieces by Belgian 

design duo Muller Van 
Severen, is part of the 
“Designs of the Year” 

exhibition at London’s 
Design Museum.

MAY 2013
Portland-based 

Phloem Studio debuts 
its Peninsula chair 
(from $2,800 at 

phloemstudio.com), 
inspired by the Jerry 
Johnson chairs at a 

nearby antiques shop. 

SEPTEMBER 2014
Brooklyn’s Workstead 
unveils its own version 

of the collapsible  
sling (from $2,750 at 

workstead.com), citing 
Klint’s Safari chair  
and Asher Israelow  

as influences.

micromarket

 The leather sling chair goes from British military camp to Brooklyn living room.

 Highly taste-specific 
new home stores, 
stocking everything 
from decorative door-
knobs to fur koozies. 

FOR THE 
CHALET 
Limited-edition 
Frances Palmer 
clay pitchers ($150) and  
a diamond-encrusted shark jaw 
by Sara Beltran ($4,200) at 
Whisper Editions (8 Fulton St.). 

FOR THE 
AMAGANSETT 

HOUSE Agate cheese spreaders 
with silver handles ($78) and 
gem-tone Lucite catchall bowls 
($185) at Homenature  
(7 W. 18th St.).

FOR THE PARTY PAD
Ceramic bouquet 
sculptures ($500) and 
mink drink koozies 
($35) at Object_ify 139  
(139 Essex St.). 

FOR THE 
CONVERTED 
WAREHOUSE 
Anatomically 
correct heart vases 
($400) and  

crow-skull cabinet knobs ($24)  
at Blue Atelier (40 Clinton St.). 

FOR THE 
COMMUNE Felt 
garlands ($40) and 
animal pillows with 
baby-tooth pockets 
($35) at Bhoomki Home  
(237 Fifth Ave., Park Slope).

cluster

The Boerum Hill–Fort Greene Apothecary 
District—now including the very earthy  

At Wilderness and fancy-organic Shen Beauty.
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6  
Carol’s Daughter 
Hair Milk leave-in 

moisturizer,  
açai face butter  

(139 Flatbush Ave.).

1  
Atelier Cologne 

Oolang soap, 
Orange Sanguine 

shower gel  
(357 Atlantic Ave.).

5

Madina Industrial 
Corporation  

Solid shea butter,  
pure avocado oil  

(568 Atlantic Ave.).

3

Shen Beauty 
Amanda Lacey  

eye gel, Library of 
Flowers bubble 

bath (88 S.  
Portland Ave.). 

2

At Wilderness  
Florentine rose-water 

toner, Marvis 
ginger-mint 
toothpaste  

(365 State St.). 

4  
Twisted Lily  

Ortigia prickly-pear 
soap, Brooklyn 

Perfume Company 
sandalwood fragrance 

(360 Atlantic Ave.).

 Saber Your New Year’s Bubbly

Three tips from Symon Chow of the new Clinton Hill  
kitchen shop Knife and Spork (602 Myrtle Ave.).

how to

1. Pick a sturdy blade.  
“Wüsthof ’s classic ten-inch 
kitchen knife will be heavy 
enough to sweep through the 
glass bottle’s annulus—that 
glass lip below the wire cage.”  

2. Ice the bottle. “Turn it 
upside-down for ten minutes 
in a bucket of ice; the neck 
needs to be as cold as possible.” 
3. Smoothly sweep. “Hold the 
bottle in your non-dominant 
hand, making sure the seam of 
the bottle is facing up. Position 
the blade an inch below the 
bottle, back angled toward the 
cork, and sweep the blade  
up, toward the annulus, in one 
fluid motion. Ideally, you’ll 
hear a gentle pop.”
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Colorful Champagne Flutes

Cheerier than clear.

2x2

REASONABLE SPLURGY

Sagaform set,  
$23 for two at  

burkedecor.com. 

LSA Polka pastel set, 
$50 for four at  
us.amara.com.

Roost set,  
$132 for six at  

shopnectar.com. 

Nason Moretti Guepiere 
flute, $128 each at Barneys, 

660 Madison Ave.  

What’s the inspiration 
behind those celebrity 
mustache T-shirts? The  
idea is not to take yourself
too seriously, even if  
you’re a celebrity.  
At first our tees 
featured musicians’ 
daughters making 
finger mustaches—
Lizzy Jagger, Zoë 
Kravitz. Then we were 
able to get Iggy Pop and then 
Lenny Kravitz and then Kate 
Moss and Wiz Khalifa. Terry 

Richardson did the shoot.
How do you balance Terry 
Richardson collaborations 
with a children’s line? 

Children’s has been  
one of our biggest 
surprises. We’re 
provocative as  
a brand, but of course 

we’re not going to put 
a middle finger on  

a kids’ shirt. The mustache 
tees do well for the kids,  
and we have some little 
leather jackets, too. 

ask a shop clerk

 Dan Cohen, co-founder of French fashion 
brand Eleven Paris, who just opened his first 
Stateside outpost at 6 Prince Street, on selling 
outré tees alongside kids’ clothes. 

http://asherisraelow.com
http://phloemstudio.com
http://workstead.com
http://us.amara.com
http://shopnectar.com
http://burkedecor.com
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the look book

JOSIAH ESOWE,

Photographer, and

GAIDEN TANAKA-ESOWE,

Kindergartner

What are you guys up to
today? josiah: I’m taking
Gaiden to a photo shoot for
the Mini Boden catalogue.
He’s been modeling since
he was 4. gaiden: I like
when they dress me up, but
it hurts to smile because
my tooth is hurting more
and more—my wiggly one
that’s about to fall out.

Do you guys often
coordinate your plaids?
josiah: No, we don’t—
though we both wear a lot
of colors. My jacket and
pants were custom-made.
My friends call my style
“neo-vintage bespoke.”

What are you all doing for
the holidays? josiah:
We’re going to Thailand—
I’m shooting a documentary
about “ladyboys.” gaiden:
In Thailand, I’m going to go
swimming, then I will brush
my teeth, go to sleep, and
then wake up, eat breakfast,
and go to the beach again.
I want to be a dinosaur
when I grow up! josiah:
That’s a bit worrisome. I’ll
have to keep my eye on that.
interview by
alexis swerdloff

lightning round

Neighborhood:
Washington Heights.

From: josiah:

“Nigeria. I immigrated
here with my parents

when I was 12; we
settled in the Bronx.”

Last good movie
you saw? gaiden:

“How to Train Your
Dragon 2. I love

Toothless!” josiah:

“Interstellar and
The Homesman—they

were both fantastic.”
Favorite food: gaiden:

“Rice and beans, and
quesadillas and pizza.

With pepperoni.”
josiah: “Egusi soup
with ebà.” Best part

of living in New York:
gaiden: “The park.”
Least favorite part:

josiah: “The tourists.”

Photograph by Bobby Doherty
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The burger at the 

NoMad Bar.



I
n restaurants, as in life, the more things
change, the more they stay the same. Or so
it occurred to your humble critic the other
evening, as I tucked a linen napkin into my
frayed collar and peered woozily at yet

another mortarboard-thick menu inscribed in
flowery script with formerly passé but now
suddenly fashionable delicacies like pan-

roasted foie gras, duck à l’orange, and “toro 
with caviar on housemade brioche.” Sure, the 
culinary landscape is still scattered with buzzy 
noodle bars and tiny  Greenmarket- centric 
tasting rooms, but as the fortunes of the one 
percent continue to boom, the exotic old deli-
cacies that were out of style during 
the spare, recessionary years are back 

W HERE TO

E AT
The tastiest food in town.

Right this minute.

A D A M P L A T T ’ S

2 0 1 5
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where to eat 2015

1.

return to

Opulence

in vogue. As we flip the calendar on a new dining year, 
Brooklyn is inexplicably out as the city’s premier din-
ing destination, veggies are in, and, in the perpetually 
trendy realm of comfort-food cooking, chefs are 
focusing their creative energies on familiar ye-olde- 
breakfast dishes like pickled herring, potato latkes, 
and even wonton soup. Several superstar chefs who 
made their reputations in the dim dark ages of the last 
millennium are making stirring, improbable come-
backs, and a handful of the city’s new Asian- influenced 
restaurants are producing the kind of elaborate fusion 
recipes that used to be popular back in 1992.

We’ve dutifully catalogued all of these strange and 
unexpected events in this, New York Magazine’s 
annual roundup of everything that’s interesting, 
new, and delicious to eat in the upper realms of this 
food-obsessed capital of the USA. In the following 
pages, you will find the usual avalanche of personal, 
highly subjective tips and judgments gathered over 
many meals in countless chophouses, cocktail joints, 
and obscure ramen bars. Where can you procure the 
finest pork sandwich in Williamsburg? We have that 
intelligence for you, along with the best new lunch-
time burger in the Flatiron District, where to stop in 
for a quick whiskey-pecan babka while wandering 
the streets of Tribeca, and the subterranean spot to 
take your friends for a slap-up midnight feast of New 
Age Peking duck. As usual, we’ve listed a few big-
city-dining trends that were exciting once but now 
drive us to distraction. Are you weary of accom-
plished chefs prattling on about their last foraging 
trip to Scandinavia? So are we. And, as is also cus-
tomary for critics this time of year, we’ve compiled 
our annual lists of everything we love about eating 
in New York City, including ones featuring the up-
and-coming young chefs whose cooking we admire 
and the new restaurants where we’d be happy to 
return for a second (or even third) meal, provided we 
could gather the necessary funds.

The gospel of comfort food is still 
being preached far and wide 
throughout this great dining city, 
but as the economy slowly 
recovers from the recession and 
people rediscover the joys of a 
proper slab of prime rib au jus 
and a good soufflé, sprouts of old-
world richesse are beginning to 
pop up here and there around  
the city’s parched, burger-
saturated culinary landscape.  
If you don’t believe me, I suggest 
you make your way down to the 
Bowery, where dignified fressers 
of a certain age are tucking in  

Illustrations by Zoë More O’Ferrall
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to all sorts of nostalgic, old-
fashioned delicacies at Keith 
McNally’s newly retooled bistro, 
Cherche Midi. The boxy, brick-
walled space on the corner of 
Houston and Bowery once housed 
the great restaurateur’s failed 
experiment in pizza-making,  
but now the kitchen turns out 
lavish throwback delicacies like 
seared foie gras; flash-fried, 
pleasingly garlicky frogs’ legs;  
and a stout filet mignon version  
of steak au poivre. There’s  
a Gruyère-smothered prime-rib 
burger on the menu, of course, 

but if you’re in a beef-eating 
mood, the dish to get is the 
marbled, bone-in rib chop, which 
is dry-aged to a gentle gaminess 
and served in classic style with  
a stack of balloon-light pommes 
soufflés on the side.

Not so long ago, Long Island 
City was a place for hardened big-
city gastronauts to stop off for  
a bit of culture, or maybe a cup of 
coffee, before proceeding to the 
bountiful noodle-and-dumpling 
shops out in Flushing. But with 
the arrival of Sarah Obraitis and 
Hugue Dufour’s M. Wells 

Steakhouse in an old garage 
space on Crescent Street, you can 
now gorge on sweetbreads 
blanquette under the shadow of 
the Citigroup tower, along with 
other strangely decadent nose-to-
tail specialties like pig’s head 
roasted with mushrooms, and the 
deliciously over-the-top “Solomon 
Gundy,” which the kitchen 
constructs with a lumberjack-size 
stack of fresh-made waffles, 
several generous spoonfuls of 
crème fraîche, and  
a gentle sprinkling of trout roe.

The last time I checked, there 

wasn’t any trout roe on the menu 
of Walker Stern and Joseph 
Ogrodnek’s sparely designed new 
Court Street restaurant, Dover. 
The ambitious kitchen offers  
a first-rate caviar pie (it’s dappled, 
in grand Continental style,  
with crushed eggs and comes  
with warm, silver-dollar-size 
buckwheat blinis), and the superb 
chicken for two (served, during 
the winter months, with truffle 
stuffing and a densely creamy 
gratin made with layers of root 
vegetables) is as accomplished as 
any of the elaborately hyped 

Cherche Midi
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2.

the bar-food

Revolution

Not so long ago, the gin joints
along the Bowery and the
surrounding streets on the Lower
East Side were places where
unreconstructed boozehounds
went to furtively drink themselves
silly, then quietly pass out on the
sidewalk. These days, however,
you’re more likely to find dedicated
gastronomes eating themselves
into a merry stupor at the legions
of deceptively sophisticated
gastropubs that have sprung up
around the neighborhood over the
past couple of years.

where to eat 2015

chicken dishes being served 
across the river in the stately old 
hotels of Manhattan.

If you feel like dropping a giant 
wad of cash on a high-end 
Japanese feast after a hard day 
trawling the galleries and 
boutiques along Madison Avenue, 
then join the mobs of art-world 
sharpies elbowing their way into 
Masa Takayama’s elegantly 
appointed new outpost, Kappo 
Masa, which opened not long ago 
below the Gagosian gallery on 
Madison and 76th. The omakase 
dinner at Sushi Nakazawa, in the 
West Village, is still my favorite 
new venue in town for  
a blowout expense-account sushi 
dinner, although many of the 
trend-conscious downtown sushi 
addicts I know are lining up for  
a taste of the exotic, toro-and-
caviar-heavy omakase at Shuko, 
which the talented former Neta 
chefs Nick Kim and Jimmy Lau 
opened a month or so back in a 
discreet little 20-seat space  
just below Union Square. When  
I dropped in not long ago, there 
were forbidden Tokyo delicacies 
like fried fugu sperm on the 

menu, along with bounty from  
the Greenmarket up the street 
(carrots and turnips, a white-
miso-accented slice of apple for 
dessert), which Kim and his 
partner transform into a kaiseki-
style feast for the boom-era price 
of $175 per person. 

You could end up paying much 
more than that if you call, like I 
did, for the 52-day-aged priced-
by-weight côte de boeuf at Rich 
Torrisi and Mario Carbone’s 
festive new establishment, Dirty 
French, which opened a couple  
of months ago across from Katz’s 
Delicatessen on the Lower East 
Side. On the evening I ordered it, 
the price of this thick slab of 
Niman Ranch beef came to $234, 
so save your money for inventive 
fusion recipes like tubes of  
gently warmed foie gras wrapped 
in brik pastry; thin strips of  
lamb carpaccio drizzled in 
Moroccan spices; and the inspired 
house version of tarte Tatin, 
which the pastry chef, Heather 
Bertinetti, bakes with pineapple 
instead of apples and tops  
with a melting, boozy scoop of 
rum-raisin ice cream.

To the expanding list of 
destination bar-restaurants like 
Wylie Dufresne’s New Age 
gastropub, Alder, and Richard 
Kuo’s excellent Bowery wine bar, 
Pearl & Ash, let’s add the new 
Basque-inspired establishment 
Huertas, which opened last 
spring in a beamy space on lower 
First Avenue. Chef-owner Jonah 
Miller was one of the original 
cooks at Danny Meyer’s fine 
Italian restaurant, Maialino, but 
his theme here is the intricate 
small-plates cooking of northern 
Spain. The $55 five-course  
“El Comedor” tasting menu served 
in the small back dining room  
is one of the better gourmet deals 
in the neighborhood, but 
whenever I visit, I like to plant 
myself at the long, sturdily built 
wood bar and graze on the 
revolving menu of small plates 
and “pintxos” dishes, like roasted 
duck hearts with scallions; 
mussel-like goose-neck percebes 
spritzed with wedges of lemon; 
and the superb specialty, “huertas 
rotos,” made of potato, poached 
egg, and chorizo, which goes 
surprisingly well with the lightly 
intoxicating “Vermut Spritz,” 
which the local barkeeps mix with 
cava, citrus bitters, and a generous 
shot of housemade vermouth.

You’ll find a similarly inventive 
selection of Iberian bar snacks  
at Seamus Mullen’s excellent new 
tapas bar, El Colmado, which 
opened last year among the 
jumble of high-end ramen and 
barista bars at the Gotham West 
Market in Hell’s Kitchen. On my 
last visit, the assembled tapeadors 
were dining on expertly fashioned 
smoked-eel croquettes and 
delicate tea sandwiches stuffed 
with curls of serrano ham and 
little deposits of crispy squid.  
Pay special attention to the well-
chosen roster of reasonably priced 
Spanish wines (14 by the glass), 
the seven warming varieties  
of sherry, and the signature house 
sangria, which the bartenders  
mix according to a closely 
guarded secret recipe. 

There’s a predictably impressive 
200-bottle list at the posh new 
Aldo Sohm Wine Bar, which  
the Le Bernardin chef, Eric Ripert, 
and his longtime sommelier, Aldo 
Sohm, opened last fall a stone’s 
throw away from their famous 
mother ship. You can pay a cool 
$2,650 for a bottle of ’01 Romanée-
Saint-Vivant red Burgundy to  
go with a plate of the $8 short-rib 
skewers or the architecturally 
impressive “Tower,” which is 
stocked with elegantly arranged 

Markus 
Glocker

This talented 
refugee from 

the crumbling 
Gordon 

Ramsay empire
has found a 

kitchen to call 
his own at 

Bâtard and  
a worthy 

patron in Drew
Nieporent.

Elise  
Kornack

At her tiny 
Carroll 

Gardens atelier
Take Root, 

Kornack 
produces the 

kind of 
polished, 

passionate 
“vegetable 
forward” 

cooking that 
even the most 

jaded carnivore 
can love.

Ivan  
Orkin

After diligently 
perfecting the 

high art of 
ramen, this 

itinerant New 
York chef has 

returned home 
in a blaze of 
glory with  

Ivan Ramen.

Emma 
Bengtsson

Like other 
lapsed pastry 
chefs who’ve 

found fame on
the savory side
of the kitchen, 

Aquavit’s 
latest star cook

has a talent  
for plating, 
precision,  

and thinking 
outside the 
proverbial 

gourmet box.

Enrique 
Olvera 

New York is 
treacherous turf 
for out-of-town 

superstars,  
but this world-

renowned  
chef from 

Mexico City did 
his homework 

before 
attempting to 

conquer 
Manhattan, and 
the corn tortillas 
alone are worth 
a special trip to 

Cosme.

Best New Chefs
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The triple-pork, 

triple-garlic 

mazemen at 

Ivan Ramen.
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wheels of salami instead of the 
usual random shellfish from the 
raw bar. If you’re wise, you’ll  
spend your time exploring the 
impressive wines-by-the-glass list 
(there are 35 choices) and be sure 
to save some cash for the whole 
baked cauliflower (scattered with  
a strangely addictive substance 
called “roast chicken salt”)  
or the truffled fettuccine, which 
Ripert and his chefs bind in  
a creamy blend of butter and 
melted yak cheese.

I miss the wacky, unpredictable 
qualities of the old Japanese-
centric menu at Gabriel Stulman’s 
tiny West Village watering hole 
Bar Sardine, but there’s a certain 
streamlined charm to the newly 
remodeled room (thanks to folding
French windows, you can now  
sip your Manhattan in temperate 
weather while feeling like you’re 
standing on the sidewalk) and  
to the new, more standard roster  
of bar foods like the Fedora burger 
(dressed with pickled cucumbers 
and smoked Wisconsin Cheddar) 
and an elegant version of  
arctic-char tartare, which was 
dusted, not unpleasantly, with 
crushed Everything pretzels  
and set over a hidden deposit of 
popping flying-fish roe. 

Trout roe with rye crackers is 
just one of the sneakily 
sophisticated new bar dishes on 
chef Gabriel Martinez’s menu  
at the dependably excellent  
Long Island Bar in Cobble Hill, 
and if you’re looking for a snack  
of frizzled artichokes, or a first-rate
short-rib tagine to go with your 
evening martini, you’ll find it at 
Bar Bolonat, which the talented 
Israeli chef Einat Admony opened 
early last spring not far from Taïm,
her falafel joint in the West Village.

But this year’s blue ribbon for 
highest achievement in the 
category of bar dining (and in the 
increasingly overheated, 
overworked category of mixology 
itself) goes to The NoMad Bar, 
which Daniel Humm and his 
crack staff of comfort-food savants
opened last summer in a dimly lit, 
double-height space on 28th 
Street behind the NoMad Hotel. 
The gloomy room isn’t much to 
look at, it’s true, and on crowded 
evenings it tends to fill up, like  
an exotic shark tank, with all sorts 
of strange creatures from the  
city’s high-roller demimonde. But 
call for one of the five inventively 
lethal house daiquiris, or the 
impressively faithful version of 
that old Yankee favorite 
Philadelphia Fish House punch, 
and chances are, in a minute  

work better than others, but
whatever you do, save room for
the Berkshire-pork-belly “Pig Out”
for two, which Chen and his
cooks flatten like some porky
version of pressed duck, cut into
little bonbon-size squares, and
meticulously arrange on a slab of
black slate with a little squirt bottle
of spicy chile sauce on the side.

Every year, all sorts of new
ramen options pop up around this
noodle-mad town, but the one my
ramen-crazed daughter, Penelope,
can’t stop talking about is Ivan
Ramen, which the madcap noodle

or two, you won’t notice. Instead 
of mustard and the usual dank 
pickle, the $14 hot dog at this 
posh drinking establishment  
is wrapped in bacon and topped 
with truffled aïoli. The vaunted 
$36 chicken potpie is tricked  
up in a similarly aggressive 
gourmet way, but the bar snack  
I can’t get out of my head is the 
perfectly sized house burger, 
which is made with dry-aged 
prime beef, topped with a melting 
wad of Cheddar, and leavened,  
for an extra trencherman’s  
kick, with sinful amounts of bone 
marrow and melted suet. 

3.

the 

postmillennial 

Asian-Fusion 
Boom 

If the term “Asian fusion” is 
uttered at all these days, it’s usually 
by dismissive food snobs 
describing comically doomed 
experiments conducted in the 
kitchens of forgotten, overpriced 
tourist hotels. But as the influence 
of seminal cooks like Jean-
Georges Vongerichten and that 
Nobu of these pork-loving times, 
David Chang, continues to spread 
throughout the land, I would 
respectfully argue that the dark art 
of fusion cooking has never been 
more vibrant or widespread.  
If you don’t believe me, I suggest 
you try to find a seat at the popular 
little East Village restaurant 
Tuome, where the former Eleven 
Madison Park chef Thomas Chen 
serves up his own special version  
of New American cuisine, shot 
through with what he calls “Asian 
influences.” In Chen’s case, this 
means octopus tentacles doused 
with brown butter and XO sauce, 
little log-shaped spring rolls 
stuffed with braised oxtail, and 
crispy-fried “deviled eggs” that he 
and his cooks delicately 
deconstruct (the egg white is the 
crispy-fried part, the deviled yolk 
is on top) and dab with chile oil. 
Invariably, some of these recipes 

master Ivan Orkin opened several 
months ago in a colorful double-
storefront space down on Clinton 
Street. Orkin spent nearly  
a decade in Tokyo perfecting his 
own signature fusion creations, 
like the famous “four cheese” 
mazemen, which is made with  
a variety of umami-rich Italian 
cheeses and tastes like some 
strange, fiendishly addictive 
Japanese version of spaghetti 
carbonara. You’ll find it and other 
ramen creations on the menu  
at this boisterous, satisfying 
establishment, but be sure to 
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The pork chop at Upland.

sample Orkin’s other inspired, 
non-ramen dishes, like cooling 
piles of shaved daikon radish 
topped with a chunky, housemade 
XO sauce, the justly hyped 
okonomiyaki waffle made with 
Pennsylvania-style scrapple, and 
an excellent lemony version of 
Cajun dirty rice folded with rich 
little nuggets of monkfish liver 
instead of the usual chicken liver. 
The Platt family’s favorite new 
venue for classic soup dumplings 
in the neighborhood is The Bao, 
on St. Marks Place, but whenever 
we feel like indulging in a slap-up 

dumpling feast, we bundle into 
the car and drive out to Dumpling 
Galaxy on Main Street in 
Flushing, where it’s possible to 
procure 100 varieties of 
dumplings stuffed with 
unexpected fillings like mashed 
carrots (“These are just okay, 
Dad”), preserved eggs and pine 
nuts (“Yuck, Dad”), and ground 
lamb mingled with shreds of green 
squash or cilantro (“Delicious!”). 
If you’re in the market for an 
elaborate, New Age version of 
Peking duck, you’ll find it at Joe 
Ng and Ed Schoenfeld’s small, 

tastefully appointed basement 
restaurant Decoy, where you can 
complement a fat, traditionally 
crisped Long Island duckling with 
shots of duck consommé and a 
variety of bar snacks, including 
stacks of house chips made with 
frizzled fish skin instead of 
potatoes and served for the benefit 
of local night owls until 1:45 a.m. 

There’s no Peking duck on  
the menu at Wilson Tang’s 
sophisticated little Orchard Street 
establishment, Fung Tu, although 
the former Per Se cook Jonathan 
Wu conducts ingenious fusion 

experiments with a variety of 
other ancient Chinatown classics, 
like elegantly rendered helpings  
of fried rice (mixed with short  
ribs and rhubarb when I visited), 
perfectly steamed bao buns 
(stuffed with butternut squash 
and shiitake mushrooms), and the 
lowly egg roll, which is flavored 
with two kinds of Mediterranean 
olives, among other non-Chinese 
ingredients, and fat strips of pork 
belly cooked to soft tenderness in  
a state-of-the-art combi oven, and 
comes with a small bowl of citrus-
tinged mayonnaise for dipping.
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4.

makeovers  

and Second 
Acts

Every new dining season brings 
openings and theatrical debuts, and 
like actors on the Broadway stage, 
chefs are constantly shuffling from 
one production to the next and 
reinventing themselves in all sorts  
of strange and unpredictable ways. 

This season’s Comeback of the Year 
Award goes to Manhattan’s own 
Bobby Flay, who after the 
unceremonious shuttering of his 
longtime flagship restaurant, Mesa 
Grill, and various star-crossed forays 
into distant frontier destinations  
like Atlantic City and Vegas, returns 
to town in a blaze of glory with  
a boisterous, crowd-pleasing 
production called Gato. In tone and 
style, the barn-size Lafayette Street 
establishment feels a little like a 
mash-up of the casual Mesa Grill 
and Flay’s more high-minded (and 
also long-gone) Spanish-themed 
restaurant, Bolo. But like any 
practiced dramatic impresario, Flay 
has always been a master at 
adapting to the fickle fashions of  
the day, which means the menu here 
is larded with a blizzard of user-
friendly finger-food options to go 
with the Bolo-like big-ticket entrées 
such as crisped tarragon chicken,  

an excellent duck confit (scattered in 
high Mediterranean style with 
pomegranate), and slices of charred 
prime sirloin dressed with 
crumblings of blue Valdeón cheese. 
Pay special attention to the bountiful 
tapas selection on the bar menu  
(the chorizo crépinette, the 
artichoke heart topped with uni and 
a single quail egg), and the flatbread 
pizzas (with lamb sausage), and  
be sure to book your table soon, 
before the peripatetic, easily 
distracted chef leaves his kitchen 
again to open another one of  
his signature burger or steakhouse 
joints in some far-flung culinary 
outpost like Tokyo or L.A.

With the former Corton chef  
Paul Liebrandt now toiling in 
relative obscurity out in Brooklyn, 
Drew Nieporent has painted the 
white walls of his former multi-star 
Tribeca restaurant dark gold, 
removed the table linens and the 

space-age light fixtures, and 
rechristened the venerable and 
endlessly made-over space  
Bâtard, in honor of his beloved 
Burgundy. If you have the resources, 
the numerous trophy-quality 
Burgundies from the Nobu mogul’s 
famous cellar are stupendous, as 
always, but the real discovery is the 
polished, accessible cooking of the 
Austrian chef Markus Glocker,  
who has a knack for taking stodgy 
old-world recipes (tête de cochon, 
strudel) and reimagining them in all 
sorts of elevated, delicious ways. 

The arrival, in the middle of  
last year, of the talented 33-year-old 
former pastry chef Emma 
Bengtsson has given a similar shot 
of energy (not to mention a second 
Michelin star) to the tired old menu 
at the august midtown Scandinavian 
restaurant Aquavit (order the  
milk-soaked sweetbreads, the cod, 
and the uncannily realistic “bird’s 

Bâtard: Markus 
Glocker’s elevated 

brand of Continental 
cooking is accessible 
without being stuffy, 
and at four courses  
for $75, there’s no 
better gourmet deal in 
town. If you have  
the funds, the wines 
from the famous 
Nieporent cellars are 
as impressive as ever.

Shuko: Thanks to 
a new big-money 

owner-slash-patron, 
the talented former 
Masa acolytes Jimmy 
Lau and Nick Kim 
now have a fancy new 
Union Square tasting 
room at their disposal 
and access to all sorts 
of top-line esoteric 
ingredients. The result 
is the best omakase 
menu of the New Year.

Take Root: This 
minuscule pop-

up-style establishment 
in Carroll Gardens 

isn’t technically new 
(it’s actually two years 
old), but no chef has 
had a bigger year than 
Elise Kornack, and it 
pains this Manhattan-
centric critic to  
admit that the current  
three-month-long 
wait for one of the tiny 
tables is worth it.

Ivan Ramen:  
Yes, Ivan Orkin’s 

time-tested ramen 
combinations are 
masterful, but it’s the 
non-ramen fusion 
creations that elevate 
this satisfying, 
infectiously pleasurable 
operation from a 
humble noodle joint 
into the elite, multi-star 
stratosphere. 

Cosme:  
The reviews 

haven’t come in yet, 
and already the globe-
trotting Mexican  
chef Enrique Olvera  
is being accused by 

persnickety New 
Yorkers of spending 
too much time out of 
town. But you’ll be 
hard-pressed to find a 
purer expression of 
the corn taco (or the 
blue-corn tostada) 
anywhere in this taco-
mad city.

Marta: Danny 
Meyer and Nick 

Anderer put the 
Roman-style pie on 
the crowded New 
York pizza map. Add 
the lamb chops, the 
trout saltimbocca, and 
the blizzard of other 
wood-fired delicacies, 
and there’s no new 
restaurant that I’d 
rather have in my own 
neighborhood.

Dover: If Walker 
Stern and  

Joseph Ogrodnek’s 
refined, throwback 
establishment 
happened to be 
located in a trendy 

section of Manhattan, 
instead of among the 
bars and pizza shacks 
of Court Street,  
it would be mobbed 
night after night.

Little Park: 
Andrew 

Carmellini’s swank 
little seasonal 
restaurant in Tribeca 
hasn’t been open for 
long, but already 
people are saying it’s 
his most inspired 
work since the Daniel 
days. They just might 
be right.

Narcissa:  
Thanks to the two 

different, well-designed 
dining rooms, and to 
John Fraser’s polished 
but accessible cooking, 
this is that rare hotel 
restaurant that 
manages to feel both 
casual and elegant.

Gato: As often 
happens with a 

Bobby Flay operation, 
this canny, well-
conceived restaurant 
turned into a scene so 
quickly that it’s easy 
to overlook his 
satisfying, innovative 
Mediterranean-
accented cooking.

Cherche Midi: 
After dabbling, 

disastrously, in the 
realm of rustico 
pastas and wood-fired 
pizza pies, Keith 
McNally wisely 
returns to the kind of 
posh, crowd-pleasing 
beef-eater bistro 
cuisine he knows best.

Dirty French: 
Some of the 

dishes work better 
than others, but the 
room is festive, in that 
shouting Torrisi-boys 
way, the concept is 
inventive, and the best 
of the “dirty” French 
creations are worth  
a special trip.

The 12 Best New Restaurants
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nest” dessert), and if you’ve been 
pining for another taste of Floyd 
Cardoz’s signature brand of boom-
era South Asian–accented fusion 
cooking, you’ll find it at Dan Abrams
and David Zinczenko’s posh new 
Tribeca scene restaurant, White 
Street, where, on my last visit,  
it was a pleasure to dine on what is 
arguably the finest braised short  
rib being served now in all of New 
York City while watching the 
timeless spectacle of Charlie Rose 
himself, moving from one table  
to the next, greeting his admirers in 
the dim restaurant gloom. 

Whenever my mother inquires 
hopefully about the latest hot spot  
in her perpetually restaurant-
challenged Upper East Side 
neighborhood, I tell her to join the 
boulevardiers and old-line 
gastronomes who are making  
a beeline for the cozy dining room  
at The Simone on East 82nd Street,
where the former downtown 
refugees Tina Vaughn and her chef-
husband, Chip Smith, have finally 
found an audience for the kind  
of intimate, elegantly mannered 
Continental-style cooking (try the 
pan-seared duck breast and thigh, 

A trio of desserts at the Simone.

the rabbit and foie gras terrine, and 
a slice of the opulent espresso-cream
dacquoise cake) that has been out  
of fashion up until now in the trendy
dining precincts below 42nd Street. 
Meanwhile, down in those trendy 
precincts, the legions of portly, 
bewhiskered David Chang disciples 
I know are desperately trying to 
hack the arcane Momofuku-empire 
reservation system in an attempt to 
get one seat at the newly rebooted, 
much larger version of Momofuku 
Ko on Extra Place by the Bowery, 
which, according to my spies, now 
boasts two big round tables that 
might be used for future feasts and a
horseshoe-shaped tasting bar. 

There’s no tougher online 
reservation in town these days than 
Cosme, in the Flatiron District, 
where the much-heralded chef from
Mexico City Enrique Olvera is 
making his grand New York debut. 
With its spare wood tabletops and 
rows of wine bottles and designer 
cookbooks lining the walls, the dark,
tall-ceilinged dining room looks a 
little too much like it’s been designed
with generic local trends in mind. 
But there’s nothing generic about 
the chef’s satisfying, deceptively 

sophisticated cooking, which when  
I was there included little pyramids 
of fat, salty quesadillas nestled in 
wax paper, crinkly purple-corn 
tostadas piled with salmon tartare 
and wedges of fresh guacamole, and 
bountiful helpings of braised  
duck and soft, rosy chunks of lobster, 
served with stacks of steamy, 
featherlight tortillas that Olvera’s 
cooks roll with a special strain  
of finely ground “single origin” corn 
and stamp by hand in the basement. 

5.

gourmet 

Brunch

The finest culinary minds in the city 
have attempted to raise the burger, 
fried chicken, corn dogs, and even 
the lowly tater tot to the level of 

gourmet cuisine. So it was only  
a matter of time before New York’s 
elite chefs turned their considerable 
energies to that most tired of all  
big-city-dining rituals: the weekend 
brunch. Take the trio of dainty ham-
and-cheese “éclairs,” served three  
to a plate, on the new Sunday menu 
at Wylie Dufresne’s high-minded 
East Village gastropub, Alder.  
These ethereal little creations taste 
like gougères and are decked with 
brittle, candylike ribbons of ham. 
You can complement them with a 
whole variety of other cutting-edge 
Sunday specials (the dreaded 
B-word appears nowhere on the 
menu), like small helpings of 
headcheese arranged with rolls  
of the eggy Japanese tamago; bacon 
tarts capped with crisped, buttery 
wheels of pommes Anna; and  
an inspired new creation called “frog 
leg wontons,” which Dufresne and 
his henchmen construct with little 
ravioli-size dumplings stuffed with 
frogs’ legs, spoonfuls of steamy 
ginger-and-carrot soup, and a 
decorative topping of brightly 
colored nasturtium petals, which 
float on top of the broth like lily pads 
in a Japanese scroll painting.
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The most gratifying portion of 
the menu at David Waltuck’s new 
Flatiron restaurant, Élan, is the  
one served on weekend afternoons, 
when the generically appointed 
room brightens up a little and it’s  
a pleasure to graze on traditionalist 
brunchtime specialties like fluffy 
pancakes softened with ricotta,  
a properly rib-sticking “chef’s 
breakfast” (two eggs over easy plus 
Nueske’s bacon plus “smashed” 
potatoes), and a giant fried duck 
egg, which the kitchen pours with 
an opulent, duck-fat-laced béarnaise
sauce and serves atop massive 
wheels of hash browns. For an even 
more elaborate throwback breakfast
feast, however, the choice is the new 
Russ & Daughters Café, which  
the proprietors of the downtown 
smoked-fish emporium opened not 
long ago in a remodeled storefront 
space on Orchard Street. The 
marble-and-tile-trimmed room  
can feel a little antiseptic on dark 
winter evenings, so go for a stout 
weekend breakfast, when sunshine 
floods through the windows and the
booths fill up with groups of 
nostalgic uptowners sipping $7 egg 
creams and grazing on antically 
named butcher boards (“Mensch,” 
“Shtetl,” “Yum Kippered”) piled  
with sturgeon, smoked sable, and 
different iterations of the famous 
Russ & Daughters smoked salmon. 
There’s a slightly more studied 
quality to some of these old Lower 
East Side favorites, but you can’t go 
wrong with the crunchy-edged 
latkes smothered in sour cream and 
applesauce, or the seven varieties  
of eggs folded with lox or sturgeon 
(or, if you’re feeling flush, caviar), or 
the excellent $20 herring plate, 
which on the morning I devoured it 
included five kinds of herring, three 
different sauces, and generous slices 
of freshly baked pumpernickel.

My favorite venue for an 
inspired, southern-style midday 
feast is Sarah Simmons’s 
exceptional new fried-chicken-
centric restaurant, Birds & 
Bubbles, which opened not long 
ago on the northern fringes of 
Chinatown. And whenever the 
Platt family wants a satisfying 
Mediterranean-themed weekend-
brunch experience in our own 
neighborhood, we crowd into 
Carlos Suarez’s tastefully 
appointed new Greenwich Village 
dining establishment, Claudette, 
and order a crock of the spicy 
harissa-baked eggs, followed by 
the sticky-sweet, North African–
style “Honey Pot,” made with  
layers of honey-soaked phyllo, 
scatterings of raisins and sliced 
almonds, and a dash of rose water. 

My fashionable Francophile 
breakfast-loving friends can’t stop 
nattering about the assorted 
pastries (the almond croissant, the 
pain au chocolat) and egg dishes 
(the soft scramble au pistou with 
toasted and buttered brioche)  
that are now available every 
morning at Andrew Carmellini’s 
downtown bistro Lafayette, and 
if you find yourself stranded in the 
vicinity of North 5th Street in 
Williamsburg on a blustery wintry 
afternoon, I recommend you duck 
into Patti Jackson’s snug little 
Michelin-starred spot Delaware 
and Hudson for a platter of eggs 
decked with crisped triangles of 
scrapple, which the Pennsylvanian 
chef makes in accordance with 
old-fashioned Amish-country 
methods, with pig hearts and livers 
and generous amounts of salt and 
pepper. For the ultimate in 
brunchtime dining, however, you 
won’t find anything more 
satisfying than the weekend 
breakfast spread that the city’s 
current chef of the moment, 
Ignacio Mattos, lays on every 
Saturday and Sunday morning and 
afternoon at the rabidly popular 
Nolita bar-restaurant Estela.  
The long barroom is generally 
warmer and less hectic on a bright 
afternoon than during the 
crowded evening hours, when 
Mattos fans like the Obamas  
have been known to drop in, and 
the menu includes all sorts of 
specialties you won’t find at 
dinner, like thick slabs of warm 
country bread spread with orange 
marmalade and lardo, and squares 
of the delicious egg-topped “blood 
cake” sausage, which was so 
decoratively arranged that I did 
what the other assembled 
gastronauts at the bar were doing: 
I took out my trusty iPhone and 
tweeted a picture of it. 

6.

eat and  

Run 

This perpetually harried, 24-hour 
town has always been one of  
the world’s great meccas of fast 
food, in the old-fashioned, 

unreconstructed sense of the term, 
so it’s not surprising that this has 
been another banner year for 
those of us who enjoy inhaling  
our lunch (or breakfast or dinner) 
on the run. Like lots of blog-
reading food slaves around town, 
my new favorite destination for  
a quick bagel fix is Black Seed 
Bagels on Elizabeth Street, where 
it’s a pleasure, on a brisk winter 
afternoon, to stand in line with 
the mobs of other bespoke-bagel 
freaks and watch the dedicated, 
somewhat self-serious band of 
bakers knead the dough into thin 

circles with infinite care, fire them 
in the bellowing ovens with  
long wooden paddles, then dust 
the finished product on a shiny 
marble tabletop in clouds of baked 
garlic, poppy seed, sesame, or sea 
salt. My favorite of the myriad 
inventive sandwich options is  
the “No. 2” (it’s constructed with 
cream cheese, slivers of radish, 
and unorthodox slices of weirdly 
purple smoked salmon dyed with 
beet juice), and if you get just one 
freshly baked bagel, make it the  
one stippled with little rocks of sea 
salt only, which always tastes to 
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me, when I grab it from the warm 
bag out on the sidewalk and take 
that first bite, like some idealized, 
Proustian version of the original 
freshly baked New York pretzel. A 
transplanted Parisian I know has 
a similar reaction when he bites 
into the hot-crusted, soft-centered 
baguettes that Thomas Keller’s 
former master baker, Roger Gural, 
sells over the counter at Arcade 
Bakery, which for reasons known 
only to Gural himself is located in 
the lobby of an obscure prewar 
office building on an anonymous 
downtown stretch of Church 

Street. Gural also sells first-rate 
pizza pies at lunchtime; buttery 
flaps of focaccia cut in generous, 
brick-size squares; and a boozy, 
addictive confection called the 
“whiskey pecan babka,” which you 
can nibble on the way to your next 
appointment or while standing  
at the small wood counters, which 
have been installed, here and 
there, along the lobby walls.

After conducting several 
tastings on the freezing 
northeastern corner of First 
Avenue and 12th Street, I can 
confidently declare that the 

steamy, chicken-meatball-rich 
“Chickarina” that Marco Canora 
sells for $7 at his excellent new 
walk-up East Village soup 
window, Brodo, is the perfect 
antidote to a case of the polar-
vortex blues, and the bountiful 
super-burrito stuffed with lamb 
chorizo is my favorite of the many 
Nouveau Mexican carryout  
treats available at Danny Bowien’s 
festive, ever-evolving Lower East 
Side restaurant Mission Cantina.

Whenever the Platt girls are in 
the mood for an ice-cream 
adventure, I pack them off to 

Morgenstern’s, near the Bowery, 
to sample the radical creations  
=by the city’s current ice-cream 
wizard, Nicholas Morgenstern, 
which the friendly counter ladies 
dispense in the tiled white room 
with little plastic spoons. For  
a slightly stout midday snack in 
my Greenwich Village 
neighborhood, I lumber several 
blocks north to dine on the 
refreshingly simple, classically 
sized dry-aged Cheddar 
cheeseburger, served lunchtimes 
only, at Jesse Schenker’s  
new Flatiron District restaurant,  

The Hattie platter at Russ & Daughters Café.
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The Gander, with a tangle of fries
on the side.

If you’re desperate for a quick
burger fix after a long evening
staggering among the legions of
mobbed gastrosaloons along
the Bowery, I recommend you
fight your way through the
throngs of pub crawlers gathered
around the bar at Josh Capons’s
new steakhouse, Bowery Meat
Company, and call for the house
cheeseburger, which the
accomplished burger chef dresses
with tomato-flavored aïoli,
griddled onions, and a chewy layer
of raclette cheese.

Similar specialties are available
at Untamed Sandwiches on 39th
Street, where I like to go between
business appointments to graze on
messy, protein-filled sandwiches
with names like “General Zapata”
(grilled chicken, queso fresco,
jalapeños, radishes) and “Hot
Goldie” (beer-braised short ribs,
cabbage and onions, black-pepper
aïoli), while admiring the neo-
Brooklyn barnyard décor, which
includes distressed-wood slats on

house pro Chris Cannon, at 
All’onda on 13th Street, just south 
of Union Square. The smoked-uni-
laced bucatini is the dish that gets all 
the press at this bustling little spot, 
but the one I like is the spaghetti alla 
chitarra that Jaeckle and his cooks 
fold with a lemony cream sauce and 
top with crumblings of peekytoe 
crab. The atmosphere in the narrow 
two-floor space can get a little hectic 
during the crowded dinner service, 
so go at lunch, when you can 
complement the pastas and risottos 
with the impressive house burger, 
which Jaeckle tops with shredded 
radicchio, sweet onions tinged with 
red miso, and melting deposits of 
truffled “sottocenere” cheese from 
the Veneto. Next stop on the great 
Italian-revival tour is the gleaming, 
Williams & Sonoma–style dining 
room at Stephen Starr and Justin 
Smillie’s new Park Avenue 
restaurant, Upland. Smillie, who 
made his reputation roasting wheels 
of porchetta, among other rustico 
specialties, at Il Buco Alimentari e 
Vineria on Great Jones Street, 
claims that his theme here is 
“contemporary California cooking,” 
although the predictable stars  
of the show are the puffy Neapolitan 
pizzas (try the white truffle with 
stracciatella if truffles are still in 
season), the exceptional pastas (the 
classic bucatini alla carbonara,  
the cool uni-laced farro spaghetti), 
and an almost exact reprise of  
the satisfying, beautifully fired 
proteins (the vinegary “crackling” 
pork chop; the roasted short rib for 
two with olives and horseradish) 
that made him famous among 
members of the Italian cognoscenti 
down on Great Jones Street. 

Andrew Carmellini serves a 
similarly robust roast-beef sandwich 
at his compact new franchise-ready 
pasta joint, Bar Primi, although you 
might want to save your calories for 
the seasonal bruschetta creations 
(with ricotta and figs), the pastas 
(the garlic-rich “four cloves” 
linguine), and, for dessert, the 
classically boozy, brick-size block of 
tiramisu, which is dusted with drifts 
of chocolate powder and packs as 
much booze as a large holiday toddy. 
Fans of Dave Pasternack’s seminal, 
endlessly imitated crudo creations 
can now enjoy a whole variety of 
artful raw-fish combinations (try the 
triggerfish tartare and a crudo  
of Spanish mackerel) dreamed up by 
the master himself at Barchetta, 
which has been doing a brisk 
business ever since it opened several 
months ago on the ground floor of 
London Terrace in Chelsea. 

And if you’ve been pining for the 
taste of stuffed clams outside the 

the ceiling, dangling bare-filament
bulbs, and photos of prize hogs on
the walls.

There are no filament bulbs in
sight at the Meat Hook Sandwich
Shop on Lorimer Street in
Williamsburg, and instead of pig
photos the walls when I was there
were lined with pickle jars and
large bags of Kay & Ray’s Regular
Potato Chips from Chambersburg,
Pennsylvania, which, so the
bearded gentleman behind the
counter happily informed me, are
the only potato chips in the entire
USA still made with good old-
fashioned lard. Any one of the
bountiful house sandwich creations
go just fine with these addictive,
pork-flavored chips, but the one I’m
coming back for is the simple pork
sandwich, which is constructed
with ribbons of cooled roast pork
loin sourced from the famous
Meat Hook butcher shop several
blocks away, tuna mayonnaise,
and slivers of fennel, all piled
together like some portable, porky
version of vitello tonnato on a
bullet-shaped hero roll.

7.

the mini 

Italian  
Renaissance 

With the endless barrage of dining 
trends, it’s been fashionable in some 
quarters of the food universe to 
declare, as one of my jaded web 
colleagues did recently, that “Italian 
food is so over these days.” Well, 
don’t tell that to the former Michael 
White disciple Chris Jaeckle, who 
conjures all sorts of sophisticated 
Modern Venetian pasta creations, 
with the help of the old front-of-the-

The Great 
Scandinavian 
Craze: Yes, there’s  
a reason that the 
Viking King, René 
Redzepi, vacations 
in Mexico and is 
now foraging his 
mushrooms on the 
outskirts of Tokyo.

Cauliflower:  
This admirable  
but now ubiquitous 
menu item 
threatens to become 
the uni (or the  
pork butt) of the 
vegan age.

Hotel-Lobby 
Restaurants:  
I understand the 
grim economics  
of today’s rental 
market, but it gets  
a little depressing 
watching tourists 

trundle their bags  
to and fro, night 
after night, while 
you’re attempting  
to finish your 
chocolate pot de 
crème.

Chocolate Pots  
de Crème: 
Speaking of which, 
this dish is now 
officially the 
molten-chocolate 
lava cake of this 
prepotted, dessert-
challenged age.

Restaurant Coffee 
“Programs”:  
Man the barricades! 
The barista hordes 
have sprung their 
twee-coffeehouse 
cages and are 
storming the 
restaurant gates.

Carefully Hewn 
Slabs of Black 
Slate As 
Dinnerware:  
These ungainly 
props looked sort of 
cool a decade ago, 
but not anymore.  

Tipping: Most  
New Yorkers are 
happy to pay the 
often involuntary  
20 percent.  
But it’s time to do  
it aboveboard,  
on the books, in  
an equitable, 
sensible way.

Mawkish Ye- 
Olde-Restaurant 
Nostalgia: In this 
dog-eat-dog 
restaurant town,  
the end of a  
long run should be 
celebrated, not 

mourned. Besides, 
when was the last 
time you actually 
sat down for dinner 
at Benny’s Burritos?

Pasta Bloat:  
I love a pasta dish  
as much as the next 
guy, but can we 
return to the 
simpler days when 
mushroom ravioli, 
or a good beef 
Bolognese, was  
only served in 
Italian restaurants 
and not with your 
beef burger?

Virgin 
“Mocktails”:  
An elaborate ruse 
designed to make  
us feel better about 
paying $12 for  
a glass of watery 
fruit juice. 

Trends We’re Tired Of
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pork sausage, and a delicious 
carbonara-like mash of crushed 
potatoes, whipped egg, and 
guanciale. But the kitchen also 
produces excellent salads and 
perfectly pitched grilled treats like 
the lamb chops, and the prosciutto-
stuffed trout saltimbocca, which  
you can complement, if you’re still 
standing, with a bite or two of the 
inspired house ice-cream panino for
dessert, which the kitchen makes 
with smoked-mascarpone-flavored 
gelato, two chewy freshly baked 
chocolate cookies, and a coating of 
crushed pistachios.

8.

haute-veggie 

Madness 

Like many meat-and-potato-
lovers of the old school, I expected

sacred precincts of Arthur Avenue 
or Long Island, you could do an 
awful lot worse than the ones stuffed 
with drifts of pancetta and buttered 
bread crumbs that chef-owner  
Mike Price serves up lunchtimes at 
his aptly named new West Village 
restaurant, The Clam.

You’ll find exotic pizza 
combinations at Vicki Freeman and 
Marc Meyer’s comfortable new 
Great Jones Street restaurant, Vic’s, 
but the dishes I can’t wait to go  
back for are the more bulky rustico 
specialties (rabbit roulade with  
beets and sweet garlic; soft, apple-
flavored roast pork) that the talented 
young chef, Hillary Sterling, 
executes with a refined touch. 

For the ultimate in comforting, 
Nouveau Italian–style pulchritude, 
however, I recommend you join the 
rabble of pizza loons currently 
mobbing the somewhat sparsely 
appointed dining space at Marta, 
which Danny Meyer and his chef-
partner Nick Anderer opened not 
long ago in the newly renovated 
lobby of the old Martha Washington 
Hotel on East 29th Street.  
The specialty of the house, as you’ve 
probably heard, are the crackly, 
wafer-thin pizzas, which Anderer 
adorns in various Roman styles with 
cremini mushrooms, crumblings of 

the mania for boutique $25 
carrots to have mercifully died 
away by now. If anything, 
however, the great veggie craze 
that has been sweeping through 
the city’s kitchens the past couple 
of years actually appears to be 
gathering steam. Until Jean-
Georges Vongerichten opens his 
long-awaited raw-food, 100 
percent vegetable-based 
restaurant project in the old  
Le Pain Quotidien space behind 
ABC Carpet & Home sometime  
in 2015, the latest place in the 
vicinity of lower Park Avenue  
for a healthful fix of grilled beets 
or baby-kale salad is Little Beet 
Table, where the well-traveled, 
slimmed-down chef, Franklin 
Becker, produces all sorts of 
gluten-free goodies, including 
platters of beets with pumpkin 
seeds and spindly carrots scattered 
with pistachios, excellent 
mushroom flatbreads topped with 
layers of mozzarella and ricotta, 
and a bizarrely tasty risotto folded 
with quinoa instead of the usual 
glutinous mountains of rice. 

The numerous beefy delights 
on the menu of John Fraser’s posh 
new East Village restaurant, 
Narcissa, in the Standard Hotel, 
include a decent big-city rendition 

of roasted baby chicken and what 
is the fattiest, most tender 
example of rib-eye steak your 
humble critic has had the pleasure 
of tasting in the past year or so. 
But the dish that even my fatso, 
protein-addled friends can’t stop 
talking about is Fraser’s ingenious 
carrots Wellington, which,  
it pains me to admit, is much 
more reasonably priced than the 
sodden, filet-stuffed Victorian 
version; much better for you;  
and, thanks to the buttery, just-
baked pastry crust, and  
a lemony drizzle of gremolata, 
quite possibly more delicious.

“Five years ago, they would 
have called this restaurant ‘Little 
Pork,’ ” commented one of the 
wags at my table as we examined 
the aggressively seasonal, veggie-
centric menu at Andrew 
Carmellini’s fine new Tribeca 
establishment, Little Park, which 
opened with a conspicuous lack  
of fanfare in November off  
the lobby of a Tribeca hotel called  
the Smyth. There was a time  
when Carmellini devoted his 
considerable energies to the 
creation of pork delicacies of every 
kind, but with the Age of Bacon 
slowly being overturned by armies 
of vegans and root foragers, he 

Narcissa
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Alder 157 Second Ave.;
212-539-1900
Aldo Sohm Wine Bar
151 W. 51st St.;
212-554-1143
All’onda 22 E. 13th St.;
212-231-2236
Aquavit 65 E. 55th St.;
212-307-7311
Arcade Bakery
220 Church St.;
212-227-7895
The Bao 13 St. Marks
Pl.; 212-388-9238
Bar Bolonat
611 Hudson St.;
212-390-1545
Barchetta 461 W. 23rd
St.; 212-255-7400
Bar Primi 325 Bowery;
212-220-9100
Bar Sardine 183 W.
10th St.; 646-360-3705
Bâtard 239 W.
Broadway;
212-219-2777
Birds & Bubbles
100B Forsyth St.;
646-368-9240
Black Seed Bagels
170 Elizabeth St.;
212-730-1950
Bowery Meat
Company 9 E. 1st St.;
212-460-5255
Brodo 200 First Ave.;
646-602-1300

Cherche Midi
282 Bowery;
212-226-3055
The Clam 420 Hudson
St.; 212-242-7420
Claudette 24 Fifth
Ave.; 212-868-2424
Cosme 35 E. 21st St.;
212-913-9659
Decoy 529½ Hudson
St.; 212-691-9700
Delaware and Hudson
135 N. 5th St.,
Williamsburg;
718-218-8191
Dirty French
180 Ludlow St.;
212-254-3000
Dover 412 Court St.,
Carroll Gardens;
347-987-3545
Dumpling Galaxy
42-35 Main St.,
Flushing; 718-461-0808
Élan 43 E. 20th St.;
646-682-7105
El Colmado
600 11th Ave.;
212-582-7948
Estela 47 E. Houston
St.; 212-219-7693
Fung Tu 22 Orchard
St.; 212-219-8785
The Gander 15 W. 18th
St.; 212-229-9500
Gato 324 Lafayette St.;
212-334-6400

Huertas 107 First Ave.; 
212-228-4490
Ivan Ramen
25 Clinton St.;
646-678-3859
Kappo Masa
976 Madison Ave.;
646-647-2942
Lafayette 380
Lafayette St.;
212-533-3000
Little Beet Table
333 Park Ave. S.;
212-466-3330
Little Park 85 W.
Broadway;
212-220-4110
The Long Island Bar
110 Atlantic Ave.,
Cobble Hill;
718-625-8908
Marta 29 E. 29th St.;
212-651-3800
The Meat Hook
Sandwich Shop
495 Lorimer St.,
Williamsburg;
718-302-4665
Mission Cantina
172 Orchard St.;
212-254-2233
Momofuku Ko
8 Extra Pl.;
212-203-8095
Morgenstern’s
2 Rivington St.;
212-209-7684

M. Wells Steakhouse 
43-15 Crescent St., 
Long Island City; 
718-786-9060
Narcissa 25 Cooper 
Sq.; 212-228-3344
The NoMad Bar  
10 W. 28th St.; 
212-796-1500
Russ & Daughters 
Café 127 Orchard St.; 
212-475-4881
Semilla  
160 Havemeyer St., 
Williamsburg; 
718-782-3474
Shuko 47 E. 12th St.; 
212-228-6088
The Simone 151 E. 
82nd St.; 212-772-8861
Sushi Nakazawa  
23 Commerce St.; 
212-924-2212
Take Root 187 Sackett 
St., Carroll Gardens; 
347-227-7116
Tuome 536 E. 5th St.; 
646-833-7811
Untamed Sandwiches 
43 W. 39th St.; 
646-669-9397
Upland 345 Park Ave. 
S.; 212-686-1006
Vic’s 31 Great Jones St.; 
212-253-5700
White Street 221 W. 
Broadway; 212-944-8378

where to eat 2015

now cooks up plump little ravioli 
stuffed with kale, an extravagantly 
rich grape-colored risotto flavored 
with beets, and a whole avalanche 
of seasonal-vegetable recipes, 
which are gathered under the 
“Autumn Vegetables” section  
of the menu. Almost everything  
I sampled on my last visit was 
exceptional, especially the 
beetroot tartare (with smoked 
trout roe) and the crispy Brussels 
sprouts (on a scrim of smoked-
parsnip purée), and if you’re 
pining for a taste of traditional 
beefy goodness, ask quietly for  
the double cheeseburger, which  
is served in the elegant little lobby 
bar next door. 

My baker friends can’t stop 
yammering about the signature 
loaves of einkorn-buckwheat 
bread that accompany the seven-
course “vegetable forward” tasting 
menu at the former pop-up 
turned tasting bar Semilla in 
Williamsburg, but if you wish to 
experience the new haute-veggie 
doctrine in its most rarefied 
Brooklyn form, I suggest you add 
your name to the three-month 
waiting list of people clamoring to 
get into Elise Kornack and Anna 
Hieronimus’s modest 12-seat 
tasting atelier, Take Root, which 
is open three nights a week, for 
one seating only, in the bottom of 
a dimly lit townhouse space in 
Carroll Gardens. Kornack, who 
has labored at Aquavit, among 
other grand Manhattan kitchens, 
is perfectly at home in the fatty, 
umami-rich world of proteins  
(the immaculately roasted lamb 
belly I tasted was a thing of 
beauty), but she has a genius for 
shuffling together the produce 
from her local Greenmarket in  
all sorts of unexpected ways.  
On a recent visit, the wintry, root-
vegetable-centric tasting menu 
included stacks of crinkly sweet-
potato crisps touched with malt 
vinegar (you dip them in a potato 
purée topped with trout roe), 
delicately minty soups dappled 
with tiny, vividly orange balls of 
butternut squash, and segments 
of soft cabbage dressed with 
cowpeas cooked in a spoonful or 
two of densely flavored lobster 
stock. The dish that caused the 
grizzled old gourmands at my 
table to put down their forks in 
wonder, however, was a helping  
of dark, softly gnarled sunchokes, 
which Kornack cooks to a kind  
of sweetbread tenderness, then 
plates over a freshly whipped 
chestnut purée with disks of 
shaved truffles and the faintest 
exotic hint of eucalyptus.

The Directory

Octopus pastrami at Bâtard.



Grab your friends and spend a night at Shabu Shabu Kobe, where you can 
cook select aged meats in the authentic Japanese hot pot style. Shabu Shabu 
Kobe features traditional Japanese style shabu shabu, sukiyaki, sashimi, 
and tempura. With a wide-ranging menu of thin-sliced beef, vegetables, 
tofu, and delectable dipping sauces—there’s something for everyone. 

SHABU SHABU KOBE
 WASHOKU RESTAURANT

3 West 36TH Street, New York, NY 10018  I  212-695-8855  I  shabushabukobe.com   

10% OFF
New York Magazine readers can present this ad for 

10% off   a meal in the restaurant. Restrictions may apply.

Valid through February 28, 2015

http://shabushabukobe.com


 

YOUNG COLLECTORS NIGHT
THURSDAY, JANUARY 29, 2015 | 7PM - 9PM 

PARK AVENUE ARMORY (PARK AVENUE AND 67TH STREET)

Nate Berkus Celerie Kemble Miles Redd

For media inquiries, contact: Sharp Communications, Inc. 212-829-0002 x136

Young Collectors Night tickets 
are $175 per person in advance 
or $200 at the door. 

Tickets can be purchased online 
at www.winterantiquesshow.com 
or by phone at 718-292-7392.

TICKET INFORMATION Join Wendy Goodman, Design Editor of New York 
magazine, along with some of the world’s most 
illustrious designers, for Young Collectors Night at 
the Winter Antiques Show.

Enjoy a private viewing of the Winter Antiques 
Show, cocktails and hors d’ouevres at this 
exclusive, must-see event for enthusiasts of art, 
antiques and interior design. 

http://www.winterantiquesshow.com
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The 
Other 

Wonder 
Woman

Michelle MacLaren  
is the best director  

in television. Soon she’ll 
take on DC Comics’ 

iconic superheroine in 
her film debut.  

by matt zoller seitz

Photographs by Amanda Demme

The
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 M
i c h e l l e  m a x w e l l 
 MacLaren has a vivid 
imagination. During a 
lunch last month at the 
Soho House in West Hol-
lywood, I ask the director 
for details about the DC 

Comics epic Wonder Woman, which she 
was picked to direct after a lengthy, widely 
publicized search. She stirs her tea. Then 
she warns that at the moment there is no 
script, no release date. There’s not even an 
official green light from the film’s releasing 
studio, Warner Bros.—and even if there 
were, nondisclosure agreements and her 
paranoia about jinxing things would keep 
her mum. “I really,  really, really can’t talk 
about this,” she says, then gestures toward 
the restaurant’s picture windows, with their 
action-film-worthy Hollywood panoramas. 
“I just picture a drone coming in over the 
hills and crashing through the glass and fly-
ing over here and putting duct tape over my 
mouth, you know?” 

The scenario is all Michelle MacLaren—
a Michael Bay showstopper (glassed-in 
restaurant, drone attack!) with a Looney 
Tunes twist at the end (duct tape, what?). 
You see that same inventive mind at play in 
the work that got the Vancouver native her 
first superhero blockbuster: namely, her 
direction of sex-and-death-and-mayhem-
packed episodes of cable dramas including 
Game of Thrones, The Walking Dead, 
Breaking Bad, and the upcoming Breaking 
Bad spinoff, Better Call Saul. (The last pre-
mieres in February.) In these TV-MA 
showcases, MacLaren’s fertile imagination 
fuses with the practical skills that she 
acquired during her two decades working 
behind the scenes, first as a crew-person 
and then a producer on feature films, TV 
movies, and series. 

Although she did a lot of second-unit 
direction—like landscape shots—
MacLaren didn’t get her first directing 
credit until 2002, while working as an exec-
utive producer on The X-Files, on an epi-
sode written by future Breaking Bad creator 
Vince Gilligan. She did good work, but it 
wasn’t noticed; it’s hard to get noticed 
directing TV, a medium in which writers 
and producers drive the story and the 
show’s style is typically set by whoever 
helmed the pilot. 

Her directorial fortunes changed after 
Gilligan brought her on for the second sea-
son of Breaking Bad, a series that entrusted 
audaciously visual storytelling to a verita-
ble murderer’s row, including Adam Bern-
stein (FX’s Fargo), Phil Abraham (The 
Sopranos, Mad Men), David Slade (NBC’s 
Hannibal), and Rian Johnson (Looper, the 
forthcoming Star Wars Episode VIII). Even 
among this elite crew of screen blood-

letters,  MacLaren’s deft staging of gunplay, 
fistfights, car wrecks, and prison shankings 
stood out;  filmmaking-crazed formalist 
viewers (a small and admittedly odd group 
that includes yours truly) began to notice 
her flair for suspense and violence and 
caught a buzz from seeing her name after 
the words directed by. MacLaren “got a 
lot of action-centric episodes where there 
were shoot-outs and giant explosions, or 
where they were in the desert for days,” says 
Anna Gunn, who played Walter White’s 
beleaguered wife, Skyler, on Breaking Bad. 
“She did those kinds of things incredibly 
well; the episodes started looking like big 
feature films.”

“When I think of Michelle, I think of very 
striking, cinematic, visual storytelling,” says 
Gilligan. “I think of bold action sequences 
that are balletic.” MacLaren was behind the 
camera for The Walking Dead’s season-one 
episode “Guts,” in which walkers besieged a 
downtown-Atlanta department store and 
scrappy humans Rick and Glenn escaped 
death by dousing themselves with zombie 

blood. She directed the Game of Thrones 
episodes “First of His Name,” in which a 
team led by warrior Jon Snow disembowels 
the cackling rapist goons, and “The Bear 
and the Maiden Fair,” which ended with the 
female soldier Brienne of Tarth and a 
maimed Jaime Lannister facing off against 
a grizzly. Her 11 episodes of Breaking Bad—
for which she became an executive pro-
ducer in 2010—contain some of the most 
memorable action set pieces in TV history, 
including the shoot-out between DEA 
agent Hank Schrader and the mute assas-
sins known as the Cousins in “One Minute”; 
the “Crystal Blue Persuasion” montage and 
Walter White’s simultaneous contract kill-
ings of ten possible jailhouse snitches in 
“Gliding Over All”; and “To’hajiilee,” which 
ends with a sadistic cliffhanger image of 
Walt cowering in the back seat of a car while 
broken glass rains on his head. 

MacLaren’s masterpiece, though, might 
be a final sequence in “Salud,” wherein king-
pin Gus Fring exacts long-deferred revenge 
against the drug boss who killed his partner 
by tricking him and his goons into drinking 
poisoned tequila. “That whole sequence by 
the pool is MacLaren with a capital M,” says 
Damon Lindelof, co-creator and co–execu-
tive producer of HBO’s spiritual drama The 

Leftovers, for which MacLaren directed the 
kidnapping episode “Cairo.” “There’s this 
kind of Rube Goldberg design, but most 
importantly, I’m always feeling something: 
tense, angry, scared. Or I’m laughing.”

Her visual chops are undeniable, but the 
managerial skills she honed while toiling on 
the logistical side of showbiz are an equally 
important part of her success. TV is art 
made under pressure. Big Hollywood films 
might shoot for months; TV dramas typi-
cally shoot entire episodes in two weeks. A 
producer is both a diplomat and an enforcer, 
overseeing the logistical and financial 
aspects of a shoot while negotiating truces 
between prickly artists and telling them 
“No” without crushing their spirits. 
MacLaren approaches the job with a stoic 
unflappability leavened by nonchalant 
Canadian cheer. While managing a second 
unit on the 1991 mountain-climbing drama 
K2 in British Columbia, MacLaren asked 
her mom to FedEx a box containing Hal-
loween decorations, candy, espresso beans, 
and a grinder, then staged a Halloween 
party on Mount Waddington. Even with 
Wonder Woman looming, she directed the 
second episode of Better Call Saul, and she 
has signed a two-year deal with HBO to 
develop and oversee new projects. This 
producer-director-hybrid thing is not with-
out its cognitive dissonance, but for the 
most part, it works: Who better to blow up 
trains than a woman who spent decades 
making sure they ran on time?

“Her middle name also starts with an M,” 
says Bryan Cranston, Breaking Bad’s star, 
Walter White, “and so she is MMM, and 
when you put those together, it’s ‘Mmmm-
mmmm,’ and sounds like a bee buzzing in 
my head, and that’s what she’s like: a bee. 
She never stops moving.”

MacLaren loves math, sports, games, 
and puzzles, and sees elements of all of 
them in filmmaking. “I approach an action 
sequence almost like a mathematical prob-
lem,” MacLaren says over drinks in a West
Hollywood hotel bar, a few weeks before her
Wonder Woman assignment hit the inter-
net. “Sometimes you get these action
sequences that you read and go, ‘Oh my
God, this is huge, how do I do it?’ and I go,
‘Just a step at a time. Sit down and plot each
piece of it out.’ ” To demonstrate what she
means, she reenacts a car stunt from the
end of the Breaking Bad episode “Shotgun”
on a tabletop, repositioning a water glass, a
cocktail glass, a salt shaker, and a pepper
shaker, sketching frames in the air with her
fingertips, indicating cuts with little karate-
chop motions. “And now Jesse’s here, and
they’re here … and then bam!”  

It’s a matter of practical magic: figuring
out how little you need to give the impres-
sion of something greater. While shooting

The crew asked her  
if they needed to do the 
stunt again. “Nope, it 
looks like brain matter, 
we’re moving on.” 
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the Game of Thrones episode “Second 
Sons,” which revolved around the wedding 
of Tyrion Lannister and Sansa Stark, 
MacLaren wanted to convey the enormity 
of the ceremony hall, but only half of the 
octagonal set had been constructed. To cre-
ate the illusion of a complete room, she 
used a low-budget-filmmaking ruse, shoot-
ing everything she needed from one angle, 
then redressing the set, repositioning the 
actors, furniture, and props, and shooting 
a mirror image of the same scene. For the 
climax of Breaking Bad’s “To’hajiilee,” an 
intimate sequence by Hollywood- action-
movie standards, MacLaren built to the 
gun battle with a series of close-ups that 
slowly pushed toward the participants’ 
faces, ratcheting up tension in the operatic 
spirit of her hero, spaghetti-Western direc-
tor Sergio Leone, then releasing it with a 
fury that transformed a pissing match 
between cops and crooks into a mythic 
clash of armies. “She’s looking through that 
viewfinder lens, lying in the dust and the 
dirt, and calling for more glass,” Cranston 
recalls. “ ‘Throw more glass on him! Throw 
more glass on him!’ ”

The parking-lot showdown between 
Hank and the Cousins in “One Minute” 
likewise benefited from the MacLaren 
touch. “That shoot-out, even on a medium- 
budget movie, would have been given two 
weeks to shoot,” says Gilligan. “Michelle had 
two days.” She and series cinematographer 
Michael Slovis shot part of it with telephoto 
lenses that flattened screen space to cloud-
viewer’s perceptions (“Did I see some-
thing?” she says, imitating Hank. “Didn’t I 
see something?”) and amped-up tension 
with false alarms. “I said, ‘Let’s put a cus-
tomer in gray, like the Cousins, and give him 
a cane, but he’s blurry, so it looks like a gun.’ ” 
She also made use of happy accidents: 
When a squib full of stage blood flew off a 
stuntman’s head intact instead of explod-
ing, the crew asked if they needed to do the 
stunt again. MacLaren told them, “Nope, it 
looks like brain matter, we’re moving on.” 

“She probably did that because she had 
something else that day that she wanted or 
needed,” says Slovis. Cranston’s favorite 
MacLaren improvisation occurred during 
the filming of an episode where Walter and 
his partner, Jesse, get stranded in the desert. 
Between takes, Cranston walked 50 yards 
away from the set to relieve himself. “I hear 
some commotion behind me,” he says, “and 
all of sudden she’s got a camera out, and 
she’s like, ‘Keep peeing! Keep peeing!’ She’s 
shooting it.”

 “She is pleasantly relentless,” says Slo-
vis. “She is such a decent person and car-
ing and emotional, but she does not give 
up. By the time you’ve started walking, 
she’s already running.” 

i’m hiking with MacLaren on winding 
paths in Runyon Canyon Park. Over drinks 
the previous evening, I’d asked if we could 
spend the next day doing something she 
really enjoyed; we discussed seeing one of 
her favorite 2014 movies, Guardians of the 
Galaxy, again, then talking about it. (She 
saw it the first time with her nephews, ages 
7 and 10. “There I was, rooting and caring 
for a talking raccoon!”) But somehow we 
ended up in a canyon instead. She’s wear-
ing sneakers, sweatpants, a T-shirt, and a 
Breaking Bad cap; I’m in khaki pants, a 
dress shirt, dress shoes, and a matching 
Breaking Bad cap that MacLaren bestowed 
on me with not-really-kidding momen-
tousness. Then she said, “We can go the 
long way or the short way.” “Let’s go which-
ever way you usually go,” I replied. 

Long way. “Let me know when you need 
to stop, because this is a big gruel,” she 
warns me. We stop a lot. “I can see the title 
of your article now,” she says. “ ‘She almost 
gave me a heart attack!’ ”

We’re not too far from her home, a 
Spanish- style house with a small court-
yard just over the hill from Warner Bros., 

Universal, and Disney. On a wall by the 
front door is a shrine to her extended fam-
ily: parents, siblings, nieces, nephews. 
Other than that, her house is sparsely fur-
nished; it looks like a place where some-
body stays rather than lives. She keeps 
meaning to complete the long wooden 
table in her dining room with a set of 
matching chairs; for now, it’s ringed with 
canvas directors’ chairs. “I’m a few minutes 
from work, on the rare occasion I’m shoot-
ing in Los Angeles,” she says. That’s not 
often. She was in New Mexico earlier this 
year, filming Better Call Saul. Game of 
Thrones, for which she’s directed four epi-
sodes, is shot piecemeal in different coun-
tries, wherever there’s scenery to match 
George R.R. Martin’s vistas. 

We’re climbing a 30-degree slope along 
a zigzag path. She’s telling me about all the 
TV projects she’s involved in, her develop-
ment deal with HBO. “I really want to be 
part of things from the ground up wherever 
possible. Not to say that I’m not open to 
being a gun for hire, I am, absolutely, but  
I really enjoy developing.” She navigates the 
crest of a ridge, pauses at the top, takes a 
swig from her water bottle. “Make sure you 
drink water,” she warns me. 

MacLaren’s storytelling instincts were 
nurtured by her tight-knit family. She’s the 
second child of Woody, a corporate inves-
tor, and Sherrill, a retired journalist who 
covered health and medicine for Reader’s 
Digest and CBC Radio. During the sum-
mers, MacLaren, her parents, and her three 
siblings would vacation on an island 100 
miles north of Vancouver. “We had no elec-
tricity,” Sherrill says. “At night, you’d have 
candles and firelight, and it just kind of set 
the stage for storytelling.” One of the sum-
mer traditions was “Theater Restaurant,” a 
meal accompanied by stories acted out by 
the children on the island. Michelle was 
always in charge, but “none of us ever heard 
her mention the word direct,” Sherrill says.  

MacLaren didn’t express a wish to direct 
until she was in her 30s. Before that, she 
wandered. In her late teens and early 20s, 
she backpacked in Europe, Asia, and 
Africa, shooting still photos and taking odd 
jobs. At one point, Woody recalls, she 
talked her way into a bartending job at a 
German pub even though she didn’t have a 
work visa. “About a month later, she was 
running the pub.” In her mid-20s, she 
drifted into show business, working any job 
she could get, gradually moving up the 
film-set chain of command, from produc-
tion assistant to unit-production manager. 
In 1999, she co-wrote a script for the TV 
movie A Song From the Heart, starring 
singer Amy Grant as a blind concert cellist 
who falls for a self-centered pianist. 

“That got me over into the creative side, 
and I became a creative producer,” says 
MacLaren, leading me down a steep path 
that connects with the road back to her 
house. But she still hadn’t directed. Then 
her maternal grandmother, Granny Max, 
died while she was executive-producing 
The X-Files. “My mom called me and said, 
‘I found a letter in your grandmother’s stuff 
that I’m sending you. You need to read it 
right away.’ ” It was a letter from 13-year-old 
Michelle, telling her grandmother that she 
hoped to direct films someday. Reading it, 
MacLaren says she realized “I’d better get 
off my ass and get going.” And she did. After 
that first Gilligan-scripted X-Files episode, 
she directed installments of Law and 
Order: Special Victims Unit, Without a 
Trace, John Doe, and NCIS, while settling in 
as a producer and director for Breaking 
Bad and at HBO. 

“I always say I love producing, but 
directing is my passion, and for a while, I 
had to produce to support my directing 
habit,” she says and laughs. The work, she 
says, “is really challenging, but it’s amaz-
ing. I mean, I was standing on a mountain-
top in Morocco with 300 extras in period 
costume thinking to myself, Somebody 
pinch me.” ■

 “She’s lying in the dirt, 
calling for more  
glass. ‘Throw more  
glass on him!’ ”    
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Words and Music
Mark Ronson asked Michael Chabon to help craft lyrics for his new 

album. Then the musician taught the writer how that works.  
by david marchese

POP

CHABON: 

This line became  
“a human cannonball.” 

Mark and Jeff had  
a clear sense of what the 

vowel sounds were at 
certain points in the line. 

If they needed an  
uh or b sound, it better  

be there. 
RONSON: 

Writing for singers  
is more constricting  

than having a blank page. 
But for a song to  

feel like a pop song,  
there are things we 

needed to have.

RONSON: 
We added a bridge in 
there. We’re not the 

most organized 
people. Jeff would be

in the vocal booth, 
and I’d be like, 

“Michael, can you 
write some lines?”

CHABON: 

The whole goal for me 
became trying to 
deliver this very 

specific vibe that 
Mark wanted. I think 

we got it.

RONSON: 

There’s something  
about stolen that  

sounded passive. Frozen  
is what we changed it to. 
It’s more visceral. Every 

syllable counts.
CHABON: 

I’ve thought about  
words in terms of how 

they sound before,  
but not about how they 

sound different  
when they’re sung. I had 

to adjust to do that. 

CHABON: 
The guys gave me some 
gibberish na na na, and  

when I found words to go along 
with what they wanted 

phonetically, [vocalist and 
album co-producer Jeff 

Bhasker’s] face lit up. It was very
satisfying. That line doesn’t

recur in the song. I don’t know 
what you call that. 

RONSON: 

We call that an ad-lib.

 F
or uptown special, out January 
13,  Grammy-winning producer, in-
strumentalist, and well- connected 
dude Mark Ronson wanted a 
 narrative-driven set of lyrics to ac-

company his retro-leaning pop. So  after 
divining a kindred spirit from the 
 classic-funk references embedded in 

 Michael Chabon’s 2012 novel Telegraph 
Avenue, Ronson approached the Pulitzer 
Prize–winning writer to see if he wanted 
to collaborate. Chabon says the invitation 
had him going from “I can’t believe I have 
this opportunity to What if I can’t do 
this?” Ronson had his own concerns: “I 
had to get over wondering if it was okay 

to tell the great Michael Chabon that a
lyric wasn’t working.” Once he did, real
collaboration could occur, as it did on the
album’s slinky “In Case of Fire.” Above is
the song’s scrawled-upon lyric sheet, with
Ronson’s markups, along with four anno-
tations from Ronson and Chabon about
the song’s creation.  ■ P
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Looking at ‘Looking’
How the landmark
HBO series reexamined
itself for season two.
by kyle buchanan

TV
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Frankie J. 
Alvarez,  

Jonathan Groff, 
and Murray 

Bartlett shooting 
season two  

of Looking.
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 T
he marquee above San Francisco’s Make Out Room reads 
pda encouraged, and outside the club on a drizzly 
 November morning, Looking star Jonathan Groff is taking 
those words to heart. He’s just greeted the HBO show’s 
 creator, Michael Lannan, and the two are now locked in an 
unusual embrace, gripping each other’s forearms and 
maintaining intense eye contact as Groff leans forward to 

plant soft kisses on either side of Lannan’s bushy beard. They pull 
away, continuing to stare deeply into each other’s eyes for several 
 significant seconds, then collapse into giggles.

“Michael added the staring contest,” 
Groff says afterward, explaining the evolu-
tion of what turned out to be an inside joke. 
“We had the kiss part, and then he was like, 
‘I feel like at the end of the kiss, we should 
stare into each other’s eyes for five beats and 
then leave.’ It’s supposed to make everybody 
else feel uncomfortable.”

Lannan is a connoisseur of the awkward 
man-on-man moment. That, as much as 
anything, is what his show has been about: 
This is not a series full of those sassy, ready-
with-a-quip gays who magically always 
know the perfect thing to say, or do, and 
who have so often provided the culture’s 
only representation of the gay experience. 
Instead, there is a warmth and intimacy to 
Looking, which returns January 11 on HBO. 
And after two years, that supportive, self-
confident feeling suffuses the set, too. “We 
have a lot of hugging on this show,” says 
Lannan. “Antonio, our first A.D., likes to say 
we have ten o’clock rehearsal call, 9:48 crew 
call, and a 9:30 hugging call.”

The camaraderie is apropos, given 
Looking’s diaristic portrayal of the lives of 
a handful of gay men in contemporary San 
Francisco, including Groff ’s sweetly naïve 
video-game designer, Patrick, and his two 
closest friends, the impetuous sometime 
artist Agustín (Frankie J. Alvarez) and the 
fetchingly mustachioed Dom (Murray 
Bartlett). There’s also a bit of hard-won 
camaraderie going on—the series has suf-
fered its share of growing pains. The first 
season, which premiered in January 2014, 
was lauded for eschewing easy pay-cable 
provocation, with our own Matt Zoller 
Seitz noting its “anthropologically specific” 
depiction of “San Francisco singledom.” 
But other pundits, who were apparently 
anticipating a more hot-button show than 
the creators ever intended to make, were 
stymied by Looking’s low-key tone and 
relatively minor stakes, as if they were 
impatiently waiting for the characters to 
interrupt their frequently stoned, 
extremely leisurely hangouts to launch 
into a disquisition on the cultural ramifica-
tions of Truvada. There seemed to be some 
foggy notion floating around about what 
kind of entertainment the weekly half-

hour was supposed to offer.
“If you were expecting a fast-paced com-

edy, this is not that show, and if you were 
expecting something super- dramatic, it’s 
not that show either,” says executive pro-
ducer and showrunner Andrew Haigh, a 
41-year-old British director who has also 
directed many of the show’s episodes. 
“HBO never said Looking was the gay 
Girls, but [the reaction to it] was like, ‘Oh, 
it’s the gay Girls.’ ”

And like Lena Dunham’s lightning-rod 
comedy about young singles in a big city 
(the two shows will air on Sunday nights 
this season), Looking came in for plenty of 
early, and intense, scrutiny. “Why Is Look-
ing So Boring?” asked Slate, which also 
pegged the show as insufficiently politically 
engaged, while the Daily Beast’s headline 
ran: “Yes, Looking Is Boring. It’s the Drama 

Gays Deserve.” At Gawker, writer Rich 
 Juzwiak acknowledged, “I have more in 
common with these gay guys than any I’ve 
seen on TV before,” but he nonetheless 
dinged the show for its modesty. Even at its 
raciest, he noted, Looking is “less graphic 
than Girls’ tamest sex scene.”

Lannan, a serene and hirsute 37-year-
old, understands that there will be critics 
among his fellow gay men. He, too, has “a 
lot of opinions about any kind of gay show 
or movie that comes out.” Even so, he 
admits that Looking’s mixed reception ini-
tially bothered him. “I spiraled a couple of 
times reading comments,” he says, relaxing 
between shots at a table in the Make Out 
Room. “During the early episodes, I 
wanted everyone to be over the moon 
about the show, and that’s just not possi-
ble. There is no show, possibly in the his-
tory of the world, that everyone loves—
except for maybe The Sopranos and Six 

Feet Under.” But those classic HBO series 
had the good fortune to debut well before 
the Twittersphere’s big bang.

Encouragingly, as Looking’s first season 
continued, its modest ratings steadily 
ticked up and the show seemed to find 
itself. But given that the season was already 
in the can when it started airing, maybe it’s 
more to the point to say that critics finally 
understood what the show was trying to 
do. The pivot came via the fifth episode, a 
lovely little idyll that followed Patrick as he 
played hooky from his job, meandering 
through San Francisco with his new beau, 
Richie (Raúl Castillo), and engaging in 
revealing conversations. (“You’ve got bot-
tom shame,” Richie told his reluctant 
lover.) That humble two-hander, which 
shared plenty of DNA with Haigh’s 
acclaimed 2011 gay indie film Weekend, 
had Indiewire raving that Looking had 
gone “from boring to brilliant.” Though 
the episode served as the season’s cre-
ative high, Haigh argues that it wouldn’t 
have been as effective if it had aired 
sooner. “That’s a good episode, but I don’t 
think it would’ve worked unless you had 
the buildup,” he says. “I’m a firm believer 
that you have to start slowly. You can make 
people work for it.” And HBO is an 
 unusually patient patron.

While the second season of the series 
remains recognizably Looking, the show 
has evolved. Most notably by upping the 
physicality—and the romantic stakes—by 
several degrees. The premiere episode 
kicks off as almost a knowing parody of the 
first season’s more conservative instincts, 
transporting its central trio to a getaway 
cabin near Sonoma’s Russian River—
where the mild Patrick would rather play 
Parcheesi than do anything more risqué. 
But at the episode’s halfway point, the guys 
stumble upon a raging forest party full of 
gay men and women who are far less 
inhibited, and the change of scenery 
prompts more skinny-dipping, Molly-
dropping, and hot sex in a single sequence 
than in all of season one.

“We made the choice to use sex as a 
story telling tool,” explains Lannan, who is 
careful to add that he wasn’t chasing any 
prurient attention. “It’s not just: have sex 
for sex’s sake,” he argues. “The moments 
before sex and after sex can be as interest-
ing as what actually happens.” So while 
Looking is now willing to supply some 
premium-cable nudity in, for example, an 
early season-two episode where Patrick 
has a hotel-room assignation with his boss, 
Kevin (Russell Tovey), it’s done in the 
 service of setting up a moment of tender-
ness that’s dashed when Kevin wriggles 
out of bed, heads quietly to the bathroom, 
and places a whispered call to the longtime 

 “We made the  
choice to use sex as  
a story telling tool.  
It’s not just: have sex  
for sex’s sake.”
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“The notion that you can understand 
yourself by the age of 24, it’s just not a truth-
ful thing,” contends Haigh. “That can come 
in your 30s, it can come in your 40s, it can 
come in your 50s—and it can take gay men 
just a bit longer than other people. It takes 
time to find out what you want.” 

There’s an obvious parallel here: A gay 
television show—the sort of thing for 
which there’s so little precedent and which 
compels so much doubt and self- 
criticism—can take a little more time to 
come into its own, too. “We were building 
a plane in midair last year, and this year we 
just got to fly it to exciting places,” says 
Lannan about making the first season. “As 
bad a metaphor as that is, it does feel like 
it was such an adventure, and it was a bit 
harrowing, and we didn’t know what the 
show was quite yet, you know?”

Now they do. Or are closer to knowing, 
anyway. The evening after the Make Out 
Room shoot, Haigh sits in his cozy office at 
Looking’s production headquarters and 
ponders the possible critical and popular 
reaction to the upcoming slate of episodes. 
“You want it to be about the show that we’ve 
made,” he says, “not the show that people 
would like it to be—what it is.” He rises 
from his couch, ready to head over to a 
nearby location where the cast and crew are 
set to film the second season’s final few 
scenes. Behind him, on a whiteboard, are 
three words scrawled in huge letters: 
nearly almost there.  ■

boyfriend that he’s been stepping out on. 
Groff is willing to admit that Looking’s 

creative team took some of the season-one 
criticism into account. “We don’t get a lot 
of opportunities to tell gay stories,” he says, 
“so it’s important to listen to what people 
are saying or liking, or what people are not 
liking, and try to take that constructive 
criticism and apply it.”

The tweaking went further than just 
adding more skin: The tart fan favorite 
Lauren Weedman, who plays Dom’s best 
friend, Doris, has become for all intents 
and purposes a regular and even gets her 
own love interest (Bashir Salahuddin), 
while all sorts of flare-ups from the first 
season are being addressed, including 
 Patrick’s unprotected sexual encounter 
from the season-one finale. And as the 
scope of the show grows and new charac-
ters come onboard, more physical types 
have been added to a cast that was 
 heretofore either white or Latin and pretty 
much exclusively gym-fit.

“We’ve done Q&As with people who had 
seen the show,” says Groff, “and this older 
bearish gentleman raised his hand at one, 
on the verge of tears, and was like, ‘I really 
enjoy the show, it’s been great to watch, but 
I’m not seeing myself in it. This is about a 
group of gay men, but I don’t know them.’ 
And for me, the biggest thing about the 
reaction to the show was a reflection of just 
that: There were obviously people dying to 
be heard and to be seen.”

And while Lannan cautions “we don’t 
want to try and represent an entire com-
munity, because that’s just silly and impos-
sible,” the show’s expanded cast does make 
room for the, yes, bearish Eddie (Daniel 
Franzese), an unexpected potential love 
interest for Agustín. As far as Alvarez is 
concerned, the sweet relationship that 
blossoms between his character and Eddie 
has come none too soon. “The tough thing 
about last year,” he admits, “was dealing 
with fans who were like, ‘It’s really nice to 
meet you, and you’re such a nice, open guy. 
Why are you such a dick on the show?’ ” 
Agustín spent most of season one  rumbling 
through San Francisco like a storm cloud, 
antagonizing his boyfriend, quitting his 
job, and alienating his friends, and though 
cable characters are often given to bad 
 behavior—“In comparison to, like, Break-
ing Bad, I haven’t done that much nasty 
shit!” Alvarez says, laughing—the mercu-
rial Agustín was a divisive figure among 
fans. “He still sometimes says the wrong 
thing and makes a mistake,” says Alvarez, 
“but this season, he sort of starts to pick up 
the pieces and figure out who he wants to 
be. It’s a beautiful arc.”

That attempt—the effort to figure your 
shit out—is the essential theme of Look-
ing: More than any prior generation, 
these gay men have the latitude to deter-
mine their own lives, and that lack of a 
reliable road map can be both  exhilarating 
and paralyzing. 

Russell Tovey, left, and 
Groff on the Muni.



after three years’ renovation, the Cooper Hewitt,
Smithsonian Design Museum, reopened on December 12.

Its home has been restored and augmented with interactive
displays, but really, the inaugural exhibitions illustrate

one thing over and over: Man may go to the moon and beyond
by building better and bigger computers and tools, but it

all starts—as in these six irresistible objects—with the spark
of a brain and the art of a hand. wendy goodman

A Perfect Six
From the new Cooper Hewitt,
samples of beauty and genius.

DESIGN

92  

A patent model for a clothespin (1873) made by  

Vincent D. Urso and Benjamin Charles: It’s practical, and it works 

perfectly—and who really knew it needed a patent? 

This Paleolithic chopper, found in Tanzania’s Olduvai Gorge  

and made 1.85 million years ago, is one of the oldest tools  

in the Smithsonian’s collection. It fit an Australopithecus hand just 

as it would yours. Everything made on Earth starts here.

Michael Eden’s Tall Green Bloom (2012) is a  

mesmerizing example of 3-D printing in nylon, melding  

classical form and state-of-the-art manufacturing.

With its perfect piecing and stitchwork, this Yup’ik Eskimo  
parka (before 1925), made from the dried gut o a Beluga whale, 

sinew, and grass twine, could pass for Issey Miyake. 
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This fishhook, hand-carved from a whale tooth by  

a Hawaiian around the beginning of the 20th century, could be  

the muse piece for everything Elsa Peretti ever designed.



The Jarvik-7 was the first total 

artificial heart to be implanted into 

a human being. It looks as clunky 

as a space suit, but it performed  

a miracle in 1982. A refined version 

is still in use, typically for patients 

awaiting a donor organ.
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“After each show, I invert. I hang 
upside down, like a bat. The  

worst part of my day, every day, is 
when this guy comes in and works 

out my body for an hour, and he just 
gives massage a whole new horrific 

meaning. But when I’m onstage,  
I don’t feel tense. I got lucky.” 

—Bradley Cooper

TANGENT

Would you go to a cat café?

Photographs by Patrick McMullan

Z100’S JINGLE BALL 2014
MADISON SQUARE GARDEN. DECEMBER 12.

“Every single child who comes
up to me singing the song,
they’re like, ‘No trouble,’
‘We’re not in trouble.’
And I die of happiness.”
—Meghan Trainor, on how fans mishear the

lyric “no treble” in “All About That Bass”

VALENTINO HAUTE COUTURE SHOW 
945 MADISON AVENUE. DECEMBER 10.

Nicky
Hilton

“I’m dying to go. I’ve 
been going to cat cafés in 

Asia for years.”

PARTY LINES 
Edited by Jennifer Vineyard

Pharrell

Sam
Smith

Nick
Jonas

Taylor
Swift

Emma
Roberts

Iggy 
Azalea

Meghan 
Trainor

Ryan 
Seacrest

Ansel 
Elgort

Padma 
Lakshmi

“Isn’t that a health  
hazard? Isn’t that breaking 

some health code?”

“I hope they’re  
not serving cat!”

“It’s like a nightclub  
for cats.”

OPENING NIGHT OF THE ELEPHANT MAN

BOOTH THEATRE AND GOTHAM HALL. DECEMBER 7.

Patricia 
Clarkson

Hilary 
Duff
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Cooper

Edward 
Norton

Alessandro 
Nivola

Alyssa 
Milano

Gwen 
Stefani

ANNIE WORLD PREMIERE
ZIEGFELD THEATER. DECEMBER 7.

“ It’s been great, listening to  
all the music of that time.  
And oh, yeah, I’m doing a lot  
of drugs and having a lot of sex.”
— Bobby Cannavale, on preparing for his  

role in an upcoming HBO show about the ’70s
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David Edelstein on Selma and American Sniper … Lindsay Zoladz on Nicki Minaj’s The Pinkprint … 
Justin Davidson on the South Street Seaport.

T h e  C U L T U R E  P A G E S

CRITICS

martin luther king jr. had a dream, but Ava DuVernay’s moody, bruising
civil-rights epic, Selma, makes it plain that if that were all he had, he wouldn’t have

led his people across those bridges and up to that mountaintop. He also had to be a player.
The film is about long-lived injustice, short-lived politics, and how to make the latter serve
the former. It’s sensational in the open air and subtle in smaller, enclosed spaces. It has
sweep and intimacy. And, yes, we need this movie now.

The Oxford, England–born David Oyelowo plays King and is all you could want him to
be. His MLK is foremost a public man, and truly public men talk, move, and think differently
from the rest of us. Arriving in Birmingham in 1963, he does not use—like the other kind of
king—the royal “we,” but he looks as if he bears the weight of millions of souls whenever he
opens his mouth. It costs him, ages him. Oyelowo’s theater-trained voice is a thrilling instru-
ment; it’s worthy of King’s rhetoric. But the reverberant manner makes King’s more earthly
appetites—and he’s shown to have them, albeit discreetly—trickier to fit into his larger

m o v i e s   /   p o p   /   a r c h i t e c t u r e

persona. He doesn’t fit them in: They exist 
in a separate sphere, unintegrated, which 
makes him appear frighteningly vulnerable 
to his wife (Carmen Ejogo) and anyone else
who might hear avowed King-hater J. Edgar
Hoover’s tapes of what seem to be the Nobel
Peace Prize–winning Reverend Dr.  King’s
unsaintly moans.

In her third film, DuVernay is sparing
with the symbolism. (The script is credited
to Paul Webb, though there are whispers
that DuVernay had a large hand in the final
shaping.) Sending billionaire Oprah Win-
frey to a window to try—tremblingly—to
pass the ludicrous Alabama citizenship test
to be allowed to vote is a nice move: What,
we’re meant to think, if Oprah had been
born 20 years earlier? But the scene in which
four little black girls die in an ungodly explo-
sion begins on a note of casualness, their
innocent, ebullient chatter cut short in mid-
sentence. DuVernay doesn’t linger on the
horrors, drawing them out in the manner of
more  unscrupulous filmmakers. She’s quick
to get into the rooms in which King, Andrew

The Long Road

MLK drama Selma shows 
the gruntwork that  

went into making history.

MOVIES  /  DAVID EDELSTEIN
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David Oyelowo 
in Selma.
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Young (André Holland), Diane Nash (Tessa 
Thompson, last seen as the impudent DJ in 
Dear White People), and the Reverend 
Hosea Williams (Wendell Pierce) argue over 
nuts-and-bolts tactics—and worry about 
what might happen to the delicate balance 
when Malcolm X (Nigel Thatch) rumbles in. 
(He is, fortunately, no longer the firebrand 
he was with the Nation of Islam.)

Amazingly enough, the central relation-
ship of Selma carries even more weight 
than the momentous events on the ground 
in Alabama. It’s between King and Lyndon 
B. Johnson, deftly played (without undue 
aping) by yet another Brit, Tom Wilkinson. 
This is Great Man history, history as a 
series of negotiations and tipping points. 
LBJ, it turns out, is sympathetic to King, 
but his agenda for the year is getting his 
Great Society legislation through Congress. 
We know from Robert Caro’s biographies 
and LBJ’s riveting Oval Office tapes that 
the man was essentially a backroom Texas 
wheeler-dealer, not an orator, and here is 
King trying to drive him into the
light, to make him a public man
commensurate with his time and
place. The nonviolent resistance—
the beatings of peaceful protesters
on television, the killings in sight
of the media—was of course meant
to stir the sentiments of white Americans.
But Selma suggests its more immediate 
purpose was to push LBJ to stand up to the 
belligerently racist Governor George Wal-
lace (Tim Roth, another Brit!) and say on 
national TV what no president had said 
before: We shall overcome.

The movie’s key scene dramatizes what 
many Americans (myself among them) 
have never fully grasped: that the measure 
of King’s greatness came not when he 
pushed forward but when he retreated. The 
march from Selma to Montgomery is 
meant to cross the Edmund Pettus Bridge, 
where a phalanx of police wait with eerie 
calm, having presumably learned the lesson 
not to beat people (now blacks and north-
ern whites) to a pulp in full view of cameras. 
We watch Oyelowo’s King stop and gaze 
and think, like a chess player visualizing all 
the different moves and countermoves. It is 
an anticlimax that is in ways that matter a 
stupendous climax.  Nowadays, the people 
on the other side of the bridge are just as 
powerful and more resourceful in reaching 
their base. This extraordinary film tells the 
rest of us: Stop, gaze, think.

spouting off to an empty chair at the 
2012 Republican National Convention, 
Clint Eastwood looked as if he were slipping 
into doddering dementia, but he’s shrewder 
and more focused than ever in his Iraq War 
picture, American Sniper. It’s a cracker jack 

piece of filmmaking, a declaration that he’s 
not yet ready to be classified as an Old Mas-
ter, that he can out-Bigelow Kathryn Big-
elow. Morally, though, he has regressed from 
the heights of Letters From Iwo Jima (2006). 
In more ways than one, the Iraq occupation 
is seen through the sight of a high-powered 
rifle. The movie is scandalously blinkered.

Its springboard is the tragically  murdered 
Chris Kyle’s best-selling memoir (written 
with Jim DeFelice), which chronicled his 
tours in Iraq as a Navy seal and his acquisi-
tion—thanks to an unprecedented number 
of sniper kills—of the sobriquet “the Leg-
end.” I’m not going to fault Kyle’s view of his 
enemies as representing a “savage, despica-
ble evil,” but I do fault Eastwood for making 
what is, essentially, a propaganda film.

The script, by Jason Hall, shows Kyle 
(Bradley Cooper) watching the Twin Towers 
fall on 9/11 and enlisting, having learned 
from his dad that the world consists of 
“sheep, wolves, and sheepdogs,” and that he 
must be the last—a protector. Then, after 

disarming and winning a woman 
named Taya (Sienna Miller), he’s 
off to Iraq, with no indication that 
the two events—9/11 and the Iraq 
invasion—have been yoked 
together by unscrupulous politi-
cians who don’t have a clue what 

lies in store for American soldiers. As in 
many jingoist war movies, the members of 
the native population are portrayed as 
invaders of our sacred space instead of vice 
versa. Hall provides a supervillain, a crack 
shot named Mustafa (Sammy Sheik) who 
hunts the Legend, with Eastwood laying on 
the growly-doomy music whenever Mustafa 
appears. Their face-off gives American 
Sniper a conventional, suck-on-this climax.

In the latest Hunger Games movie, Philip 
Seymour Hoffman’s PR guy,  Plutarch, views 
propaganda footage of Katniss Everdeen 
and says, “It’s a little on the nose, but of 
course so is war.” He could be talking about 
American Sniper. A fellow sniper tells Kyle 
as he takes aim at a potential insurgent, “If 
you’re wrong, they send your ass to Leaven-
worth”—which would be news to a lot of 
soldiers who got it wrong without conse-
quences. When Kyle goes back to Iraq, Taya 
(now with their son and daughter) says, “I 
don’t think we’ll be here when you get back.” 
And you just know, as soon as Kyle’s buddy 
asks him to be his best man, that in a few 
moments the guy will be history.

Eastwood does stage a scarily amorphous 
final battle in a sandstorm, and Cooper is 
very impressive. Best known for more con-
genial roles, he plays Kyle as grimly self-
contained, both hyperalert and alienated. 
Kyle is put through the kind of training that 
would drive most men insane and, newly 
honed, gradually realizes that he’s now fit to 

SELMA
DIRECTED BY

AVA DUVERNAY.
PARAMOUNT. PG-13.

AMERICAN SNIPER
DIRECTED BY

CLINT EASTWOOD.
WARNER BROS. R.

http://SYMPHONYSPACE.ORG
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so much depended on The
Pinkprint. Too much, probably.

Some of it has to do with the stark confi-
dence of its title and the increasingly grand
statements Nicki Minaj has been making
aboutherfabled,much-delayedthirdalbum
for the better part of the last two years: “[Jay
Z] did such a great job of creating this Blue-
print brand for male rappers … I felt like
with what I’m doing, I want female rappers
to pattern themselves with what I’ve done
one day.” A bold claim, sure, but the unfair
truth is that Minaj would have been stuck
withthisheavycrownwhethershe likeditor
not. Since she blasted up from the under-
ground and into mainstream consciousness
in 2010 (the year of her world-stopping
guest verse on Kanye West’s “Monster,” as
well as of her debut album, Pink Friday),

Watch the

Queen Conquer

Nicki Minaj’s
The Pinkprint

is almost everything
I wanted it to be.

POP  /  LINDSAY ZOLADZ

do only a few things—protect other Ameri-
cans, avoid being killed, and kill—and that 
he’ll never fully recover his old self. But East-
wood—who never directed a better scene 
than the one in Unforgiven when the pro-
tagonist shoots a basically harmless man 
and has to listen to his excruciating death 
throes—makes the moral stakes almost 
nonexistent. The people Kyle shoots always 
represent a “savage, despicable evil,” and the 
physical and mental cost to other Americans 
just comes with the territory. It’s a Republi-
can platform movie. ■

Nicki Minaj

Minaj’s reign as her generation’s greatest 
female rapper has been completely, and per-
haps depressingly, uncontested.

I am semi-convinced that Minaj was a 
lion in a past life, and the most persuasive 
evidence is the taped footage of an interview 
she gave last summer to Hot 97’s morning 
show, in which she slowly, prowlingly evis-
cerates co-host Peter Rosenberg, an infa-
mously vocal opponent of Minaj’s pop sin-
gles. His comments have an air of 
condescension. “I just want you to know,” he 
tells her at one point, before saying he con-
siders her on the same level as Lauryn Hill, 
“I think you could be the greatest female 
emcee of all time. I think that could happen.” 
Could. The implication—and it’s a widely 
held one when it comes to Minaj—is that 
there is still something missing from her 
career, that she cannot be truly canonical 
until she releases a Great Rap Album. Never 
mind that she has displayed her formidable 
talent across a prolific run of brilliant mix 
tapes, features, and singles that has matched 
if not quite surpassed the wild originality of 
her mentor, Lil Wayne.

It’s true that Minaj has not yet made a 
great album—in fact, until The Pinkprint, 
it was arguable that she did not even believe 
in the sanctity of the form. I don’t necessar-
ily count this as a strike against her. Her 
second album, 2012’s Pink Friday: Roman 
Reloaded, was so boldly, blatantly disjointed 
that it almost felt like a deliberate argument 
that we were living in a post-album era and 
that these sorts of measurements no longer 
mattered. The first half of Roman indulged 
in the type of sharp, artistically risky  rap qua 
rap that people like Rosenberg have come 
to want from Minaj, complete with cred-
boosting features from the likes of Cam’ron 
and Nas; then, with a  borderline-comedic 
abruptness, she flicked on the black light 
and switched over to EDM-influenced pop 
fare like “Starships” and “Pound the Alarm.”

Minaj contains multitudes, defiantly. In 
her rhymes, she makes up accents of coun-
tries that don’t exist and embodies a whole 
cabal of eccentric characters: the tortured 
Roman Zolanski, the soft-spoken Harajuku 
Barbie, the unapologetically sexual Nicki 
Lewinsky. As in her early mix tapes and fea-
tures, parts of Roman felt like an audition to 
voice every single character in a very fucked-
up Pixar movie. But for all the bat-shit, free-
wheeling energy of her music, Minaj has 
conducted herself publicly with a kind of 
coolheadedness that borders on restraint. 
Her lyrics have never felt explicitly personal. 
She makes club bangers, but we never see 
paparazzi pictures of her losing control; she 
raps gleefully (and witheringly) about vari-
ous boy toys but has been rumored (perhaps 
until recently) to be in a low-key long-term 
relationship with her sometime collaborator 
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South Street Sell-off
A megatower on the

pier will wreck a
maritime monument.

ARCHITECTURE /

JUSTIN DAVIDSON

south street seaport, that
battered, neglected, kitschified

zone of 19th-century warehouses and ship-
ping offices, is one of the most evocative cor-
ners in New York. Here, you can still sense
the mercantile soul of a maritime city. For
several hundred years, longshoremen hoist-
ed sacks of coffee, sugar, and opium onto the

Safaree Samuels. It is very possible that she 
is just an exceptionally private person, but 
something about Minaj’s particular poise 
suggests a knowledge that the rules are 
stricter for the most talented woman in what 
is still a man’s game. Behind it all I hear an 
echo of Olivia Pope: “You have to be twice as 
good as them to get half of what they have.”

The Pinkprint begins on a muted down-
beat with “All Things Go,” the most confes-
sional song Minaj has ever released. It’s a 
risk, and she knows it. When she performed 
it on Saturday Night Live a few weeks ago, 
she seemed more nervous than I’ve ever 
seen her on TV. The tone of “All
Things Go” is uncharacteristically
poignant; its diction is direct. Amid
lush synths that throb like open
wounds, the song derives the great-
est emotional power from its most
simply stated lines: “Ten years ago, that’s 
when you proposed / I looked down, ‘Yes, I 
suppose.’ ” “All Things Go” names names the 
way a Drake song might (it feels like a kin-
dred spirit to Nothing Was the Same’s 
opener, “Tuscan Leather”), but we haven’t 
heard this kind of thing from her before. She 
raps plainspokenly about her cousin’s death 
and alludes to what seems to be an abortion 
she had in her teens, admitting she often 
thinks about how old the child would be 
now. We’re far from whatever fictitious 
country Roman Zolanski’s from.

And so The Pinkprint turns out to be 
something that the wacky, antic “Anaconda” 
didn’t anticipate: It is a breakup album. Or, 
maybe more accurately, it is the bad bitch’s 
breakup album—a candid document of the 
ambivalent feelings and unexpected compli-
cations that can arise from female ambition, 
power, and success. “I can’t fall for you, can’t 
give my all to you, can’t let you think that 
I’mma let the game stall for you,” she raps on 
the affecting “I Lied,” a song about letting 
defenses fall a little too late and accepting 
full responsibility for it. The fact that The 
Pinkprint tackles themes of guilt, disap-
pointment, and even dependency actually 
makes it feel more feminist than the more 
one-dimensionally “empowering” songs on 
Pink Friday; sometime between then and 
now, Barbie has become a real girl. In this 
sense, it feels like a spiritual sister to Beyon-
cé’s self-titled album, another record mature 
enough to chronicle moments of confidence 
and questioning with equal insight.

Minaj has the kind of charisma that 
infects the silence around her; there is more 
character in a Nicki Minaj pause than in any 
word that Iggy Azalea has ever uttered. The 
Pinkprint, wisely, is her quietest album, and 
the barely there beats of “Feeling Myself” 
(her “Flawless Remix” sequel with Beyoncé) 
and the goofy “Want Some More” allow her 
delivery to take front and center. Like 

Roman Reloaded, The Pinkprint adheres to 
a pretty blatant division between “rap songs” 
and “pop songs,” and the back half is loaded 
with a few half-assed attempts at a radio 
smash: the snoozy “Starships” rewrite “The 
Night Is Still Young,” the maudlin Skylar 
Grey collaboration “Bed of Lies,” and the 
tepid single “Pills N Potions.” Still, this is the 
first Minaj release on which these songs 
seem logical in the overall structure of the 
album—there is at least some kind of arc 
here. After the opening confessional num-
bers, the later pop songs feel like attempts to 
pick up and move on, to shake off some of 

the hurt with a wild night out.
The Pinkprint isn’t perfect, but it 

does feel like the most cohesive 
statement we’ve heard yet from 
Minaj, an artist who up until now 
seemed utterly uninterested in cohe-

sion. Of course, it won’t please everyone; no 
Nicki Minaj album possibly could. But it’s 
hard to be disappointed with the album’s 
lack of mix-tape-era-Minaj rawness, consid-
ering she flexed those muscles on a string of 
non-album 2014 singles (“Yasss Bish!!,” 
“Lookin’ Ass,” “Chi-Raq”). Nicki Minaj is 
probably not destined to be remembered as 
an album artist, which is fine. Hip-hop cul-
ture is moving pretty rapidly away from the 
supremacy of the Great Album anyway, as 
up-and-coming artists like Atlanta weirdo 
iLoveMakonnen favor short, easily digest-
ible EPs and established names like Drake 
use Soundcloud to release a continuous 
stream of material outside the album cycle. 
Minaj has been ahead of her time when it 
comes to this shift, and I consider her 
excesses and contradictions to be her great-
est strengths. As multifaceted as The Pink-
print is, it’s still just one side of her. ■

THE PINKPRINT
NICKI MINAJ.

YOUNG MONEY/
CASH MONEY.

Venue Frederick P. Rose Hall
Box Office Broadway at 60th, Ground Fl.
CenterCharge 212-721-6500
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docks, feeding the continent’s economy. The 
Fulton Fish Market kept the cobblestones 
slick and the traffic lively for 183 years, until 
2005, when it moved to  shinier—and less 
mobbed-up—quarters in the Bronx. The 
smells lingered for a while, but today the 
area’s tangy, clattering romance has faded to 
melancholy. Tourists pass through for an 
hour or two, breathing in the brine of nos-
talgia. The seaport’s heyday was always a 
lifetime or two ago. Even in 1952, The New 

Yorker’s Joseph Mitchell seemed to be writ-
ing its eulogy. “The smoky riverbank dawn, 
the racket the fishmongers make, the sea-
weedy smell, and the sight of this plentiful-
ness always give me a feeling of well-being, 
and sometimes they elate me,” he wrote in 
“Up in the Old Hotel.”

The presence of the past gives good rea-
son to be alarmed when a public company 
rolls into the neighborhood, buys up as 
much of it as possible, replaces a failing 
shopping mall with a shiny new one, and 
cheerily proposes building a 50-story tower 
on an abandoned platform above the East 
River. The megalandlord here, the Howard 
Hughes Corporation, has already begun 
construction on the Pier 17 shopping center. 
Now it’s offering to sprinkle the area with 
more than $300 million worth of desper-
ately needed urban goodies—a middle 
school, a new purpose-built home for the 
Seaport Museum, an extended riverfront 
esplanade, a food market, and a smattering 
of affordable housing—in exchange for the 
right to build a skyscraper on the river’s 
edge. The plan would save the neighbor-
hood in order to destroy it, a Faustian bar-
gain that the city must reject.

The tower site hangs over the water, part 
of an L-shaped structure that includes Pier 
17 (which sits on concrete pylons and is cur-
rently being rebuilt) and a shore-hugging 
platform, supported by wooden columns 
that are rotting away so extravagantly that 
they look like a meth addict’s teeth. One 
section has already collapsed. Do nothing—
the city’s approach—and eventually the rest 
will follow, dunking a jigsaw of low-rise in-
dustrial buildings. 

Hughes’s money would save that brittle 
chip of coastline. The company hired the
ubiquitous architecture firm SHoP to for-
mulate a plan laced with the public ameni-
ties that only rich corporations can afford.
Their proposal stirs together a tempting
recipe of urban ingredients and a well-bal-
anced mix of historical fabric and new con-
struction. The area’s population is growing,
and a fresh batch of residents would dilute
the tourists and support the stores. Back on
terra firma, Schermerhorn Row, a block of
largely early-19th-century countinghouses
across from the old fish market, would ac-
commodate about 70 affordable apartments

Photo by Brian Rogers
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in the largely vacant upper floors. Decades 
ago, a restaurant here was Mitchell’s hang-
out, Sloppy Louie’s, and above it the old ho-
tel he wrote about, then a mysterious relic 
preserved in a state of almost sacramental 
decay. Another piece of the project involves 
dismantling the 1907 Tin Building, a gem 
that was heavily damaged by fire in 1995 but 
remains jammed beneath the FDR Drive. 
The architects are proposing to rebuild the 
shuttered relic 30 feet back from the high-
way and repurpose it as a walk-in cornuco-
pia like Seattle’s Pike Place. 

Some area residents have been hoping to 
get all these improvements without the of-
fending tower, which is a bit like ordering 
dinner and then being shocked when the 
bill arrives. Someone’s got to pay for these 
sugarplum visions, and the city surely won’t. 
A mammoth real-estate investment would. 

SHoP originally proposed a 650-foot 
whopper, and then, in response to neigh-
bors’ yowls, knocked it down by a quarter. 
The developer has another option in its 
pocket: a shorter, thicker version that re-
quires no special dispensation in zoning. 
(Though, since the property belongs to the 
city, the project would still need to be ap-
proved.) The architect Gregg Pasquarelli, 
one of SHoP’s principals, argues that being 
able to see around a building matters more 
than seeing over it, and that bulkier build-
ings create more shadow than narrower 
ones. In general, he’s right: Height is not 
inherently a force for evil. Pasquarelli’s team 
has designed a handsome, narrow-hipped 
tower that pirouettes gracefully atop a four-
story school, trying politely to avoid block-
ing anyone’s view of the Brooklyn Bridge. It 
doesn’t nearly succeed: It’s a honking big 
building, no matter what. In any case, what 
makes the tower a neighborhood-killer is 
not its size but its site.

This little brick patch of Hamilton-era 
urbanism can feel a bit like a stage set, en-
closed on three sides by serried high-rises. 
An army of giants converges on the old 
port: Southbridge Towers to the north, the 
Financial District to the west, and the foot-
ings of the Brooklyn Bridge to the east. Only 
to the south does the horizon dip down to 
meet the shore—or would, if the FDR Drive 
didn’t slice across the proscenium, dousing 
South Street in shadow and rumble. To the 
architects, the highway represents an op-
portunity and an excuse: They can dress up 
and light the viaduct’s underbelly as if it 
were an attraction, and at the same time 
they point out that since it already looms, 
there’s not much of a view for a new build-
ing to ruin. (Of course, in an ideal world, 
this downtown segment of the FDR would 
one day go the way of San Francisco’s van-
ished Embarcadero Freeway.) 

But a tower—any tower—standing alone 
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on the outboard side of the roadway would
set a new precedent, claiming the water-
front for residences and stashing public
space behind. It would also wrap the cur-
tain of high-rises around the neighbor-
hood’s fourth wall, erecting a new barrier
between the seaport and the world beyond.
This battle doesn’t just pit preservation
against development; it forces us to choose
between preservation by neglect and a more
active restoration. The first would be disas-
trous; the second worrisome. Even aside
from the tower, fine design won’t keep the
seaport from evolving into a high-gloss de-
luxe edition of itself, if that’s what the devel-
opers decide customers want. Hughes con-
trols so much property that it can almost
treat the neighborhood like a gated com-
munity. The company’s real-estate portfolio
includes planned enclaves of affluence like
Summerlin, near Las Vegas, which turned
acres of Nevada desert into green velvet,
and the Woodlands, outside of Houston.
Both are terrible models for the fragile, an-
tique seaport. A certain judicious neglect is
woven into the neighborhood’s fabric, a
benign shabbiness that the company and
the architects need to respect.

They could start by rethinking their plan.
Though SHoP and Hughes have pitched
their tower-on-a-pier and the neighbor-
hood’s makeover as an indissoluble pack-
age, there might be another way to merge
respect for the seaport’s past with faith in its
future. Hughes is buying up the block of
South Street between John and Fletcher,
which comes with preapproved plans for a
1,000-foot tower at 80 South Street. Here,
barely a block from Pier 17, even a supertall
skyscraper would find itself at home in the
bristling Financial District, leaving the sea-
port unmolested. Even though Hughes
needs no approvals for 80 South Street, that
site may open the door to a different deal.
Finding a new location for the seaport tow-
er is “a red herring,” the head of the city’s
Economic Development Corporation said
recently. Maybe so, but then it’s time to dye
the fish a more promising color. ■
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Do
DECEMBER 31–JANUARY 14

To

TWENTY-FIVE 

THINGS TO SEE,

HEAR, WATCH,

AND READ.

T h e  C U L T U R E  P A G E S

FILM

1. See  
Two Days, One Night
It’s convincing.  

In theaters. 

The Dardenne brothers’ latest brilliant mathe-
matical demonstration of the evil good people
do to each other when they can’t feed their fami-
lies is Two Days, One Night, in which a depres-
sive Marion Cotillard (is she the best movie ac-
tress in the world?) attempts to persuade a
dozen people to forgo a bonus so she can keep
her job. I’d give up a bonus to work next to her—
oh, yes. david edelstein

POP

2. Listen to  
Charli XCX’s Sucker
You’ll love it.

Neon Gold/Atlantic. 

The “Fancy” singer’s exuberantly hooky new al-
bum sounds like Gwen Stefani, Scary Spice, and
Marc Bolan joining forces for a three-day bend-
er. Sassy, messy, platform-boot-stomping fun. 
 lindsay zoladz

TV

3.-5. Watch Downton Abbey,
Shameless, and Girls
Welcome back. 

PBS, January 4; HBO and Showtime, 

January 11. 

Why not ring in the New Year with a triple dose
of dysfunction? The upper-crust sufferers of
Downton Abbey return, joined by new cast
members Richard E. Grant, Anna Chancellor,
and Rade Serbedzija. Shameless, maybe the

most underappreciated knockabout family dra-
ma of recent years, picks up from last season’s 
shock ending. And Girls is finally back, as pep-
pily unlikable Hannah prepares to attend the 
Iowa Writers’ Workshop.  matt zoller seitz

ART

6. See The Forever Now
Sussing out a survey.  

Museum of Modern Art, through April 5. 

The last wall you see in MoMA’s survey of con-
temporary painting may be the best. Michael 
Williams’s three canvases evince this artist’s 
 genius for firing a tranquilizer into one’s ability to 
detect what’s printed and what’s painted. These 
multicolored, busy surfaces of abstract shapes, 
doodles, and comic imagery let us glean a strange 
new painterly topography.  jerry saltz

THEATER

7. See Side Show
It will never leave you … until Sunday.  

St. James Theatre, through January 4. 

The overarching moral tale about freaks and 
voyeurs is a tiresome downer—but within it is a 
terrific musical drama about sisters who happen 
to be conjoined twins. See Emily Padgett and 
Erin Davie as Daisy and Violet Hilton before 
they go their separate ways. jesse green

CLASSICAL MUSIC

8. Hear Prototype Festival
Extraordinary opera.  

HERE, opens January 8. 

The ten-day event returns with another fistful of 
tiny new operas, kicking off with The Scarlet Ibis, 
by Stefan Weisman and the theater critic David 
Cote. Based on the short story by James Hurst, 
the opera gives voice to a boy who locomotes on P
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a hand-built wagon and his uncomprehending
brother.             justin davidson

POP

9. Listen to Mark Ronson’s 
Uptown Special
He brought a friend to Funkytown.  

RCA Records, January 13. 

The king of retro cool takes inspiration from the
hip-hop, soul, and R&B of his childhood on his
latest record, mostly co-written with novelist
Michael Chabon (see “The Culture Pages,” page
86); the leadoff single, “Uptown Funk,” a horn-
filled romp led by an ultrapolished Bruno Mars,
is reason enough to listen.

TV

10. Watch Galavant
Singing and swords.  

ABC, January 4 at 8. 

If The Princess Bride were a musical, it might
resemble this offbeat, bawdy tale in which a king
steals a bride, she insults his pride, and her true
love tries to save her, but wait! There’s danger!
And John Stamos. 

CLASSICAL MUSIC

11. Hear  
Green Mountain Project
New Year, old music.  

Church of St. Joseph, January 9 through 12. 

The turning of the year is a frenzied time for
early-music folks, when the market for beatific
odes and spiritual cantatas suddenly picks up.
Tenet’s Green Mountain Project has made an
annual ritual of performing Claudio Montever-
di’s 1610 Vespers; this year, the group has also
cobbled together another vespers service out of
the sacred music of French Baroque idol Marc-
Antoine Charpentier. j.d.

DANCE

12. See  
Nutcracker Rouge
Nut, cracked.  

XIV, through January 18. 

Austin McCormick’s ballet gone burlesque isn’t
quite as shocking as it thinks it is, but its bendy
dancers and lushly dark set have style to spare,
and the haunting final pas de deux feels like a
duet for the end of the world.  
  rebecca milzoff

FILM

13. See Robert Altman
A master on the big screen.  

Museum of Modern Art, through January 17. 

A tribute to one of the great American originals
continues at MoMA, and there you can experience
Altman’s incisive babble where it belongs: in a
theater. There’s some skippable stuff (the ol’ pot-
head was erratic), but one of my top-ten movies,
the Leonard Cohen–inflected Western McCabe &
Mrs. Miller, is showing on January 2, and you have
to see Vilmos Zsigmond’s cinematography—that
rope bridge! Julie Christie’s blue eyes!—on the
biggest, widest screen you can. d.e.

ART

14. See Steven Pippin’s 
Insignificant
You’ll look twice. 

Gavin Brown’s Enterprise, through January 11. 

Magic comes in many forms that aren’t tricks: 
airplanes, electric lights, photography, and now 
Steven Pippin’s tabletop sculpture that actually 
balances a standard artist’s pencil on its point, 
thanks to an eccentric contraption that con-
stantly adjusts to maintain its poise. It’s utterly 
captivating; Pippin should be allowed to bal-
ance one of his pencils atop the Empire State 
Building. j.s.

CLASSICAL MUSIC

15. Hear Lisa Moore
Maven of minimalism. 

(Le) Poisson Rouge, January 13. 

The pianist, a veteran of the Bang-on-a-Can All-
Stars, can rattle and roar her way through the 
most complex and explosive contemporary 
compositions, but her next project is devoted to 
the mesmerizing, slow-blooming music of Phil-
ip Glass. The recital doubles as a launch party 
for her all-Glass CD, Mad Rush. j.d.

BOOKS

16. Read  
Priya Parmar’s Vanessa  
and Her Sister
Bloomsday. 

Ballantine. 

The literary-historical novel is a tricky thing. 
Too freewheeling, and it’s fan-fic for English 
majors; too dutifully true, and it’s pointless. 
Parmar uses the familiarity of her subject, the 
Bloomsbury Group, as a head start, burrowing 
deeper into the minds and mores of England’s 
liberal vanguard (especially narrator Vanessa 
Bell, the sensible painter chronically overshad-
owed by her sister, Virginia Woolf ). The pret-
zeled plot unfolds at a steady pace, in crisp 
period prose, and rarely feels inevitable.  
 boris kachka

SO, JON HAMM AND JENNIFER 

WESTFELDT, WHAT AWARDS-SEASON 

MOVIE ARE YOU INTO RIGHT NOW? 

jon hamm: Boyhood, which really blew our minds. We 
know Rick [Linklater] a little bit, and it was nice to see 12 
years of work turned into that incredibly beautiful, 
emotional film. 

jennifer westfeldt: Just to see people age onscreen 
right before your eyes—this subtle thing that creeps up on 
you of “This is a lifetime that we just witnessed.” And  
just the chutzpah for him to cast a kid as a 6-year-old … 

hamm: And just cross his fingers for over a decade and 
hope he got something usable out of it. It’s a pretty 
universal experience to be a kid and not know what’s going 
on and think your parents are fucking up when, in reality, 
they’re probably doing their best. 

westfeldt: We’re both children of divorce, so it 
touched a lot of those nerves.

RETURNS JAN 8
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POP

17. See Neneh Cherry
Eternally cool.  

Highline Ballroom, January 9. 

Beginning with the 1988 single “Buffalo Stance,”
this Swedish-born singer-songwriter forged a
free-spirited path through the pop landscape,
dabbling in genres as diverse as punk, trip-hop,
and free jazz. Her greater popularity overseas
notwithstanding, it’s still pretty astonishing that
Cherry has never played a show in New York—
an injustice she’ll rectify at last with this head-
lining set in support of her most recent album,
the sparse and soulful Blank Project. l.z.

THEATER

18. See Rock Bottom
Bridget Everett, back on top. 

Joe’s Pub, January 6 through February 20. 

In her tornadic and polymorphously perverse
cabaret act, back for an 18-performance encore
run, Everett delivers a complicated and often
brilliant love offering to the emotionally dispos-
sessed. The show’s as vulgar as it is uplifting; one
of her milder numbers is called “Tell Me (Does
This Dick Make My Ass Look Big?).” j.g.

DANCE

19. See Bodytraffic
West Coast imports.

Joyce Theater, January 6 through 10. 

L.A.’s dance scene is gaining momentum, in
large part thanks to this small but dynamic mod-
ern company. They’ll perform a program em-
phasizing the troupe’s contemporary focus, in-
cluding premieres by Hofesh Shechter and
Victor Quijada. r.m.

TV

20. Watch Empire
And hear the hits first. 

Fox, January 7 at 9 p.m. 

A homophobic record-company mogul (Ter-
rence Howard) plays King Lear to his three
sons: the financial whiz kid, the rapper, and the

soulful R&B singer who is gay. With  Timba land 
writing and producing the earwormy music (like 
the first episode’s hit-worthy “Good Enough”), 
expect radio crossover. 

BOOKS

21. Read  
Richard McGuire’s Here
Graphic greatness.

Pantheon. 

With one simple conceit—depicting one room in 
a century-old house across the years—McGuire 
renders the possibilities of the so-called graphic 
novel literally infinite. The pleasure is in the ex-
ecution—building on themes and micro-
narratives, he creates comedy and tragedy out of 
cosmic slices. b.k.

THEATER

22. Hear Alysha Umphress’s 
I’ve Been Played
She can cook.

Yellow Sound Label, January 6. 

The breakout singing star of On the Town serves 
up the swingingest voice on Broadway in  
a new album with songwriter-arranger Jeff 
 Blumenkrantz. j.g.

POP

23. Listen to  
Mike Will Made-It
The guy behind “We Can’t Stop.”

Free stream and download at LiveMixtapes.com. 

The Atlanta producer was supposed to release 
his debut studio album this year. As that record 
continues to collect dust, he’s dropped Ransom, 
a mix tape full of rap cameos (Kendrick Lamar, 
Young Thug, Future); try out “Stop-Start,” which 
pairs a tingly sci-fi beat with lyrics by Gucci 
Mane and Chief Keef. 

CLASSICAL MUSIC

24. Hear  
Choir of Trinity Wall Street
The other oratorio.

St. Paul’s Chapel, January 2 and 4. 

In the run-up to Christmas, Handel’s you-know-
what gets all the attention, but for the composer, 
the genre was a way to adapt his talents to chang-
ing tastes, and he cranked them out prolifically. 
Among the best is Saul, a festive blowout that the 
Choir of Trinity Wall Street performs to liven the 
post–New Year’s doldrums.  j.d.

ART

25. See Proper Nouns
Brush up on your grammar. 

Rachel Uffner Gallery, 

January 11 through February 22. 

Leonhard Hurzlmeier’s geometric, figurative 
paintings of women fall somewhere between 
Fernand Léger’s personalized Cubism and your 
emoji keyboard: quirky and precise, rewarding 
you the longer you look. They’re reason enough 
to make it to this playful show; Paul McCarthy’s 
return to New York (with a new video work) is 
a bonus. 

VULTURE LISTS: MEMORABLE COMEBACKS
D’Angelo’s Black Messiah isn’t the only great one.

My Bloody Valentine, m b v (2013)
AFTER A GAP OF: 22 YEARS

 The Chinese Democracy of its day, complete with rumors 
of studio-related meltdowns and ridiculous spending. It’s the 
rare comeback that may have actually gained the band a 
new set of listeners.

Portishead, Third (2008)
AFTER A GAP OF: 11 YEARS

 As long as Beth Gibbons is on vocals, Portishead will 
sound like Portishead, but here producer Geoff Barrow 
replaced lush strings and ’70s funk beats with rugged 
Krautrock and psychedelia.  
David Bowie, The Next Day (2013)
AFTER A GAP OF: 10 YEARS

 Bowie took great pains to keep this recording a secret 
until the last possible moment. It benefits from the fact 
that he doesn’t seem to care anymore about living up to 
his own legend.

More lists, and more comebacks, at vulture.com.

THURS 10P
RETURNS JAN 8

“

”
AND TRUTH
ABSURDITY
...CRYSTALLINE

IS BACK
- FRAZIER MOORE / AP

http://LiveMixtapes.com
http://vulture.com
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anxiety, and another Genius employee
noted that, when it comes to new ways of
digital  communication—status updates,
140- character bursts, disappearing
 photographs—“everyone thinks everything
is going to be annoying” at first.

Genius is, as start-up argot goes, “pre-
revenue.” The company does not sell ads, a
business model that would hardly justify a
$40 million investment. Though there are
a number of potential revenue streams—
premium accounts, licensing deals, brand
collaborations—the company’s overall plan
is to simply become so integral to the func-
tioning of online life that someone will pay
something for it. In an interview on CNBC
last year, during which Zechory wore a
mesh Denver Nuggets jersey, he declared
that Genius would be “bigger than Face-
book, bigger than Google”—companies
with billions in annual revenue. Doing so
would require a user base in the hundreds
of millions, who all decide that annotating
texts on the internet—the founders hope, at
some point, to create a system 
for annotating images, audio, 
and video, too—is preferable, or 
at least complementary, to 
tweeting or commenting or sta-
tus updating, a goal that 
remains distant.

Zechory told me that the 
CNBC performance, from the 
company’s more indulgent days, 
had been largely in jest. “You’re 
like a kid in the church of capi-
talism, and you kind of just 
wanna deface the holy thing,” he 
said. With a new round of investors to
please, Zechory and Lehman had begun
inching toward modesty. In an appearance
on Bloomberg TV after Gilbert’s invest-
ment, they wore  button-downs and
Lehman started his answer to a query about
the company’s monetization plans by stat-
ing politely, “That’s a great question.”

When I reached Moghadam in Califor-
nia to get his take on the company’s shift-
ing identity, he was distressed. “Tom feels
like my ex-girlfriend who has a really
pretty face but needs to lose a little bit of
weight—you know what I mean right?” he
wrote in an email. His friend, he said, was

“turning into a corporate goon … The
man who runs a huge company like
Genius is bound to turn into an asshole.”

Despite his feelings about the company’s
new direction, Moghadam didn’t hold a
grudge against his friends and said he had
since found work advising several tech
companies, including one that was “trying
to build a huuuuge, visionary Earth-shat-
ting [sic, I think] product in the mold of
Rap Genius.” He had shopped around a
proposal for Genius Inc., a corporate biog-
raphy he described as “what David Foster
Wallace would have written if—rather
than killing himself—God had tried to kill
him, and had failed.” No publishers had yet
taken the bait. “I am going to go down in
history as the Eduardo [Saverin] of
Genius,” he told me, in reference to Mark
Zuckerberg’s jilted early Facebook partner.
But Moghadam wasn’t just an early
employee who lost out on a payday; his
personality, teetering on either side of the
line between brilliance and insanity,
defined Genius’s narrative so fully that his
friends were still finding their footing
without him. In the book proposal, Mogh-
adam added, “I already see scenes from the
movie when I’m asleep.” 

I
n february, Genius will vacate its
suite of apartments for a four-story,
43,860-square-foot warehouse in
Gowanus, which it leased after back-

ing out of a space in South Williamsburg
(Vice is moving there instead). The new

office has a 300-capacity event
space, two roof decks, and
enough room to accommodate
a workforce that’s several times
the company’s current size. The
extra space is intended as a way
to avoid the fate of other fast-
growing companies—Uber has
moved seven times in five
years—and as a show of confi-

ence in the long-term viability
of the company. “Either it’s
gonna be this awesome, chill
headquarters or it’ll be an

amazing fossil of this era,” one employee
told me. “This seems very 1998.” 

One afternoon in Williamsburg, I met
Lehman and Zechory a few days after a
weeklong companywide retreat in Martha’s
Vineyard. “There’s an inevitable thing with
a company, in that it’s a company,” Zechory
told me. He and Lehman were going to Yale
the next day to deliver a lecture, something
Moghadam had listed as one of his two
goals for the company, along with publish-
ing a coffee-table book. On Gilbert’s advice,
they were compiling a list of company val-
ues, which they called “ISMs”: “Feel It to My
Face” (never be afraid to tell others what

Several businesses, 

including the indie 

concert space Death 

by Audio, were boot-

ed from the building 

to make room.

That year, the  

Dow rose 1,300  

points. In 2002,  

it fell 1,700 points.

I
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you’re thinking) and “Take the Roast out of 
the Oven” (unleash incomplete products 
into the world and see what happens). They 
were hipper than most corporatespeak, but 
only just, and not long after Lehman posted 
the ISMs, I got an unprompted email from 
Moghadam, who was disconsolate. “I think 
tom has finally lost his fucking mind—RIP,” 
he wrote. “He was always fascinated by hit-
ler/nazis/fascism—but now he has taken it 
too far!” He emailed later to say he had 
“overreacted,” but a string of tweets made 
his position clear: “Looking to sell some of 
my @Genius shares! Message me if you’re 
interested,” went one. 

Whenever I asked Lehman and Zechory 
about Moghadam, they spoke lovingly of 
him as a friend, and his role in growing the 
company, but seemed to know it was in their 
best interest to keep their distance. “I will 
always love him, he will always be my friend,” 
Zechory said, admitting he had met up with 
Moghadam on his trip to California for din-
ner with Kanye and Nas. “But the project 
rolls on. It can’t possibly work with him right 
now.” He said Moghadam had recently called 
Tom “a bitch ass” on Facebook. 

“He said I should give him head on Twit-
ter,” Lehman added.

“He still keeps in contact,” Zechory joked.
The friendship seemed to encapsulate 

the difficulty—common to all start-up 
founders on the precipice of something 
much bigger than they intended—of grow-
ing up without shedding their original ani-
mating principles. After their appearance 
at Yale, Zechory got a phone call saying the 
provost wanted to send his thanks in the 
form of a singing telegram. Several days 
later, a man wearing a white shirt with red 
polka dots entered one of the apartments 
and began reciting a poem in front of the 
entire Genius staff:

Dear Tom Lehman

I think what you do’s amazing

That’s a compliment

But praising ain’t the point of conversating

The poem name-checked Zechory (“Your 
Brother standing next to thee”), then turned 
reflective:

Trust me folks, I get it. My lifelong dream is

To work where I could have unlimited 

     free Seamless

All this to say I’m a member of your genus

I’m looking for a genie, so I can become a Genius. 

The man held up a sign that said hire 

me! One employee told me, “If there’s any-
one in the world who would be susceptible 
to that kind of craziness, it would be Tom 
and Ilan.” Zechory told the man to come 
back for a more formal interview.  ■



  

  

Evaluation Criteria - Considered

6. One-year client retention rate.

7. Five-year client retention rate.

8. Non-institutional discretionary and/or non-discretionary client assets
administered.

9. Number of client households served.

10. Education and professional designations.

Eligibility Criteria – Required

1. Credentialed as an investment advisory representative or a registered
investment advisor.

2. Actively employed as a credentialed professional in the financial services
industry for a minimum of five years.

3. Favorable regulatory and complaint history review.

4. Fulfilled their firm review based on internal firm standards.

5. Accepting new clients.

Award candidates who satisfied 10 objective eligibility and evaluation criteria were named 2015 Five Star 
Wealth Managers.

For more information on the program, go to www.fivestarprofessional.com/wm_program.

2015 New York

http://www.fivestarprofessional.com
http://www.fivestarprofessional.com/wm_program
http://www.fivestarprofessional.com


                
                    
                    

                      
                 

                       
                   

         
                 

                 
      

      

  

Left to right: Seated: Peter H. Goldberg, Financial Advisor, Chief Financial Officer of Andriola, Goldberg & Associates;
two-year winner Philip P. Andriola, JD, Private Wealth Advisor, Chief Executive Office of Andriola, Goldberg & Associates; Doug Manfredonia, CRPC,
Financial Advisor; Standing: Robert A. Sutton, CRPC, Financial Advisor, Chief Operating Officer of Andriola, Goldberg & Associates; J. Michael Wallop,

CRPC, Financial Advisor; Anna M. Ferrara, Executive Assistant, Client Service Manager; Edie Stahl, Marketing Manager; Joseph B. Hall, Financial
Advisor; Russell W. McManus, Paraplanner; Michael J. Laliberte, Financial Advisor

Helping Clients Manage and Protect Wealth

We seek to form long-term relationships, like family, with our clients
based on integrity and loyalty. With these values as our core principles,
we will provide guidance and planning that make your goals and
financial security our priority. We strive for passion, humility and
professionalism in all of our interactions.

At Andriola, Goldberg & Associates, we strive to work closely with
each client to explore the full range of opportunities their wealth
can bring and advise them on the best strategies for harnessing its
potential throughout their life.

Andriola, Goldberg & Associates, A private wealth advisory practice of Ameriprise Financial Services, Inc.
401 Franklin Avenue, Suite 101 | Garden City, NY 11530

Office: 516-345-2600
andriolagoldbergandassociates.com

• Personalized financial planning and investments

• Strategies for retirement distribution, tax planning and risk management

• Estate planning strategies and multigenerational wealth transfer

Investors should conduct their own evaluation of a financial professional as working with a financial advisor is not a guarantee of future financial success. Ameriprise Financial Services, Inc., Member FINRA and SIPC.

We Focus on Financial

and Emotional

Structure to Build

a More Confident

RetirementTWO-YEAR WINNER

http://andriolagoldbergandassociates.com
http://www.fivestarprofessional.com
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Left to right: Julie Jackson, Portfolio Manager; Lee Robertson, CFA®, Portfolio Manager; Harry O’Mealia, Chief Executive Officer;
2015 New York Five Star award winner Paul J. Benziger, CFA®, Managing Director, Portfolio Manager; Kathy L. Nalywajko, CTFA®, Business Development

Executive

Left to Right: 2014 Cincinnati Five Star award winner Ron Bates, Managing Director,
Lead SRI Portfolio Manager; Michael L. Masterson, CFA®, Portfolio Manager

Paul Benziger and Ron Bates, both winners of the Five Star Wealth Manager award, and their colleagues are part of 1919 Investment Counsel.
The company’s legacy firm, Scudder, Stevens, and Clark, pioneered the investment counsel industry in 1919 based on the principles of
educating clients and providing investment solutions aimed at meeting clients’ specific needs within the context of their overall financial
situations. Today at 1919 Investment Counsel, these teams carry on the legacy of their founders by maintaining the culture they created and
delivering relevant, comprehensive investment advice to clients.

640 Fifth Avenue, 9th Floor, New York, NY 10019 | Phone: 212-554-7101 | Fax: 212-554-7135
600 Vine Street, Suite 2000, Cincinnati, OH 45202 | Phone: 513-562-8522 | Fax: 513-621-7665

1919ic.com

Investment Boutique With Significant Resources

• Tailored portfolios at the security level

• Socially responsive investing

• Family office services

• Customized estate and financial planning

• Trust advisory and services

• Direct access to portfolio managers

http://1919ic.com
http://www.fivestarprofessional.com


                
                    
                    

                      
                 

                       
                   

         
                 

                 
      

      

  

280 Park Avenue, 29th West
New York, NY 10017

Direct: 212-916-8808
Toll-free: 800-962-2243

florina.shutin@wfadvisors.com
www.fshutin@wfadv.com

A Personal Approach to Wealth Management

• Focused investment strategies

• Results driven

• Continuity through multigenerational relationships

Two-year winner Florina Shutin, First Vice President – Investments, Financial Advisor

An award-winning financial advisor with a personal approach to investing, Florina Shutin
has been providing high-net-worth individuals and families with quality, personalized
investing and planning services since 1993. Focused on dependability and consistency,
she understands the importance of effective and open communication in creating and
maintaining successful client relationships, offering them direct access, transparency and
expertise to help reach their financial goals.

Florina Shutin

TWO-YEAR WINNER

425 Park Avenue, 24th Floor
New York, NY 10022

Phone: 212-406-0850
Fax: 212-406-0867

inquiry@altfest.com
www.altfest.com

mailto:florina.shutin@wfadvisors.com
http://www.fshutin.wfadv.com
mailto:inquiry@altfest.com
http://www.altfest.com
http://www.fivestarprofessional.com
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280 Park Avenue, 29th West
New York, NY 10017

Phone: 212-916-0423
Toll-free: 800-962-2243

susan.wiener@wellsfargoadvisors.com
www.swiener@wfadvisors.com

• Navigating life’s transitions

• Customized wealth management

• Asset preservation strategies

• Retirement planning professional

• Income distribution planning

As a CERTIFIED FINANCIAL PLANNER™ professional and wealth advisor, Susan helps high-net-worth
individuals and families navigate today’s challenging investment landscape. She provides
guidance in: customized investment management, asset allocation, income distribution
and multigenerational transfer.

Susan P. Wiener
CFP®, Vice President — Investment Officer

280 Park Avenue, Suite 29W | New York, NY 10017

Phone: 212-916-0436
Fax: 212-916-0489 | Toll-free: 800-962-2248

judith.m.kasen@wellsfargoadvisors.com
www.wfadvisors.com/judith.m.kasen

Simple, Straightforward and Strategic Road Map to Financial Success

• Provides tailored financial advice that acknowledges
your individual values while building a strong
financial future

• Prioritizes asset preservation while expertly navigating
the risks and rewards of our ever-changing financial
climate

• Works with every generation to assess their financial
goals to complement their day-to-day needs

• Offers friendly and clear financial strategy with a direct
knowledge of the needs of nontraditional families

2015 winner Judith M. Kasen, Vice President – Investments, Fundamental Choice Portfolio Manager

Judith Kasen builds successful financial futures for her clients. She does this by bringing 18
years of Wall Street experience through a lifetime of caring and dedication. When working
with Judith Kasen, you can expect a personal touch, extraordinary attention, openness
and understanding. Should you work with Judith Kasen, she will request you bring three
important assets to your portfolio — your interests, family and relationships. She will bring
her time, energy and expertise, making any financial goal a reality.

Judith M. Kasen
Vice President – Investments

mailto:susan.wiener@wellsfargoadvisors.com
http://www.swiener.wfadvisors.com
mailto:judith.m.kasen@wellsfargoadvisors.com
http://www.wfadvisors.com/judith.m.kasen
http://www.fivestarprofessional.com


                
                    
                    

                      
                 

                       
                   

         
                 

                 
      

    

  

• Comprehensive financial planning approach
• Customized retirement strategies
• Wealth transfer techniques

Scott Jay Matalon is an Ameriprise financial advisor with more than 10
years of planning experience. He consistently works to bring financial
solutions to his clients by creating unique and customized portfolios.
Scott tracks his clients’ detailed financial plans and adjusts them
according to economic conditions. He strives to help his clients feel
confident and secure about their financial future.

200 Broadhollow Rd., Ste. 302
Melville, NY 11747

Office: 631-760-2270

Scott.Matalon@ampf.com
ameripriseadvisors.com/
scott.matalon

We Shape Financial Solutions for a Lifetime®

Investors should conduct their own evaluation of a financial professional

as working with a financial advisor is not a guarantee of future financial success.

Ameriprise Financial Services, Inc., Member FINRA and SIPC.

TWO-YEAR WINNER

• Comprehensive financial planning
• Portfolio management
• Institutional sales coverage

Noah has been helping his clients achieve their financial goals since
1993 and is honored to receive the Five Star Professional award.
Conservative by nature, Noah has used a combination of solid dividend-
paying stocks, large cap growth funds and utilities to navigate during
these uncertain times and preserve capital. He frequently discusses
the market with top fund managers in Manhattan and relays that
information to his clients.

750 Third Ave., 9th Fl.
New York, NY 10017

Office: 212-342-7432

nsanders@americanportfolios.com
www.apnycsanders.com

American Portfolios

Wealth Management Using Creative Strategies

Securities offered through American Portfolios Financial Services, Inc. Member FINRA/SIPC. Advisory Services and

Products offered through American Portfolios Advisors, Inc., an SEC-Registered Investment Advisor.

TWO-YEAR WINNER

• Strategies for retirement distribution, tax planning and risk
management

• Personalized, holistic advice tailored to meet clients’ financial
planning and investment goals

• Estate and financial planning strategies as well as
multigenerational wealth transfer

Todd feels privileged to have received the Five Star Wealth Manager
award, an honor which is only given to wealth managers who have
demonstrated excellence in their field. Over the years, Todd has
helped clients navigate the complex world of investments through
personalized service and advice.

Geller & Associates, A financial
advisory practice of Ameriprise
Financial Services, Inc.

200 Broadhollow Rd., Ste. 302
Melville, NY 11747

Phone: 631-760-2271

Todd.Geller@ampf.com

Over 23 Years of Experience Helping Clients

Investors should conduct their own evaluation of a financial professional as working with a financial advisor is

not a guarantee of future financial success. Ameriprise Financial Services, Inc., Member FINRA and SIPC.

Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC (“Morgan Stanley”), its affiliates and Morgan Stanley Financial

Advisors or Private Wealth Advisors do not provide tax or legal advice. Clients should consult their tax

advisor for matters involving taxation and tax planning and their attorney for matters involving trust and

estate planning and other legal matters. ©2015 Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC. Member SIPC.

• Accredited Domestic Partnership AdvisorSM (ADPA®)

• Accessible

• Proactive

• Service-oriented

As part of my overall financial planning practice, I obtained the ADPA®
designation (joining a select group of less than 40 in New York state as
of October 28, 2014). This allows me to incorporate financial planning
for domestic partners into my practice in areas such as wealth transfers,
taxation, retirement planning and estate planning.

31 W 52nd St., 23rd Fl.
New York, NY 10019

Phone: 212-230-3556
Fax: 212-230-3557

carol.j.richards@morganstanley.com
www.morganstanleyfa.com/therichardsgroup

Planning in a NewWorld

TWO-YEAR WINNER

mailto:nsanders@americanportfolios.com
http://www.apnycsanders.com
mailto:Scott.Matalon@ampf.com
http://ameripriseadvisors.com/scott.matalon
mailto:Todd.Geller@ampf.com
mailto:carol.j.richards@morganstanley.com
http://www.morganstanleyfa.com/therichardsgroup
http://www.fivestarprofessional.com
http://ameripriseadvisors.com/scott.matalon
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• Customized, goals-based, comprehensive plans

• Attentive and personalized client service

• Independent and objective guidance

• Long-term, client-focused relationships

I believe success in achieving important financial goals starts with a
comprehensive wealth strategy. I will help you define what is most
important to you and then formulate the strategies that are suited
for your needs, whether you are accumulating wealth or investing
for income, solidifying your retirement plan or devising a distribution
approach that meets your lifestyle and legacy goals.

101 Park Ave., 24th Fl.
New York, NY 10178

Phone: 212-503-2397
Toll-free: 800-323-7788

karen.f.masri@morganstanley.com
www.morganstanleyfa.com/masri

©2015 Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC. Member SIPC.

• More than 20 years of comprehensive wealth management

• Relationship and service driven

• Personalized investment strategies

In a world of uncertainty and complexity, the one constant must be
the advisor’s unwavering commitment and service to the client. For
more than 20 years, I have personalized wealth strategies by listening
first and planning based on each individual’s unique situation with a
focused eye on the wealth distribution cycle.

250 Crossways Park Dr.
Woodbury, NY 11797

Phone: 917-626-3248

richard_habib@glic.com

Park Avenue Securities

Invested in Your Financial Health

Registered Representative and Financial Advisor of Park Avenue Securities LLC (PAS). Securities products

and advisory services offered through PAS, member FINRA, SIPC. Financial Representative of The Guardian

Life Insurance Company of America (Guardian), New York, NY. PAS is an indirect, wholly-owned subsidiary

of Guardian. 2014-13806 Exp 10/16.

TWO-YEAR WINNER

• Wealth management specializing in medical professionals,
women and pre- and post-retirees

• Personalized investment and financial planning solutions

• Superior one-on-one service

For nearly 30 years, Jerry has been sought after for his insights and
advice on building and preserving personal wealth. Working with a
team of financial professionals, he provides families and individuals
with a sensible and objective road map to managing money, pursuing
wealth and helping to secure their financial future.

345 Seventh Ave., Fl. 21
New York, NY 10001

Office: 646-562-0844
Direct: 646-339-0911

JBarbalatt@ParkerAllen.com
www.ParkerAllen.com

• Comprehensive wealth management

• Guarding and protecting your wealth

• Four bucket approach to purposeful investing

We understand how confusing and scary planning for retirement can
be for you. That is why, since 1959, our team has been helping affluent
individuals, with special attention given to women in transition, take
charge of their financial futures via our Four Cornerstones of Wealth
Program. As the top wealth manager in the country for the past eight
years for our broker-dealer, frequent speaker and bestselling author
of “How to Avoid Bag Lady Syndrome: A Strong Woman’s Guide to
Financial Peace of Mind,” we have the expertise to help you to retire
comfortably and remain comfortably retired.

2 Park Ave., Ste. 300
New York, NY 10016

Direct: 212-681-0460
Office: 212-681-0459

lance@druckerwealth.com
www.druckerwealth.com

Where Do You Turn for Advice?

A4CM-1023-04E2.

THREE-YEAR WINNER

mailto:karen.f.masri@morganstanley.com
http://www.morganstanleyfa.com/masri
mailto:richard_habib@glic.com
mailto:JBarbalatt@ParkerAllen.com
http://www.ParkerAllen.com
mailto:lance@druckerwealth.com
http://www.druckerwealth.com
http://www.fivestarprofessional.com


                
                    
                    

                      
                 

                       
                   

         
                 

                 
      

      

  

KBK Wealth
Management

28 West 44th St.

New York, NY 10036

Office: 212-944-8501

Fax: 212-944-8531

MK@KBKWealth.com

www.kbkwealth.com

Michael Kessler
CFP®, AIF®

TWO-YEAR WINNER

Financial planning is not just about the numbers.
It is also about your dreams and goals. I work with
each client on a personalized basis to understand
what is most important to them and their families.

333 Earle Ovington Blvd., Ste. 903

Mitchel Field, NY 11553

Office: 516-479-5837

edward.p.reilly@ampf.com

ameripriseadvisors.com/

edward.p.reilly

Edward Reilly
Financial Advisor, CFP®, CRPC®, CMFC®,AAMS®, ChFC®

TWO-YEAR WINNER

Mr. Fatoullah advises high-net-worth individuals
and affluent families on a wide range of wealth
management solutions, including portfolio
construction, asset allocation, risk management,
and tax and estate planning. He provides
unbiased advice, creative investment solutions,
personalized service and total transparency.

• Over 20 years of experience

• Three-dimensional approach to financial planning

Traditional financial planning focuses on needs and wants. These
change several times throughout one’s life. At Legatus Group,
we believe in looking beyond these limitations. First, establish a
foundation to address the needs that never change. Second, we
explore each client’s full financial potential.

675 Third Ave., Ste. 900
New York, NY 10017

Phone: 646-898-3562
Fax: 646-898-3563

yagar_joe@nlvmail.com
www.ExploreLegatus.com

Find a financial planner who will take the time to educate you,

eliminate the mystery and put you on the correct path.
— Five Star award winner
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The Five Star Wealth Manager award, administered by Crescendo Business Services, LLC (dba Five Star Professional), is based on 10 objective criteria: 1. Credentialed as a registered investment
adviser or a registered investment adviser representative; 2. Active as a credentialed professional in the fi nancial services industryforaminimumof5years;3.Favorableregulatoryandcomplaint
history review (As defi ned by Five Star Professional, the wealth manager has not: A. Been subject to a regulatory action that resulted in a license being suspended or revoked, or payment of 
a fi ne; B. Had more than a total of three customer complaints fi led against them [settled or pending] with any regulatory authority or Five Star Professional’s consumer complaint process. 
Unfavorable feedback may have been discovered through a check of complaints registered with a regulatory authority or complaints registered through Five Star Professional’s consumer 
complaint process; C. Individually contributed to a fi nancial settlement of a customer complaint fi led with a regulatory authority; D. Filed for personal bankruptcy; E. Been convicted of a felony); 
4. Fulfi lled their fi rm review based on internal standards; 5. Accepting new clients; 6. One-year client retention rate; 7. Five-year client retention rate; 8. Non-institutional 
discretionary and/or non-discretionary client assets administered; 9. Number of client households served; 10. Education and professional designations. Wealth managers do 
not pay a fee to be considered or awarded. Once awarded, wealth managers may purchase additional profi le ad space or promotional products. The award methodology 
does not evaluate the quality of services provided and is not indicative of the winner’s future performance. 2,729 New York wealth managers were considered for the award; 
212 (8 percent of candidates) were named Five Star Wealth Managers.
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I am proud to have won the Five Star award
granted to a group of less than 8 percent of more
than 2,700 wealth managers in the metro NYC
region. As independent advisors registered with
the SEC, we offer unbiased investment advice
to our clients. I am recipients of this award as a
result of the exceptional service we provide to
you, our valued client.

250 W 57th St., Ste. 2322

New York, NY 10107

Office: 212-489-0100

lmay@swmgrp.com

Lawrence E. May
President and Founder, CLU®, CFP®, AIF®

Investment Advice offered through Strategic Wealth Management Group, securities
offered through May Capital Group, LLC.

TWO-YEAR WINNER

• A disciplined, systematic approach to investing,
incorporating all the tools available through Wells
Fargo Advisors to help achieve clients’goals

• Accountable financial advice

• Helping you live the life you’ve imagined

375 Park Ave., 10th Fl.

New York, NY 10152

Phone: 212-214-3303

Fax: 212-214-3348

curtis.terkuile@

wellsfargoadvisors.com

Curtis ter Kuile
Managing Director Investments

Wells Fargo Advisors, LLC, Member SIPC. [CAR 1014-01426].

For 30 years, my high-net-worth clients have
turned to me to help them set long-term
financial goals. We use wealth management
and managed-money strategies designed to
achieve their need for growth and income with
protection of assets.

450 Lexington Ave.

New York, NY 10017

Office: 212-878-3921

gilbert.h.levine@morganstanley.com

morganstanleyfa.com/gilbert_levine

Gilbert H. Levine
Senior VP, Financial Advisor Wealth Management

©2015 Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC. Member SIPC.

TWO-YEAR WINNER

I offer comprehensive, objective financial advice
to clients who desire a high level of personal
service. As portfolio manager, I utilize customized
core/satellite portfolio methodology designed
for the growth and protection of client assets.

855 Franklin Ave.

Garden City, NY 11530

Phone: 516-227-2856

james.warfield@morganstanley.com

www.morganstanleyfa.com/james.

warfield

James Warfield
Vice President, CFP®, Portfolio Manager

©2015 Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC. Member SIPC.

As a former attorney, Jolie helps professionals
manage their finances intelligently. She advises
on financial, insurance and debt planning. Jolie
builds strong, long-lasting relationships based
on trust, integrity and superior client service.

31 W 52nd St., 23rd Fl.

New York, NY 10019

Direct: 212-603-6132

Toll-free: 800-654-1557

Jolie.Calella@MorganStanley.com

www.MorganStanleyfa.com/Jolie.Calella

Jolie Ann Calella
Vice President, Financial Advisor, CFP®

Certified Financial Planner Board of Standards Inc. owns the certification
marks CFP®, CERTIFIED FINANCIAL PLANNER™ and federally registered CFP (with

flame design) in the U.S. Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC offers insurance
products in conjunction with its licensed insurance agency affiliates.

©2015 Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC. Member SIPC.

Over the years, my partner and I have built our
wealth management business upon the principle
that each client needs a client-specific solution
tailored to their individual risk tolerance and
wealth management needs.

855 Franklin Ave.

Garden City, NY 11530

Office: 516-227-2968

jr.m.maher@morganstanley.com

morganstanleyfa.com/

maher_moelis/groupdetail

Michael J. Maher, Jr.
Financial Advisor

©2015 Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC. Member SIPC.

TWO-YEAR WINNER

Offering tailored advice to high-net-worth
individuals seeking seasoned, professional
investment advice, entrepreneurs desiring solid
improvement in their corporate retirement planning
strategies and families needing multigenerational
solutions for special needs members.

530 Fifth Ave.

New York, NY 10036

Cell: 914-572-1887

Office: 917-472-2668

thomas.d.mccandless@ampf.com

ameripriseadvisors.com/thomas.d.mccandless

Thomas D. McCandless
Financial Advisor, CFA®

Investors should conduct their own evaluation of a financial professional
as working with a financial advisor is not a guarantee of future financial

success. Ameriprise Financial Services, Inc., Member FINRA and SIPC.

Intelligent investing requires insight. I gained
mine by 30 years in finance with the Federal
Bank Board, the United Nations and on Wall
Street. Using prudent, innovative strategies,
I help clients protect and grow their capital,
establish dependable streams of income, reduce
taxable obligations and alert them to attractive
opportunities and unseen risks.

One Liberty Plaza

New York City, NY 10006

Phone: 212-978-1125

Toll-free: 800-552-2243

michael.feinman@wfadvisors.com

Michael Wayne Feinman
Senior Vice President Investments

Wells Fargo Advisors, LLC, Member SIPC. [CAR 1014-06379].

I manage clients’ accounts, helping clients with
their financial problems and helping them meet
their goals in order for them to maintain their
lifestyle. I work with high-net-worth individuals
and businesses.

1 Liberty Plaza

New York, NY 10006

Phone: 212-978-1124

Toll-free : 800-552-2243, Ext. 1124

victoria.balsamo@

www.wfadvisors.com

Victoria Balsamo
First Vice President Investments, CFP®

Wells Fargo Advisors, LLC, Member SIPC. [CAR 1014-04364].
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Estate Planning

Daniel Munroe · AXA Advisors

Financial Planning

Ilyas Akbar · AXA Advisors

Gregory P. Alerte · Gregory & 
Company

Lewis Jay Altfest · 
Altfest Personal Wealth 
Management     Page 4

Robert Amoruso  · AXA 
Advisors

Philip Pat Andriola · 
Andriola, Goldberg & 
Associates/Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.     
Page 2

Paul Annunziato · Morgan 
Stanley

Julie W. Bae · Merrill Lynch

Timothy Baker · Morgan 
Stanley

Jerry Barbalatt · Parker Allen 
& Company     Page 7

Douglas Boneparth · Life and 
Wealth Planning

Robert Boykoff · Merrill Lynch

Alan Brachfeld · KBK Wealth 
Management

Randy Cintron · Merrill Lynch

Quintino Ciuffetelli · 
Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.

Anthony Colella · Signature 
Securities

Charles Comer · Family Office 
Advisors

Karen Frederica Craddock · 
Morgan Stanley     Page 7

Sharon Cunningham · Morgan 
Stanley

Robert F. DeStefano · 
Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.

Mark Dorfman · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

Jesse Downing · Merrill Lynch

Lance Drucker · Drucker 
Wealth Management     

Page 7

Robert Eigen · Morgan 
Stanley

Josh Fatoullah · LPL Financial     
Page 8

Susan Feitelberg · Morgan 
Stanley

Preston Forman · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

John Gatto · Morgan Stanley

Todd Geller · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.     
Page 6

Peter A. Gelwarg · Morgan 
Stanley

Miguel Gonzalez · Cortburg 
Retirement Planning

M. Keefe Gorman · Merrill 
Lynch

Howard Grace · Morgan 
Stanley

James Graves · Merrill Lynch

Jason Haberman · Morgan 
Stanley

Richard Habib · Park Avenue 
Securities     Page 7

John Halasz · The Marche 
Group/Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.

Sharon Hayut · Morgan 
Stanley

Mariano Henin · Andrew 
Garrett

Steve Herskovits · MetLife 
Securities

Kenneth Hoffman · HSW 
Advisors

Todd Hubley · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

Daniel Kahn · Morgan Stanley

Michael Kane · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

Adam Katzman · Park Avenue 
Securities

Jeffrey Kerman · Wealth 
Partners Advisors

Michael Kessler · KBK Wealth 
Management     Page 8

Kerri Kimball · Apogee Wealth 
Advisors

Gerard Klingman · Klingman 
and Associates

Andrew Krakauer · AXA 
Advisors

Andrew P. Kraus · Merrill 
Lynch

Jonathan S. Kuttin · Kuttin-
Metis Wealth Management/
Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.

Michele Landa-Brooker · 
Morgan Stanley

Adam Lang · Morgan Stanley

Ryan Charles Lewis · Morgan 
Stanley

Michael Lysenko · Morgan 
Stanley

Michael Maher, Jr. · Morgan 
Stanley     Page 9

Anthony Maneri, Jr. · 
Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.

Scott Jay Matalon · 
Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.     Page 6

Michael Mattiello · Merrill 
Lynch

Kenneth Mayer · Morgan 
Stanley

Lou Mazzone · Signature Bank

Steven Mechlowicz · Morgan 
Stanley

Deborah Montaperto · 
Morgan Stanley

Albert Murad · Merrill Lynch

Marcia Namowitz · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

Heather R. Nidetch · Merrill 
Lynch

Syed Nishat · Wall Street 
Financial Group

Stephen Oliver · Manhattan 
Ridge Advisors

Jonathan V. O’Reilly · Morgan 
Stanley

Michael Paris · Paris 
International

Jerome Pasichow · Park 
Avenue Securities

Jeremy Paul · RLP Wealth 
Advisors

Mitchell Pearson · AXA 
Advisors

Kevin Peters · Morgan Stanley

Thomas J. Raleigh · MetLife 
Securities

Edward Reilly · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.     
Page 8

Carol Richards · Morgan 
Stanley     Page 6

Ronald Rienas · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

Lee Rosen · Morgan Stanley

John C. Ross · Strategies For 
Wealth

Karen Roth · Apogee Wealth 
Advisors

Michael Sangirardi · 
Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.

Jonathan Satovsky · Satovsky 
Asset Management

Robert Schnell · Morgan 
Stanley

Caren Sgarlato · MetLife 
Securities

Marybeth Sharkey · 
Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.

Daniel Sherman · Morgan 
Stanley

Elliot Silverstein · AXA 
Advisors

Jeffrey Leonard Slothower · 
Merrill Lynch

Richard Steinberg · HSW 
Advisors

Gary Stevens · Morgan 
Stanley

Alexander R. Suero · Morgan 
Stanley

Matthew Thompson · Morgan 
Stanley

Matthew Tortoso · Morgan 
Stanley

David Volkman · Wealth 
Partners Advisors

Philip Von Arx · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

Austin J. Warrin · Morgan 
Stanley

Jordan Waxman · HSW 
Advisors

Michael Weston · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

David Wilson · Watts Capital 
Partners

Joseph Yagar · Equity 
Services     Page 8

Chenwei Yang · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

Aadil Zaman · Wall Street 
Financial Group

Investments

Karen Caplan Altfest · 
Altfest Personal Wealth 
Management     Page 4

Inderpal Anand · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

Michael Arabio · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC
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Certified Financial Planner Board of Standards Inc. owns the certification marks CFP®, CERTIFIED FINANCIAL PLANNER™ and the federally registered CFP (with flame logo) in the U.S., which it awards 

to individuals who successfully complete CFP Board’s initial and ongoing certification requirements. The Chartered Financial Consultant credential [ChFC®] is a financial planning designation 

awarded by The American College. 

James Bais · Morgan Stanley

Victoria Balsamo · Wells 
Fargo Advisors, LLC     Page 9

Ira Bauman · Morgan Stanley

Paul Benziger · 19/19 
Investment Counsel     
Page 3

John Beriau · Merrill Lynch

David Bieber · Morgan Stanley

Leonard Boccia · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Peter Borowsky · Morgan 
Stanley

Kenneth Bracht · Morgan 
Stanley

Robert Brevetti · Morgan 
Stanley

Steven Brill · Clear Point 
Advisors

Jeremy Burch · Morgan 
Stanley

Jolie Ann Calella · Morgan 
Stanley     Page 9

Jay Canell · Morgan Stanley

Neil Canell · Morgan Stanley

Roy Ceder-Franco · Morgan 
Stanley

Andrew Cohen · Citigroup 
Global Markets

Edward Collins · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Edward Condura · Hornor 
Townsend & Kent

Seth Coren · Morgan Stanley

Jeffrey DiNapoli · Morgan 
Stanley

Jesse Eaton · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Michael Wayne Feinman · 
Wells Fargo Advisors, LLC     

Page 9

Richard Fitzburgh · RBC 
Capital Markets

Oscar David Flores de Valgaz · 
Forefront Capital Markets

Bryan Fowlkes · Merrill Lynch

Kenneth Gatto · Morgan 
Stanley

Raymond George III · Merrill 
Lynch

Anthony George Gero · RBC 
Capital Markets

Mark Goldman · Wunderlich 
Securities

Josh Haber · Citigroup Global 
Markets

E. Herbert Hafen · Morgan 
Stanley

David Harris · Tocqueville 
Asset Management

Stanley Hochhauser · Janney 
Montgomery Scott

Matthew Hughes · Morgan 
Stanley

Edward J. Igel · Morgan 
Stanley

Harvey Kadden · Morgan 
Stanley

Judith M. Kasen · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC     Page 5

Wayne S. Kimbell · Morgan 
Stanley

Alexandra Koch  · Morgan 
Stanley

Morris Krimolovsky · Wells 
Fargo Advisors, LLC

Jessica Lee · Merrill Lynch

Michael Leopold · Morgan 
Stanley

Gilbert H. Levine · Morgan 
Stanley     Page 9

Arie Levy · Morgan Stanley

Mark Levy · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Mark Lewis · Morgan Stanley

Lawrence Liebers · Merrill 
Lynch

Ludgy Lilavois · Charles 
Schwab & Company

Joseph Maiullo IV · Morgan 
Stanley

Terence Markey · Morgan 
Stanley

F. Stephen Masri · Merrill 
Lynch

Roger Matloff · Merrill Lynch

Michael Mattes · Merrill Lynch

Lawrence May · May Capital 
Group     Page 9

Thomas McCandless · 
Ameriprise Financial 
Services, Inc.     Page 9

John Meitner · RBC Capital 
Markets

Michael Meltzer · Tocqueville 
Asset Management

John Millett · Merrill Lynch

Ian Millman · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Jonathan Millman · Wells 
Fargo Advisors, LLC

John Mirsepahi · Morgan 
Stanley

Steven Nadler · Morgan 
Stanley

Erick Nehme · Merrill Lynch

Sergio Nicolosi · Morgan 
Stanley

Mihir Patel · Morgan Stanley

Heather Perlmutter · 
Tocqueville Asset 
Management

Keith Petrus · Dominick & 
Dominick

Steven Quinn · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Elias Rauch · Gitterman 
Associates Wealth 
Management

Christopher Michael Reagan · 
MetLife Securities

Robin M. Reich  · Merrill Lynch

Ira Resnick · Morgan Stanley

Joseph Rohan · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Katie G. Rouff-Ward · Wells 
Fargo Advisors, LLC

Andres Rubinstein · Morgan 
Stanley

Christopher Rusk · First 
Republic Investment 
Management

Alan Rutchik · Morgan Stanley

Noah Sanders · American 
Portfolios Financial 
Services     Page 6

Daniel Saunders · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Robert Schmidt · Morgan 
Stanley

Stephen Seremetis · 
Oppenheimer & Company

Christopher Adam Seshadri · 
Morgan Stanley

Florina Shutin · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC     Page 4

Ana Luiza Sigaud · Merrill 
Lynch

Mitchell Stein · Morgan 
Stanley

Sybil Sternlieb · Merrill Lynch

Kristopher Tedeschi · Wells 
Fargo Advisors, LLC

Jerrold Tepper · Morgan 
Stanley

Curtis ter Kuile · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC     Page 9

Christopher Tisi · Morgan 
Stanley

Chris Toomey · Morgan 
Stanley

Arthur Vale · Merrill Lynch

Mario Veneroso · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Brett Vetensky · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Jay Vodofsky · First Manhattan 
Company

David B. Volkman · Ameriprise 
Financial Services, Inc.

James J. Warfield · Morgan 
Stanley     Page 9

Andrew Wayne · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Cory Weiser · MetLife 
Securities

Ed Wentzheimer · Morgan 
Stanley

Susan Wiener · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC     Page 5

Alan Yakuboff · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC

Todd Yannuzzi · Morgan 
Stanley

John Zografos · Wells Fargo 
Advisors, LLC
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designer gets no commissions, or if a con-
sultant gets no clients, or if an ad-copy 
writer is sought out by no one, are they still 
who they are? “You’re still a lawyer when 
you’re not in the courtroom,” says Ashford. 
“But nonstandard workers only are who 
they are when they’re doing it.”

Which raises the question of whether 
certain types of people are better suited to 
the new freelance economy—namely, 
those who can tolerate frequent lon-
gueurs and stoutly withstand rejection. 

Oswald and Blanchflower argue that 
no one particular suite of childhood per-
sonality traits can predict who will later 
become self-employed. They scrutinized 
two data sets that followed around 12,000 
Britons at regular intervals throughout 
their lives and never once found a com-
mon denominator. “It is access to start-up 
capital that matters,” they say. But there is 
a countervailing school of thought. Paul 
Graham, an essayist and a venture capi-
talist, says being “relentlessly resourceful” 
is what separates successful entrepre-
neurs from the rest. Dane  Stangler, vice-
president of research and policy at the 
Kauffman Foundation, says that the best 
of them tend to be problem solvers, rather 
than those who simply adapt to inconve-
niences. In 2003, a trio of psychologists 
from the University of Georgia followed  
a sample of college alums from the  
same southeastern university and found 
that the qualities of “proactiveness,” 
“insight” (focus and self-awareness), and 
“openness” were the most definitive pre-
dictors of success in the boundaryless 
work economy. 

The other quality that seems essential to 
this way of life is extroversion—or, at the 
very least, a willingness to network, accu-
mulate contacts, and promote one’s own 
work. “It’s not just doing the work. It’s 
acquiring the work,” says Schawbel of Mil-
lennial Branding. Schawbel is a good 
example: He published more than 23 arti-
cles in the run-up to his latest book, Pro-
mote Yourself, in order to drum up atten-
tion; at his book launch, he mentioned 
that he’d spent three and a half years trying 
to get himself on the Today show before he 
eventually succeeded.

Always Be Cultivating. It’s the new- 
economy corollary to Always Be Closing, 
Alec Baldwin’s brass-balled motto in Glen-
garry Glen Ross. There’s a whiff of the vul-
gar about it: Self-promotion does not equal 
substance. And something oppressive 
about it, too: The elusive goal of work-life 
balance becomes even harder to achieve 
when a part of you always feels compelled 
to network. In a 2004 paper, Blanchflower 
looked at data examining the well-being of 
the “successful self- employed,” meaning 
those who had at least one employee, from 
30 countries. While he found that the self-
employed did indeed consider themselves 
happier, they were also more apt to report 
stress, exhaustion, and work-life imbalance 
than those in traditional salaried jobs. As  
a 40-something entrepreneur put it to 
me—a man who’s successfully launched 
three companies—there is “no longer a bar-
rier between work life and social life. Every 
interaction is a transaction. There are very 
few friends who are just social.” 

R
egardless of how we feel about 
it, a traditional American office 
life—or career—is becoming 
increasingly rare. Nostalgia for it, 

in some ways, is pointless; we cannot go 
back. In the immortal words of Austin Pow-
ers: “That train has sailed.”

According to Cubed, the whole project 
may have been doomed from the start. 
When the modern office park was born, 
Saval writes, even Businessweek—which 
one imagines would be bullish about all 
tidy-workplace developments—called it a 
place of “illusory” freedom. In 1951, the 
sociologist C. Wright Mills called the new 
booming class of office workers “little 
men.” Saval, more piquantly, dubs them 
“autonomous followers.”

It’s something many American office 
workers still clearly believe themselves to 
be. A few years ago, Jeffrey Pfeffer pub-
lished a paper called “Working Alone: 
Whatever Happened to the Idea of Orga-
nizations as Communities?,” in which he 
let loose a stream of damning statistics: 
Fewer than 40 percent of U.S. workers 
trust their companies to keep their prom-
ises; 52 percent don’t believe what man-
agement tells them; 67 percent “do not 
identify with or feel motivated to drive 
their employer’s business goals.” If that’s 
the case, why not break free?

“We’re between two universes right 
now,” says Sara Horowitz, the founder of 
the Freelancers Union. “There’s no robust 
safety net, yet there’s no going back to the 
old way.” If the future means less stability, 
she says, the least her organization (and 
others like it) can do is make the world 
seem more navigable, providing services 

large employers once did. “We’re trying to 
make freelancing a really good way of 
life,” she says.

And it may well be. But not for every-
one, one fears. Though the  Freelancers 
Union caters mostly to the white-collar 
self-employed—the graphic designers, 
the writers, the landscape architects—12 
percent of freelance workers overall relied 
on some form of government assistance 
during the recession. (“People can taste 
that it can fall apart,” Horowitz says.) 
Those without college educations and val-
ued skills are in an especially tenuous 
position. “Even the worst-paid artist,” says 
Florida, “isn’t in the same universe as low-
wage workers.”

This isn’t hyperbole. According to an 
analysis done by Economic Modeling Spe-
cialists International, a firm Florida often 
uses for his research, the median wage for 
freelancers in arts and design in New York 
City is $17.46 per hour; for contingent food-
service workers, on the other hand, it’s 
$7.62. What’s more, the wages of freelance 
artists and designers in this city exceed the 
national median by $1.30 an hour, whereas 
the wages of food-prep workers are $1.51 
per hour less. The freelance economy, in 
other words, is especially punitive to the 
unskilled in this city.

The very words we use to describe these 
two sets of workers have embedded class 
distinctions: We reserve freelancer, with 
the word free in it, for the educated, 
because it implies a lifestyle of creativity 
and self-determination (even if its reali-
ties might be unstable). The term contin-
gent worker, on the other hand, suggests 
you are just that, contingent: disposable, 
clinging to the outside and looking in, 
without any agency at all. According to 
the Government Accountability Office, 
nonstandard workers have both more 
education and less than traditional work-
ers, depending on the type of work they 
do. And it is the less-educated workers 
about whom we should be most con-
cerned as the world of work evolves.

“There are a couple different visions of 
the future,” says Lawrence Katz, an econo-
mist at Harvard. “One is a disaster: The 
cognitive elite live in their gated communi-
ties, and everyone competes to provide 
services for them at very low wages.” The 
other, he says, is more humane: “We invest 
in everyone.” He says the first arrangement 
is unsustainable. But he concedes that the 
second would only be possible if American 
education looked very different from  
the way it does now, and the social safety 
net, for which our country is hardly 
renowned, were a lot thicker. “It may well 
be,” he says, “that the secure future was a 
50- to 75-year blip.” ■

To the Office, With Love 
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Fight pancreatic cancer. Visit curePC.org.

Pancreatic cancer has no warning. Once diagnosed it can be too late. The Lustgarten 
Foundation funds research to find a cure.�:LWK�&DEOHYLVLRQ·V�VXSSRUW�������RI�HYHU\�
GROODU�GRQDWHG�WR�WKH�)RXQGDWLRQ�JRHV�GLUHFWO\�WR�SDQFUHDWLF�FDQFHU�UHVHDUFK��

$FWRU�0LFKDHO�(DO\
Lustgarten Foundation 
Supporter

http://curePC.org
http://curepc.org


NEW HOME FOR  

SEARCH BY WEB# ON
Real estate agents affiliated with The Corcoran Group are independent contractor sales associates and are not employees of The Corcoran Group. Equal Housing Opportunity. The Corcoran Group is a licensed real estate broker 
located at 660 Madison Ave, NY, NY 10065. All listing phone numbers indicate listing agent direct line unless otherwise noted. All information furnished regarding property for sale or rent or regarding financing is from sources 
deemed reliable, but Corcoran makes no warranty or representation as to the accuracy thereof. All property information is presented subject to errors, omissions, price changes, changed property conditions, and withdrawal of 
the property from the market, without notice. All dimensions provided are approximate. To obtain exact dimensions, Corcoran advises you to hire a qualified architect or engineer.

UWS CONDO WITH UNPARALLELED VIEWS

240 Riverside Boulevard. Triple mint full floor

5 bedroom stunner with sweeping river and city

views in sought after Riverside Boulevard building

with grand proportions and 11’ ceilings throughout.

$17.5M WEB# 3376011

Leighton Candler 212.937.6677

GRAND MILLENNIUM CONDO

1965 Broadway, #20A/W 66th St. 3 bedroom condo.

Live across from Lincoln Center in this 3 bedroom and

3 bath condo masterpiece. Views of everything.

Most sought after location and condo building.

$4.695M WEB# 3381620

Cindy Bernat 212.836.1051

THE PLAZA GRAND DUPLEX 

1 Central Park South, #1707/1807. A rare find. 

Personalize and create your own elegant grand 

duplex totaling 4,368 SF. Central Park views from 

every room. Finest white glove services available. 

Must see. $25.5M WEB# 3332318 

Bernice Leventhal 212.937.1699  

SHERRY NETHERLAND THREE BEDROOM

781 Fifth Ave. Wonderful 3 bedroom/3 bath home 

with hotel flexibilities. Seller has two bedrooms 

in hotel pool which covers annual maintenance. 

Fabulous location and services. North, east and 

west exposures. $3.575M WEB# 3126631 

Wendy Richardson 212.360.6572

UWS PENTHOUSE PERFECTION

Riverside Boulevard. Stunning open views from 

every direction and two large private terraces. 

Ingenious layout, 4,673 SF 4 bedroom/4.5 bath 

full floor condominium residence at The Heritage 

at Trump Place. $17.995M WEB# 3374851 

Michelle King 212.875.2975

TRIBECA TROPHY LOFT

Hudson St. One-of-a-kind Architectural Digest 

quality 4,120 SF, 3 BR/3 bath prewar condo loft. XXX 

mint design & finish throughout. Avail furn or unfurn. 

FSB + fabulous RFDK. $13.175M WEB# 3369685 

Patricia Cliff 212.836.1063 

Jonathan Conlon 212.508.7162

ONE-OF-A-KIND   

125 W 87th St. 4-story 17’ wide 3,400 SF single 

occupancy brownstone on a beautiful landmarked 

street, a block from CP with original details. Large 

EIK, LR, FDR, 4 BRs, 3 WBFPs, 50’ garden. Needs 

judicious renovation. $5.995M WEB# 3378183  

Rose Marie Laster & Beth Lowy 212.836.1080 

SPECTACULAR RIVER VIEWS

SPS. Majestic views are framed by oversized windows 

in this 2 bedroom/2.5 bth stunner. Windowed eat-in 

Kit boasts the same custom detail seen in the artisan 

floors, cabinetry, finishes & architectural footprint. 

Utils included in Mt $3,682. $2.45M WEB# 3375328 

Thomas DiDomenico 212.848.0486

SUN-KISSED NINE-ROOM DUPLEX 

E 68th St. Prewar 4 bedroom home with formal 

dining room, library, staff room. 3,200 SF. Skyline 

views and exceptional light from 4 exposures. Wood 

burning fireplace. Washer/dryer. Full service building 

with gym. $3.695M WEB# 3292322    

Sherry Matays 212.875.2831    

http://corcoran.com


THE NEW YEAR

PRIME LOCATION

16 E 94th St. 11 rooms. Rarely available 5 bedroom,  

8 bath 5th/Madison townhouse with five floors, 

elevator to roof deck, high ceilings, 9 fireplaces, 

south facing garden, skylights & beautiful flrs made 

of marble & terracotta. $10.95M WEB# 3135449 

Thomas Wexler 212.360.2288 

  

CHIC SIX STORY CONDO

E 57th St. One-of-a-kind 5,000 SF contemporary 

condo with TH feel. 3-4 BRs, 6 baths and fabulous 

outdoor space. Double-height LR. Chef’s kitchen. 

State-of-the-art gym. Home theatre. Cedar sauna. 

Finest finishes throughout. $10.95M WEB# 3378029 

Hilary Landis 212.605.9217

PRIME COBBLESTONE BLOCK

Tribeca/53 N Moore St. Spacious & sunny loft-like 

condo. 2,436 SF in beautiful DM bldg w/3 common 

roof terraces. 2+ BRs w/room for a 3rd BR, 2 full 

bths. W/D. A/C. Low CCs. $4.35M WEB# 3344010 

Kim Larkin (m) 917.612.8604

Howard Mash (m) 917.940.5802 

STUNNINGLY SOHO CONDO

Soho/10 Sullivan St. Gorgeous 3 bedroom/3.5 baths  

with 11’ ceilings and open dining/living room. New  

Development - Move in November 2015. Full time 

doorman. Gym. Storage/Parking available. $6.517M 

WEB# 3332556 www.10sullivan.com

10 Sullivan Sales Office 212.219.3092

LUXURIOUS PREWAR THREE BEDROOM 

E 60s/Park Ave. Luxurious recently renovated  

three bedroom, library or formal dining room, large 

top-of-the-line eat-in kitchen, open city views,  quiet, 

sun drenched, wood burning fireplace, seconds 

from the Park. $3.85M WEB# 3360230 

Betsy Messerschmitt 212.836.1059 

EXCEPTIONAL PENTHOUSE DUPLEX 

E 76th St. Six rooms. Enjoy breathtaking views 

south and east in this open loft-like home designed 

for modern living on a grand scale. Perfectly situated 

on the 35th & 36th flrs of one of Manhattan’s most 

luxurious F/S condos. $4.3M WEB# 3380883  

Thomas Wexler 212.360.2288 

PRIVATE GARDEN OASIS

Prospect Heights. A 1920 industrial warehouse 

space, The Merchant House was converted to 

condos in 2004. This 3 bedroom/2 bath duplexed 

home has a private garden, storage, and central 

air conditioning. Must see. $1.2M WEB# 3271091  

Brian Giambalvo 718.765.3856 

3,500 SQUARE FOOT LOFT  

169 Spring St, #2E. Sun flooded 3 or 4 bedroom, 

3 bath loft with original 12’ pressed tin ceilings and 

beautiful hardwood floors throughout. Southeast 

exposure. W/D. Abundant storage throughout.  

OK for live/work. $22,500/Mo. WEB# 3381583  

Patricia Dugan 212.821.9154  

CLASSIC SUTTON SPLENDOR

Sutton Place South. 3 bedroom/3 bath with river 

views and spacious layout hallmark this classic. 

Formal living and DR, BRs with ensuite baths and 

chef’s kitchen with top-of-the-line appliances flow 

seamlessly. Mt $3,642. $1.825M WEB# 3359196 

Thomas DiDomenico 212.848.0486   

FOLLOW THE CORCORAN GROUP

http://www.10sullivan.com


GLENWOOD PRESENTS  

ITS NEWEST LUXURY RENTAL

Builder | Owner | Manager
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BRETT MILES

LIC. ASSOC. R. E. BROKER

O: 212.274.7915

C: 917.363.6756

200 EAST 69TH STREET, PHC | $14,950,000

4 Bedrooms | 4.5 Bathrooms

Web# 1987320

THE BRETT MILES

SUPERIOR INK

400 West 12th Street, 6E | $3,150,000

1 Bedroom | 1 Bathroom

Web# 1947380

THE LAUREL

400 East 67th Street, 18C | $11,500/MO

3 Bedrooms | 3.5 Bathrooms

Web# 1959209

20 PINE, THE COLLECTION 

20 Pine Street, PH 3201 | $2,495,000

3 Bedrooms | 2 Bathrooms

Web# 1796550

CONDOMINIUM COLLECTION

575 MADISON AVENUE, NY, NY 10022. 212.891.7000 | © 2014 DOUGLAS ELLIMAN REAL ESTATE. ALL MATERIAL PRESENTED HEREIN IS INTENDED FOR INFORMATION PURPOSES ONLY. WHILE, THIS INFORMATION IS BELIEVED TO BE CORRECT, IT IS 
REPRESENTED SUBJECT TO ERRORS, OMISSIONS, CHANGES OR WITHDRAWAL WITHOUT NOTICE. ALL PROPERTY INFORMATION, INCLUDING, BUT NOT LIMITED TO SQUARE FOOTAGE, ROOM COUNT, NUMBER OF BEDROOMS AND THE SCHOOL DISTRICT 
IN PROPERTY LISTINGS ARE DEEMED RELIABLE, BUT SHOULD BE VERIFIED BY YOUR OWN ATTORNEY, ARCHITECT OR ZONING EXPERT.  EQUAL HOUSING OPPORTUNITY.

http://askelliman.com
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studio x 2

969 Third Avenue @ 58th Street
New York, NY 10022
212 753 2039 | resourcefurniture.com

New York | Los Angeles | Toronto | Vancouver | Calgary | Mexico City | San Francisco & Montreal opening January 2015

Introducing Tango, an entirely new modular concept in sofa/wall bed systems: the perfect blend of function,

comfort, and Clei technology and innovation. Designed and made in Italy by : the global leader

in transformable furniture design for over 50 years. Available exclusively from Resource Furniture.

Tango Sofa/Recliner/Queen Wall Bed | Lift Coffee/Work Table

MARKETPLACE STRICTLY PERSONALS

As seen on TV:

RELATIONSHIP EXPERT & CELEBRITY MATCHMAKER 
For Business Executives and Professionals

Author, Reality TV Star, Media Personality 

. amylaurent.com         (866) 601-3737

Amy Lau
rent

MARKETPLACE  HOME DESIGN

MARKETPLACE  REAL ESTATE

FOR YOUR HOME

APPLIANCES

ALL MAJOR APPLIANCES
 Guar lowest prices. Imm del. Auth dealer.

718-338-3500 / 774-0198 Expert advice.

EXTRA! EXTRA!

PSYCHICS

Psychic Readings by Michael Lafferty
CCs. www.psychicread.com 215-482-6517

http://amylaurent.com
http://resourcefurniture.com
http://www.psychicread.com
http://www.catskillfarms.com
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HEALTH & BEAUTY

HEALTH SPA

LICENSED MASSAGE THERAPY

BUSINESS SERVICES

STOCK MARKET REFUND

212-268-3688— Body Scrub, Bodywork
333 E 49th St Lobby O. herbalfairy.com

Stacey—Body Rejuvenation.
 303 E. 71st St. 212-517-7330

 Spa For Men  Shave, Massage, Waxing.
516-935-1259 2 Jerusalem Ave Iralda

 Elemur Euro Spa Massage, facial, wax,
shave. CCs  940 3rd Ave. 212-588-8895

Spa31, Body treatment, Wax/Shave
35 W 31 St. 212-470-4248 Pat

East Spa 10am - 1am, Bodywork,
Couples Room 212-832-3333

216 E49th St. L&HL, Inc.

Massage,Colonic Therapy,HiEnema
Pvt, Friendly 176  W. 94: 212.222.4868 235
E.51st:212.751.2319. CCs 7 Days 11-8pm

Euro Spa Daisy Massage, Tbl Shower,
Shave, Wax, Facial. CC  115 W. 57th 212-
315-2511 107 W. 82nd #105 212-362-6263

Upscale Russian Body Treatment
1095 2nd Ave. 212.755.7349. Ludmila.

MARKETPLACE  MEDICAL GUIDE

MARKETPLACE  DESIGN DIRECTORY

visit the trusted 
experts in botox®, 
ILŹ� HUV�	�PRGHUQ
injectable beauiy.
FDŹ� �IRU�\RXU�
FRPSOLPHQWDU\ FRQVXOWDWLRQ

212.794.4000  | 625 PARK AVENUE, NY, NY 10065
WWW. IFILLTOWER.COM

@Cosmetique Dermatology,
Laser & Plastic Surgery, LLP

DEBORAH S. SARNOFF, M.D., 

F.A.A.D., F.A.C.P.

Clinical Professor of Dermatology, 
NYU School of Medicine

ROBERT H. GOTKIN, M.D., F.A.C.S.

Lenox Hill Hospital / Manhattan 
Eye, Ear & Throat Hospital

MARKETPLACE HEALTH & FITNESS

For space reservations, contact 

Cheryl Vawdrey at 212. 508.0721  

or email cheryl.vawdrey@nymag.com

DESIGN

DIRECTORY

ADVERTISEMENT

For space reservations,  

contact Cheryl Vawdrey at 212. 508.0721  

or email cheryl.vawdrey@nymag.com

FOR YOUR HOME

ADVERTISEMENT

ADVERTISEMENT

MEDICAL GUIDE
For space reservations, contact Kathleen Fleming at 212.508.0806 

 or email kathleen.fleming@nymag.com
To Advertise in BUSINESS SERVICES

contact Cara Katz at 212-508-0715  
or email cara.katz@nymag.com 

mailto:cheryl.vawdrey@nymag.com
mailto:cheryl.vawdrey@nymag.com
http://IFILLTOWER.COM
mailto:kathleen.fleming@nymag.com
http://herbalfairy.com
mailto:cara.katz@nymag.com
http://www.speedydecorators.com
http://www.wellness54.com
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games

COMPETITION NO. 38:
New Proverbs for a New Year 

Please offer a pithy saying for our time.  
For example:

 Neither a Sharpton nor a Rudy be.

 Tweet once, but email twice. 

 What Would Colbert Do?

 If your selfie is nude, choose wisely  
 your dude. 

Enter on Twitter with the hashtag #2015proverbs,  

or in the comments thread on nymag.com’s Daily Intel,

by January 8.

Winner and runners-up will appear in the next issue of  

New York. Criteria are subjective, but favorited and retweeted 

posts have an edge. The prize is a year’s subscription in print  

or two years on the iPad (winner’s choice). 

no man!
Snowman
caught
impersonating
local parson;
thousands of
marriages
feared invalid.
—@TheStepdaddy

Scrooge Found
Dead; Bloody
Crutch Nearby

—chris.kaiser

Grandma killed
in hit-and-run
DUI by
reindeer-led
sleigh; de Blasio
renews call to
ban carriages.

—@MorganCEM

sun lies to
8-yr.-old: Claims

Santa exists.

—intrepidrider

“It’s not so much

that he sees you.

He watches you

sleep.” A Former Elf

Tells All.

—@DanStabb

Santa: Anti-Semite?

—RealityCzech

Prancer:

“I Always Wanted

to Be a Dancer.”

—@DannyGroner

sleigh
shocker:
blitzen
requests
chanukah off.

“I was born

a Blitzenstein.”

— @debfreedman1

… In which you were asked for a tabloid
approach to a familiar holiday tale.

HONORABLE MENTION TO:

North Pole
Hacking
Scandal: You’ll
Never Guess
Who’s Naughty,
Nice.

—RegisMayhem

Bells on Bobtails
Banned After
Neighbors File
Noise Complaint

—benji

Frosty, Snow
Miser Among
Season’s Worst
Beach Bods

—@kcenicola

scrooge

to poor:

drop dead

—jhartarl

8 brought up

on hazing

charges after

special-needs

reindeer goes

to authorities

—@thestewradio

Woman

seduces Santa,

extorts deed to

platinum mine

—@SarahEWheels

AND THE WINNER IS: 

Ralphie Parker: “I’m the NRA.” 
—@RustyShackleford

RESULTS OF COMPETITION NO. 37:
Christmas Exposés
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Across

 1 Wetland area
 6 Pair on a dinghy
 10 Catch sight of
 14 Run away to marry
 15 Marvin Gaye’s “Can ___ a 

Witness”
 16 Birthday piece

 17 Clarinet cousins
 18 Ship sunk in 1915
 20 Part of a haunted-house scene
 22 Brian of ambient music
 23 Jimmy Eat World’s  

genre
 24 Portland Timbers, Real Salt 

Lake, etc.

 25 Bollywood star  
Aishwarya ___

 27 Mob bosses
 29 ___ the Goalie (hockey 

nickname)
 31 Grass by the house
 32 Serious way to swear
 34 “The ___ Cometh”
 36 He warned of “irrational 

exuberance” in markets
 39 The Who song
 40 “Maybe” musical
 41 Papers, briefly
 42 Prefix meaning “high”
 43 “What ___ thinking?”
 47 Your and my
 48 Honest prez
 50 Picnic crawler
 52 Seek office
 53 You may call the landlord 

about them
 57 “You’ve gotta buy that!”
 58 Red, to the French
 59 Take it easy
 60 Full of good advice
 61 Beginning
 62 “Zip-___-Doo-Dah”
 63 Had too much
 64 Show about a pot-dealing 

mom

Down

 1 Wanted to be petted,  
maybe

 2 Person who sunburns  
easily

 3  Encourage with cheers
 4 Detail
 5 Pronoun with a slash
 6 Painting medium
 7 Juan’s water
 8 C.V.
 9 “And yet …”
 10 “The Lion King” bad guy
 11 Wide view
 12 Resident of a certain 

Japanese island
 13 Earl Grey, say
 19 Six-pointers, for short
 21 Polluted, in a way
 26 Place for the night
 28 Random guesses
 30 Perfect
 31 Skunk’s surname
 33 Artist Yoko
 34 Six outs
 35 Vegas show
 36 Added up (to)
 37 Sport with sticks
 38 Had to do with
 39 Wedding-day words
 42 Virgil epic
 44 Stir up
 45 Increased rapidly
 46 Map features
 48 Real jerk
 49 One way to divide
 51 Emulate Aaron Rodgers
 54 “… ___ the whole thing!”
 55 Relax
 56 Humerus or fibula
 57 Nest-egg money

Once you’ve solved the crossword, email the hidden theme answer to vulturecrossword@nymag.com by January 8. One entrant, drawn at random, will receive a year’s 

subscription in print or a two-year subscription to the iPad edition (winner’s choice). Last issue’s winner was John Cassidy of Staten Island.

The Vulture Crossword Contest: Hidden Track
This puzzle’s contest answer is a song. 

By Matt Gaffney

The ‘New York’ Magazine Competition 
By Christopher Bonanos

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 12 13

14 15 16

17 18 19

20 21

22 23 24 25 26

27 28 29 30 31

32 33 34 35

36 37 38

39 40

41 42 43 44 45 46

47 48 49 50 51 52

53 54 55 56

57 58

59 60 61

62 63 64

mailto:vulturecrossword@nymag.com
http://nymag.com�s
http://www.NYMAG.COM/NEWYORK/CONTESTRULES/


A family run business since 1970 — and still running strong!

An authentic Spanish restaurant located in the West Village. Our
recently revised menu showcases the simple, traditional food
flavors of Spanish culture.

Enjoy simmering paellas from our wood-fired oven or the
Entrecôte a la Parilla, whatever the choice, you will enjoy the
comfort and taste of Spain. We will provide a memorable dining
experience through our passionately created culinary dishes. 

168 West 4th Street 212.242.6480

A premier Italian restaurant ideally located in the heart of the
Theatre District. Because of our proximity to all the major
theaters, and our ability to prepare delicious Italian cuisine
promptly before curtain time, we are the theater lover’s dream.

Begin your taste of Italy with our refreshing Prosciutto con
Frutta Fresca, created with imported prosciutto and seasonal
fruit, or warm up with our Minestrone alla Lombarda, a medley
of seafood kissed with brandy.

342 West 46th Street 212.977.7373

Visit www.PEPESRESTAURANTS.com for locations

http://www.PEPESRESTAURANTS.com
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crossword

Across

 1 Accurse
 5 On ——  (just for fun)
 10 Singer Carly ——  Jepsen
 13 Feudal lord
 18 Golf pro Aoki
 19 Crooner from Honolulu
 20 Irish New Age singer
 22 Blacksmith’s block
 23 Hit by doo-wop group the 

Penguins
 25 Prez’s No. 2
 26 Biblical hymn
 27 Maintenance cost
 28 Publishing’s Penguin merged 

with it in 2013
 31 Itsy- ——
 33 Pelvic bones
 34 Smiled gleefully
 38 “Cabaret” director Bob
 39 With 116-Across, oft-banned 

kids’ book about a male 
penguin couple at the Central 
Park Zoo

 42 Modest skirt style
 43 Schedule position
 44 Pacific island nation
 46 Schlep
 48 He’s not ewe

 49 Chiang Kai- ——  
 50 “Penguins of Madagascar” 

leader
 53 One ——  (individually)
 55 Enrages
 56 Sporty Mazda
 57 Kid’s plea
 59 Vientiane native
 60 Morse-code character
 61 Patented product names: abbr.
 62 Penguin toon on “The Woody 

Woodpecker Show”
 66 A Blues Brothers brother
 68 Where Starbucks started
 71 Abate
 72 Comic strip that debuted 

Opus the Penguin
 74 Mole, maybe
 75 Deface
 76 “Snakes ——  Plane”
 77 Ashcroft’s predecessor
 78 1/16 c. measures
 81 Muse count
 82 Modernized
 85 Penguin species in “March of 

the Penguins” 
 87 Brit. ref. tomes
 88 Where the VC fought
 89 Corrida shouts

 91 “SNL” alumna Cheri
 92 Avian penguin-predator, as in 

“Happy Feet”
 93 Tablet since 2010
 95 Title penguin-owner in a 

1938 book and 2011 film
 98 Old messaging system
 100 Puget Sound port
 102 Phone greeting, in France
 103 Doctrine
 104 The Penguin portrayer in a 

1992 film
 108 Model-kit stickers
 112 Hanging loosely
 115 Country’s McEntire
 116 See 39-Across
 118 Sleep-study subject
 119 Nickname among the Yanks
 120 Gestation loci
 121 Bone under a watch
 122 Give the brush-off
 123 M.O.
 124 Co-Nobelist with Begin
 125 Fence vertical

Down

 1 The Lord, in Lourdes
 2 Exec’s “Stat!”
 3 Ruffalo of “Foxcatcher”

 4 Many are spiral-bound
 5 Copes with change
 6 Actor Chaney
 7 Enraged
 8 Ostrich relative
 9 City on the Rhein
 10 Uprising
 11 Iron-deficiency disorder
 12 Type of coordination a 

catcher needs
 13 Memory slip
 14 Pants-length measurement
 15 A Gabor sister
 16 Baseball’s Hodges
 17 Stately tree
 21 Mil. mail abbr.
 24 Bank “job”
 29 Made fancy
 30 WWII German sub
 32 Bloodstream infection
 35 Pittsburgh Penguins legend
 36 Apt rhyme for cram
 37 Torch-bearing coin
 38 Band with a penguin mascot 

and 1973 album “Penguin”
 39 Came to rest
 40 Noted vintner’s valley
 41 Sacred cup
 43 High-pitched and ear-piercing
 45 Rap-sheet letters
 47 Irish flautist Sir James ——  
 49 Back of a hit 45
 51 Genuine: Ger.
 52 Fence horizontal
 54 Mai ——  (rum drinks)
 56 LXV x XL
 58 Nats’ and Mets’ div.
 61 Beefsteak or Roma
 62 State div.
 63 Uh-huhs
 64 Angola’s capital
 65 WWI Belgian battle site
 67 Mrs. Chaplin, née O’Neill
 68 Mystery writer Grafton
 69 Equivalent of -trix
 70 Not much matter?
 73 Mandate
 74 7-Up alternative
 78 Nice noggin?
 79 Sibling, Uncle Remus–style
 80 Frat. counterpart
 81 Whopper specification, maybe
 82 Module
 83 Big-chair bear
 84 Musician Mischa or Ziggy
 86 Budget vodka brand
 90 Veterinarians, often
 92 Winter driving hazard
 94 Sandy Koufax was one
 96 In-group guy, slangily
 97 Begs
 99 Calls off the romance
 101 Like Yucatecan languages
 103 Puffed on a joint
 105 Strong D.C. lobby
 106 Shock jock Don
 107 “Cheerio!”
 109 Folkie Woody’s son
 110 Biconvex eye part
 111 It may be caned
 112 ——  -relief
 113 Download for 93-Across
 114 Serengeti bovine
 117 Memorable span

The solution to last week’s puzzle appears on page 101.

Penguin Potpourri
New York Crossword by Cathy Allis
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For more information on our rentals visit: WWW.ALGINNY.COM Or call: 212.213.1727
Equal Housing Opportunity

With over 3,500 apartments throughout NYC, we are Manhattan’s first name in Luxury Rentals

UPTOWN•DOWNTOWN
EAST SIDE•WEST SIDE

THE PARKVIEW
108 East 96th Street

THE PEARL
400 East 66th Street

330 EAST 85TH STREET
330 East 85th Street

96TH STREET TOWNHOUSES
128-136 East 96th Street

THE LAURENCE TOWERS
200 East 33rd Street

THE MURRAY PARK
120 East 34th Street

THE LIANE
315 East 21st Street

148 EAST 30TH STREET
148 East 30th Street

THE TOWNSWAY
145 East 27th Street

THE HILARY GARDENS
300 Mercer Street

530 2ND AVENUE
530 2nd Avenue

461 CENTRAL PARK WEST
461 Central Park West

SESSANTA
229 West 60th Street

242 WEST 61ST STREET
242 West 61st Street

>NO FEE

(Queens properties listed on the website)

(Indoor Pool)

http://WWW.ALGINNY.COM
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THE APPROVAL MATRIX  Our deliberately oversimplified guide to who falls where on our taste hierarchies.
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An Illinois woman applied to 
trademark Eric Garner’s last 
words—“I can’t breathe”—

to put it on clothing. 

ISIS captures women it 
considers infidels and sells 

them as sex slaves.

James Franco reportedly 
complains that “some” of 

his fellow film teachers  
at NYU were “shitheads.”

Sony could lose many 
millions over North Korea’s 

madcap assassination 
of The Interview. But the 

film isn’t dead yet.

Noted punker Paul Tudor 
Jones II to move his hedge fund 

to 51 Astor Place to be near 
many bong-and-tattoo joints. 

According to CityRealty, 
2014 was the most 

expensive year ever for 
condo and co-op sales  

in Manhattan—even with 
fewer units sold.

Michelangelo’s David  
in danger of collapse 

from earthquakes!

UT Austin and Ohio State 
researchers find that kids 
who eat a lot of fast food 

have lower test scores. 
Professor McNuggets was 

shocked at this finding.

In his Christmas address, 
Francis, the straight-dope 
pope, slams the Vatican 

bureaucracy’s “hardened 
heart,” brown-nosing 
habits, “funereal” faces.

Slate’s “Year of Outrage”: 
a look back at what  

got our panties in a twist 
on Twitter in 2014.

American Symphony 
Orchestra’s doubleheader of 
Thornton Wilder’s The Long 

Christmas Dinner, the second 
time in opera form.

The complicated delight 
of Jacqulyn Buglisi’s 

Suspended Women at 
Alvin Ailey.

The often grimly 
rollicking Pocatello at 
Playwrights Horizons.

Sting ably skippers  
The Last Ship on Broadway.

Amie Siegel’s 
transporting history-
of-utopian-office-

furniture film 
Provenance at the Met.

Holiday reading: Phil 
Zuckerman’s Living the 

Secular Life …

… And Grant Wacker’s 
America’s Pastor, about 

Billy Graham. 

Grrrr.......

We’ll miss Stephen 
Colbert’s goofball, 

spoonful-of-sugar-
coated-satire 

incisiveness.

… Still, Q-Tip did a 
pretty good job 

Twitter-schooling her 
on hip-hop history.

Oliver Wasow’s collection 
of found photos  

of people standing next 
to their televisions on 

vulture.com.

Mission Chinese 
is back.

Native Americans
okayed to grow
and sell pot on

tribal land.

“It smells like pee 
and booty.” Kandi 
Burruss goes on a 
tour of the Bronx 
with her husband 

on Real Housewives 
of Atlanta.

Bobby Shmurda. 
Rhymes with … 

(Allegedly.)

According to the British 
Medical Journal, half of the 
health recommendations 

on The Dr. Oz Show  
were wrong or baseless.

The MTA’s new 
subway-etiquette 

ad campaign.

Even if Iggy Azalea is a bit 
racially daft, she’s just  
a silly young pop star.  

Why are hacker-vigilantes 
trying to ruin her life? …

The on-trend winter 
cape basically turns 
our arms into useless 

appendages.

American Apparel’s 
pervy marketing 

genius Dov Charney 
reportedly couch-

surfing, down to his 
last $100,000.

China’s president, Xi 
Jinping, calls for an end to 

“weird architecture.”

Jason Sokol’s 
Yankees-are-racist-

too history All Eyes 
Are Upon Us. 

The Downtown Alliance 
installs a “selfie station” 

to help tourists get  
that perfect pic with One 

World Trade Center. 

Bruno Mars in 
hair curlers.

Madonna’s 
terrific, ahead-of-

the-curve 
“Unapologetic 

Bitch.”

SNL’s “Serial” parody. 
Happy holidays!

Once banned as unsafe, 
Chinatown bus operator 

Fung Wah might be  
back in 2015.

Disco: An 
Encyclopedic Guide 

to the Cover Art  
of Disco Records.

http://vulture.com


http://BOOKOFMORMONBROADWAY.COM


Nowhere to grow but up
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OR WATCH IT ON

SUN JAN 11 9PM


