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The mysterinusky monickerad Monsiewr Z [real narme Fichard Zislenkiewicz] has adde
issue by making access to the Nine Gates of Hell (page 115) Inok slmost des
caommercial graphics, Z took 2 52 in 30 animaton and broke out on his own. The Strasbourg-based
designer ant ator has since become a global commodity, with agents scattered from Paris to Japan
In the past, he’s warked in animation, video and graphic design, and he claims to have a passionate love of
harmaonious hobbies ke svent-garde architecture and slectronic jazz. Curr ently working on his fort
wehsite, Monsieur Z is a8 name to be reckoned with.
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In short, the developed world is a pleasant pla CLAUDIA ENGLMANMN
2000. For the travel industry this means more
flying at the front of the plane, higher occupancy rat serene. Unfortunately fo

You'd think thet & trip to Capri to style this month’s Mediterranean moment wa

lel b2 sun-drenched and
i~ Claudia Enql"nann Aprilin Capri mesns storms and eog-sized hailstones Jutge
.j:IEFIITiEI'Iti!'Ig with private air travel, blgqc.r for yoursell how the team braved the breezes (p age 246). Englmann is currently & fashion :

5, Lime to renovate! If there's one phrase that sends Cosmgpolitan, but mansges the odd spot of freelancing on the sids, including work far
a shard of fear through our heart you'll love the intervigw. She ance spent g brief moment studying E""'-ﬂ'“’-"-'--l" ein Florence, but now confines h
room, we've just E“”"m*’-‘ ad gur $50 million renovation.' ambitions to admiration for those modernist masters Richard Meutrs and John Lautner

Oh no we won't. It's no longer enough to roam the world VIVIANA RULLO

German

we and
uildinig

talian

Snatched (rom x Yo
sl frer ct

After a spall

Waek, n
ings editor
kL

Rullo joins

e to be preservation lobbyists, ae:
ts and have direct lines to UNESCO's world heritage
. Sure there are plenty of people who want cheap
5. new burgundy wall-bo-wall with a paisley
border, Triffid-esque bouguets at reception and a bar v
more brass. Thankfully, we don't know them. There
question the seerit-all traveller wants seamiess
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BEN FREEDMAN

but thés doesn't mean it should be executed in an envirgRment C_lesc-"i'n ng ﬁu‘-mlr:lf aca Frr?zuel.-mr.n producer of ‘special projects’, Ben Freedman has a history of pulling the
that was enginesred in Houston and reinterpreted in Amman right strings and subtly shifting the scenery in arder to make things happen. Lured to New Yark by naivety,
3 ; RS S o . i : (1 came to the States to put & movia together and within a week | was a waiter’), Freedman soon found wark
Moving forward, smart hotel marketing-speak should be on hare Singer's fortheaming docurmentary Dark Days. the Sundance Awardwinning tale of Mew York's
about restoration rather than renovation - the former subterranean cormmunity. He has subsequently found sn admirable niche producing high-profile photo
promising something authentic and hopefully familiar, the projects. After halping arrange Christopher Griffith's American epic. States, we called an Freedman o fis
latter threatening you with the prospect of off-the-rack up our chopper shots (page 220] - cajaling the coastguard and eking favours fram corparate big boys

modernism and some scary surprises from the world of .

light fixt . For our summer Wanderlust* issue we HEEC WERNER HINNIGER

given you our top 25 travel choic g 3 In the relsnbiess gues " rrier Hing
a8 ne. n the future of flight (page 035], a modern | hi d the stilf upper lips A \ Mo our Best Long Hau

view of Kyoto (page 204) and a host of despatches from ! : 17
destinations we feel fit with the current climate. Most ) _ “"I” in Te
importar hly we've scoped out sites and spaces that should : he's ;-":“ lus i
before the builders are called in. We welcome Bm"‘ G k"tr“ ;
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BAGHDAD

BAGHDOAID, a city whose history spans both the glories

of caliph Haroun Al-Rashid's reign and the deprivations of a 10-
year-old embargo. is not a place for the casual tourist. This is a city
with a serious past and a tenuous future, a place of Abbasid palaces
and malnourished children, of 1oo1 nights and 5,000 square km.
To be one of the 5 million people here is to feel the dizzy collision
of these simultaneous realities.

Of course, you would never know this from watching CNN; you
would imagine Baghdad as a place populated only by Saddam
Hussein and Brent Sadler, by the Republican Guard and American
television cameramen. You would think of missiles lighting up the
night sky and angry Iragis shouting at rallies. But you wouldn’t
think of Bauhaus architecture, now, would you?

In fact, Baghdad's modern architecture is as worthwhile as its
more ancient examples. revealing between them the full story of
zoth-century Iraq. This takes in a wealth of buildings, from the
Ottoman-style houses of the early part of the century through to
English influence - the British troops arrived after the First World
War - the elegant villas of the 19305 and 1940s when King Faisal
reigned, to the post-1958 revolution edifices {more than a little
reminiscent of Stalingrad); the golden age of the 19705, when oil
was nationalised and money grew on palm trees, to the 1991
‘Desert Storm” bombardment and a decade of impoverishment and
sanctions, when construction came to a halt,

But now, with the smell of money in the air, as thousands of
foreign companies descend on Baghdad hoping for some lucrative
government contracts, and the new “smuggpling class’ of ‘embargo
cats” (as the sanctions profiteers are called) working up an appetite
for lavish new villas, there is an odd new construction boom afoot.
Odd because this is still a city with nightly power cuts, an infant
mortality rate that has doubled in a decade, and the emnipresent
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threat of bombardment from American planes and Iranian
missiles. This is a place where the dramatic devaluation of the dinar
means that, in a country that was once one of the wealthiest in the
Middle East, exchanging even US%30 (the hard currency of choice)
now results in a few plastic bags full of Tragi notes; a place where
medicines for the cancers which have multiplied since Gulf War
bombings left uranium in the soil and water, are out of reach for
most Iraqis; and where antique shops are full of treasures from old
Baghdadi families that have left or retreated into quiet misery.

Still the nouveau riche must have their villas and life must
continue as normally as possible. Take the recent elections, for
example. Despite their remote connection 1o democralic principles,
voter turn-out was high, Polling stations were festooned with
balloons and streamers and signs in Arabic saying 'Welcome
Guests'; the ambiance was more funfair than electoral. When [
asked a young writer why the Iragi people - caught between a rock
and a hard place, between crippling sanctions and an unyielding
regime - even bothered to turn up and vote at all, he replied,
‘People here need to pretend that their lives are normal, that they
have some control over their circumstances. They need to feel that
things here are like they are in the outside world.'

The tension between things as they pretend to be and things as
they are often threatens to boil over, The first night T arrive in
Baghdad, Alaa, one of the more colourful of the Ministry of
Information’s minders {mandatory companions for all journalists
in lraq). invites me to a party at the Sabean club.

The Sabeans are an Iragi religious sect who, while neither
officially Christian nor Jewish, are actually followers of John the
Baptist. The main risqué attraction of their club is that alcohol can
be purchased and consumed on the premises, a rarity since public
drinking was banned in 1991 in a bid to reduce crime.
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B
STREET THEATRE Above, THE club itself is fairly typical of post-revolutionary 196os
Market traders beneath a architecture: a square building with the ubiquitous portrait of a

poster of Saddam in Tyrolean b | looki Sadd H y A il e |

made. Above right,cars enevolent-looking Saddam Hussein gracing the entrace. In
enjoy little chance of repair Baghdad, the president has as many guises as Lord Krishna.
with sanctions blocking new including one in a Tyrolean outfit and another with a Panama hat
parts at the border. Opposite and a (presumably Cuban) cigar. (In contrast, the likeness of his
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in the shopping distric arch-nemesis, George Bush, has been confined to the tiled entrance

of the Al-Rashid Hotel, where the words ‘1 am criminal’ are spelled
out below the former president's face.)

Alaa and | sit with the club’s president, also a benevolent looking
patriarch, and his family. His 19-year-old daughter. who is soon lo
depart for Germany where her Iraqi fiancé lives. sits beside him.
Her name is Ishtar and she locks like a film star.

Everyone drinks whisky on the rocks and eats salted pistachios.
Soon plates of kebab and bowls of hummus and salad arrive. On a
makeshilt stage a famous Iraqi singer croons magam - traditional
Iraqi love songs - as couples get up to dance.

Among the club’s respectable-locking, middle-aged married
couples, several pairs of handsome young men dressed in tight
jeans also begin to dance. | sense a mild disturbance in the room
as the club’s president leaves our table and goes over to where the
same-sex couples are shaking their shoulders and moving their
hands and hips in a serpentine arabesque. After a few friendly but
stern words from the benevolent patriarch, the male couples
disperse, some holding hands as they leave the dance floor. |

i BOVS Al PE ONLY assume the worst.
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But after a quick introduction to the poet Abdul Razzaq Abdul

L -
St J'-]’JL__‘"L\,\_“J" ‘;.[_N[-‘_'_ TUGETHER Wahid, who sits at the adjoining table with his family, I'm not
Sl l=iE 1 y’ ARE r[-_;l[:—J entirely sure what might be going on. Abdul Razzaq, whose glory
= ""'"‘V‘_ 'le-J AoK A GIRL TO days were in the Swinging Sixties, assures me that *No, no. il's not
DOANCE, sSAD Tt —HE FPOET what you think. This is not about homophobia. Those boys are only
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dancing together because they have no sisters and they are too shy
to ask a girl to dance.”’

Minutes later, another boy couple gets up to dance. After a brief
exchange of words between one of the boys and a man dancing
beside them with his wife, some fisticufTs are exchanged. [n the
blink of an eye, the one-on-one confrontation has exploded into a
violent free-for-all, as friends and family members on baoth sides
join in. On the dance floor there is blood and broken glass.

‘Just ignore it says Alaa, desperately trying to look unruffled. 'It
will all be over soon.” The president of the club and some security
men move the scuffle out to the hallway. The band continues to
play throughout and more married couples get up to dance. Alaa
asks me to pose with Ishtar for a phote in front of the stage.
Underneath the sounds of oriental drum and keyboards, 1 can hear
screams and police sirens: noises thal even Stalinist architecture
cannet contain,

AT the Gropius-designed University of Baghdad, architecture
department head Dr Husam Al-Arawi is shaking his head. ‘T try to
tell my students.” he begins, ‘what it was like here in the 19705,
but they just can't relate to it." This was a time before many of Dr
Al-Arawi’s students could even talk, when the oil boom meant
subsidised education and health care, and the government gave
young home-seekers a free plot of land and building materials, [t
was a time before eight years of war with [ran and 10 years of
economic strupgle, before martyrs and malnutrition. His colleague,
Janon Khadim, a lecturer in the department complains that
‘students today, they have grown up with little education about
their heritage’. With the embargoe also preventing any influx of
books, educational materials and new technology, Khadim says
young people depend on their elders’ knowledge, both to
understand their past and to shape their future.
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