By ANDY NEWMAN and COREY KILGANNON

The New York Times

A grand total of eight people showed up yesterday for the matinee of Woody Allen's latest movie,  ''Hollywood Ending,'' one month out of the box and now playing in exactly one theater in Manhattan, a $4.95-a-ticket discount house in Times Square.

Because of technical problems, the screening was canceled.

Downtown, Mr. Allen's real-life courtroom drama - he is suing his former producer and friend Jean Doumanian for $12 million - wasn't proving a much better draw. The house was heavily papered with reporters and lawyers, but the few civilians who poked their heads into Room 242 at State Supreme Court in Manhattan were still able to find a seat.

''I'm surprised there's not a much bigger crowd here,'' said Richard Osterweil, a painter and self-described ''professional busybody'' who recently crashed Liza Minnelli's wedding. ''I would have thought there would be a huge turnout. Maybe it's the Soon-Yi backlash.''

At the height of the Soon-Yi backlash, though, in 1993, Mr. Allen could at least jam a courtroom, as he did during his bitter custody battle with his longtime lover, Mia Farrow, the adoptive mother of Soon-Yi  Previn, who is now Mr. Allen's wife. That trial featured news conferences at the Plaza Hotel, nude photographs of the future Mrs. Allen, and Mr. Allen cracking jokes on the stand about Mia Farrow's mental stability.

Yesterday's court action did offer some fireworks, as Mr. Allen sparred all day with Ms. Doumanian's lawyer, Peter Parcher, and raised more than a few eyebrows in the courtroom when he testified that he figured that the lawsuit would not interfere with their friendship.

But for Mr. Allen, it seems that life is imitating art imitating life in a sort of unpleasant way these days. After more than 30 years as the on-screen embodiment of angst-ridden, urbane New York, his long  moment as cultural icon may be over.

Like his protagonist and alter ego in ''Hollywood Ending,'' a director who is afflicted with hysterical blindness, Mr. Allen, 66, even seems to be having vision problems. On his way out of the courthouse on Monday, he came to a place where the floor tiles changed color and paused. ''Do I step up here?'' he  asked his lawyer.

No, he was told.

''Sorry,'' Mr. Allen said, ''I'm having problems with depth perception.''

In the courtroom yesterday, Mr. Parcher, in the course of trying to show that Mr. Allen is owed nowhere near what he claims for his mostly unsung movies of the 1990's, said that even Mr. Allen's major movies in the 1980's made little if any profit.

Mr. Allen filed a civil lawsuit last year against Ms. Doumanian and her partner and companion, Jaqui  Safra. He claims that their Sweetland Films production company cheated him out of money for the seven  movies he made for them beginning in 1993.

Yesterday, Mr. Allen testified that to preserve his longtime warm relationship with the two, he filed as ''gentle'' and ''mild'' a lawsuit as possible, adding that it was ''not a love letter.''

He said he had intended that he and Ms. Doumanian would remain friends and actually enjoy the lawsuit, like playful adversaries in a Spencer Tracy-Katharine Hepburn film. He said he thought that she would find the suit ''amusing'' and that they would be ''having dinner at night at Le Cirque and facing each other by day.''

As it turned out, Ms. Doumanian was not amused. She stared incredulously at Mr. Allen on the stand, as Mr. Parcher pointed across the courtroom at her and yelled: ''Look at her face. Do you think she finds it amusing?''

In a crescendo of questions, Mr. Parcher asked Mr. Allen how he could plan his lawsuit against his two friends, all the while socializing with them: going to New York Knicks games, taking Mr. Safra's private jet to Europe and dining at Manhattan restaurants like Le Cirque and Elaine's. Mr. Parcher asked Mr. Allen if he planned to inform them of the suit just before ordering wine. As Mr. Allen's lawyers objected and the courtroom erupted in laughter, Mr. Allen told Mr. Parcher that he resented the ''snide inference.''

Mr. Allen testified that for years he knew that Sweetland had owed him millions, but that he trusted Ms. Doumanian and Mr. Safra and that he believed that his money ''was very, very safe in their hands.''

''I felt it was as safe there as in any bank,'' he said, ''and whenever I asked for it, I could get it.''

Regarding Ms. Doumanian, he testified, ''She said, 'I'd never do anything to take advantage of you,' so I accepted that.''

At the Loews State Theater yesterday, even the die-hard fans left disappointed by the 1 p.m. nonscreening admitted to having gone more out of sentimental loyalty and Big Apple chauvinism than anything else.

''I think he's slacked off the last few movies,'' said Norman Brown, 70, a retired draftsman from Mr. Allen's old neighborhood, Midwood, Brooklyn, who said he had seen nearly all of Mr. Allen's 33 films. ''I didn't like 'Curse of the Jade Scorpion,' 'Celebrity' was so-so, 'Small Time Crooks' I didn't care for.

''But I'm going to be his fan regardless,'' Mr. Brown continued. ''Even average Woody Allen is better than most.''

Ariadne Colon, an investment banker who grew up in Queens, said: ''He'll never be as good as he used to be. But I'll always come. He's one of ours. He's a freak, but he's one of our freaks.''

At the courthouse, one young lawyer who dropped by the trial, Abel Feldhamer, said he was there simply because ''there's not much else going on here'' and allowed that he would rather see Mr. Allen on the stand than sit through one of his films.

''You've got to have a particular sense of humor to appreciate his movies,'' said Mr. Feldhamer, 24, a law clerk whose idea of funny runs more to Eddie Murphy and Will Smith. ''Not mine. His sense of humor is sort of frozen in the 70's. He appeals to an older crowd.''

At the movie house, a member of that older crowd, Mr. Brown, wished Mr. Allen well as he waited for his $4.95 refund.

''I think Woody better win this case,'' Mr. Brown said. ''He needs the money.''

.....

This story was originally published June 5, 2002.
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"Curse of the Jaded Audience:

Woody Allen, in Art and Life"

Headline by Kyle Massey of The New York Times. Here's his solution:

   This story was sort of an oddball rumination on how nobody much cares about Woody Allen anymore, either at the box office or in the courtroom, where he was suing his production partners, claiming they owed him money. It traced the downward arc in the performance of Allen's movies, and the fact that there were plenty of empty seats in the courtroom, a far cry from the days of "Manhattan" and the courtroom scene when he was sued by Mia Farrow on child custody issues.

   My first inclination was a play off Allen's movie Small-Time Crooks. I was thinking Small-Time Box Office, or something to that effect. But the piece was about more than the box office. It was about a general ho-hum attitude about Allen, that many people were just not that interested anymore. I thought about Allen's recent films and remembered last year's "Curse of the Jade Scorpion." 

Again, word association and wordplay came to mind, and I thought "Curse of the Jaded Audience," which, like magic, fitted perfectly on the first line. The second line was all sweat and tears. I wanted both his names, Woody and Allen, because Allen alone could have been a first or last name. The first thing I typed, knowing it wouldn't fit was, "Woody Allen, on Screen and in Court." 

When I saw how much over that was, I fought back despair and thought of "Woody Allen, in Film and Life." Closer, but still over. "Woody Allen, in Art and Life" was my last gasp, and it just fits. For this one, I got a mention in our post-mortem critique, and congratulations from the news desk, the Times uber-

By ELIZABETH GUDRAIS 

Providence Journal

GLOCESTER – You’re driving along on a rainy night when, all of a sudden, you see it on the road in front of you: A frog.

Its belly shines white in the glow of your headlights as it makes its way across the road.

Hop. Hop. Hop.

The little frog’s pace seems excruciatingly slow as you bear down on it. The road is too slippery for you to break, so you just pray that the frog will end up between your wheels, rather than under them, as you zoom by.

This scene is played out time and time again on roads near the Blackstone River, and in most cases, the little guy, sadly, doesn’t win.

That is, unless someone is looking out for him.

Once a year, volunteers around the Valley unite to spend an evening slowing traffic and escorting their amphibian friends to safety on the other side of the road.

That night is dubbed “Big Night” by the National Park Service’s Blackstone River Valley National Heritage Corridor, which coordinates the volunteer effort.

And it’s the night that the wood frogs and yellow-spotted salamanders of the Blackstone Valley venture from their winter hibernation spots to a vernal pool – a pond that forms with spring rain and meltwater, but dries up by early fall – to mate.

Thanks to the reliability of the animals’ biological clocks, it’s possible to predict when they’ll make their treacherous journeys across the highway.

Big Night is the first rainy night in the spring when the temperature is above 40 degrees.

On Wednesday, temperatures reached 45 degrees in Lincoln, according to the National Weather Service.

So, as the frogs and salamanders emerged from the leaves, the volunteers came out of the woodwork.

Daniel Meharg, the Park Service ranger in charge of the Big Night effort, and his staff pulled out their volunteer lists and called about 350 Blackstone Valley residents on Wednesday after learning that the evening’s weather would be prime amphibian mating conditions.

Each volunteer was asked to show up at a hot spot for frog and salamander crossing near his or her home. Volunteers worked at a total of 11 sites in southern Massachusetts and northern Rhode Island.

At the site on Anan Wade Road in Glocester, 17 volunteers turned out.

As the salamander supports arrived, volunteer coordinator Cheryl Thompson Cameron gave each one an orange mesh vest with yellow reflective tape, a flashlight, and a bucket.

Then they headed out into the night, waving their flashlights to slow cars, some holding high their yellow “Slow – (salamander symbol) X-ing” signs.

At first, they were skeptical. Temperatures hovered right around the 40-degree mark. Some worried the night would be too cold.

Cameron herself had saved 51 frogs last Saturday, when the day was warm but it didn’t start raining until 8:30 p.m., too late to call volunteers. She worried that Saturday had really been Big Night, and they’d missed it.

Kim Asselin, of Foster, and her sons Nick, 10, and Nate, 6, had come to Big Night last year, too, and had found just one frog.

Hopes that they would break that record Wednesday faded as they walked up and down Anan Wade Road, searching the shoulder with their flashlights for any sign of motion. The only things to be seen were a few casualties already on the road.

“Poor soldier,” said Nick, shining his light on one.

“There doesn’t seem to be much action,” said his mother.

A truck pulled up, and a family that came all the way from Newport to help got out.

Still nothing.

Then, pay dirt.

“I found something!” Nick yelled.

There, in the leaves by the side of the road, was a yellow-spotted salamander.

“Oh, this is too cool,” said Kim Asselin after getting a look at the little creature.

Asselin instructed Nick to wet his hands before touching the salamander, so as to not damage its thin, delicate skin. Carefully, carefully, Nick grabbed it and dropped it into his waiting bucket.

Within a few minutes, they’d also found three frogs. They carried their quarry to the other side of the road and tipped the bucket over. The frogs readily hopped away. The salamander slithered out and hit under a leaf.

The fact that vernal pools dry up in the fall means fish can’t survive there – making the pools an ideal spot for frogs and salamanders to lay eggs that, in other places, would become fish food. 

It’s important that the frogs and salamanders survive because they play an important part in the food chain, feeding many species of birds, Meharg said.

He said they also serve as a natural indicator of environmental hazards – an early warning system for humans.

And this year, he said, it’s especially important that the frog and salamander populations not take a big hit because of the drought. Less rain means the vernal pools will dry up sooner than usual – in most cases, so soon that the animals’ offspring won’t survive.

By the time the Glocester volunteers packed up and left around 10 p.m., they’d shepherded 19 frogs and 3 salamanders across the perilous stretch of road.

As a light mist fell, the mating calls of frogs who’d reached the vernal pool echoed in the night.

.....

This story was originally published March 15, 2002.
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"Quick, before they croak"

"Volunteers help keep lovey-dovey amphibians from getting all mushy"

Headline by Peter Donahue of the Providence Journal:

Before writing a headline, I always get a sense of the story's tone. Is it

a straight news story? Don't bother getting cute. Write a straight headline.

This was a nicely done feature that cried out for more than ``Volunteers

guide amphibians across road.''

When writing these heads, I make a mental list of the key words in the

story: Frog, amphibians, salamanders, road . . . Then I try to think of synonyms for the words, or just related words, and work that into the head.

I like heads that use words that can have double meaning. "Croak'' comes

to mind here. There was an urgency facing these volunteers, hence the word

"quick,'' and "croak,'' the sound that frogs make, took on a new meaning

because they faced a perilous trek across a road.

The drop hed was more of the same. "Mushy'' can mean lovestruck - these

guys were looking to mate, you know - but it can also mean the result if some of these creatures were unsuccessful crossing the road. Sometimes it's overkill when you push the cuteness into the drop hed, but heck, we're a daily newspaper.

At worst, it'll get forgotten in a day. At best, people will remember it.

By PAUL GIBLIN 

Mesa (Ariz.) Tribune

WHITERIVER – Jerry Gloshay Sr. surveyed the truck parking lot outside the silent lumber mill Thursday at Fort Apache Timber Co.

The lot was empty, with the exception of a lone rig loaded with ponderosa pine. Operations have all but stopped at the plant while the massive Rodeo-Chediski wildfire continues to destroy the world’s largest stand of ponderosa pine forest just miles away.

All but a handful of the 400 people employed in the logging and milling industries on the Fort Apache Indian Reservation have been laid off until firefighters rein in the wildfire that has charred an estimated 417,000 acres of land along the Mogollon Rim.

“We’re just payday-to-payday people,” said Gloshay, a shipping supervisor for the lumber company. “So next payday and there on, I don’t know what we’re going to do. I’m worried. I’m hurt.”

The timber company produces about 40 percent of the 13,000-member White Mountain Apache Tribe’s total income – ahead of revenue from Sunrise Ski Resort, and just behind dollars brought in through the Hon Dah Casino.

The wildfire, the largest active in the nation, started on the reservation and nearly half of the blaze remains on Apache land. The fire has raced up and down numerous canyons and burned nearly half of the ponderosa forest. The wood is renown for its soft nature and beautiful grains, which make it ideal for doors, window frames and picture frames and other uses.

The tribe expected to harvest and produce 48 million feet of lumber this year, which would have been enough to build 3.2 million single-family houses, said general manager Mary Classay. The fire already has cost the tribe at least 13 lumber orders, which would have generated $4 million to $6 million each. The earliest estimates put the loss at $237 million.

According to Apache lore, in the beginning of time, animals and Apache people existed as equals. They spoke, sang and prayed together. Eventually their gods took away the ability of speech from elk, bears, rabbits and other animals of the region.

“A lot of them are burning,” Gloshay said. “That’s how it affects me. It feels like my ancestors are burning out there.”

.....

This story was originally published June 28, 2002.
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"For Apaches,

money does

grow on trees"

"Wildfire deals devastating blow to

tribe's lucrative timber company"

Headline by Chad Snow  of the Mesa (Ariz.) Tribune. Here's his strategy:

I always read the entire story before I write the headline. For this one, my initial attempt was to write a plain, dry main headline – along the lines of what the subhead says. I was having trouble getting something to fit, so I wrote out my much-too-long idea and worked on whittling it down. 

I played with the key words – Apaches, money, forest, trees – until the expression "money doesn't grown on trees" floated into my head. Soon after, I had my headline.

By MARC BALLON

Los Angeles Times

The fast-food industry's highly profitable practice of serving bigger portions has become a lightning rod for criticism by nutritionists and health advocacy groups that blame "portion distortion" for the bloating of America, a trend with unhealthful consequences. 

Among other things, these critics are calling for legislation requiring restaurants to disclose calorie levels on menus, and they are particularly critical of chains' growing practice of "super-sizing" meals. They cite research showing that consumers who are served more tend to eat more.

The industry, however, says bigger portions should not be blamed for Americans' growing girth. They say consumers are not being forced to overeat. 

With competition among eateries more cutthroat than ever and food costs relatively low, the typical restaurant dinner plate has grown 25%, to 12 1/2 inches, since the mid-1990s, said Lisa Young, a nutritionist and adjunct professor at New York University. At the same time, busy Americans are eating out more. 

As portion sizes have expanded and restaurant visits increased, Americans have gotten larger. Sixty-one percent of U.S. adults are now classified as overweight or obese, up from 56% in 1994. Excess fat contributes to heart disease, cancer and diabetes, and an estimated 300,000 deaths per year, health experts say. In 2000, direct and indirect costs related to fatness amounted to $117 billion, according to the U.S. Department of Health and Human Services. 

"Super-sizing is contributing to the current epidemic of obesity in this country," said Barbara Rolls, a professor of nutrition at Pennsylvania State University. "The more you give people, the more they'll eat." 

To help curb consumers' appetite for tasty-but-gut-busting fast food, the Center for Science in the Public Interest in recent months has begun pressuring federal and state lawmakers to pass legislation that would require chains to publish the calorie contents of burgers, burritos and other menu items. Such disclosures might give pause to many diners thinking of gorging themselves, said Jayne G. Hurley, senior nutritionist at the Washington-based group. 

"If you walk into a supermarket, you can pick up any package and find out how many calories and how much fat it has. But you can't do that at a restaurant," she said. "People have no idea what they're getting, and would make better-informed decisions if they did." 

The National Alliance for Nutrition and Activity, a group of 225 national, state and local health organizations, presented a study in mid-June that criticized the fast-food industry's practice of coaxing consumers to "super-size" their meals for a bit more money. 

The American Institute for Cancer Research, a major charity that focuses on the link between diet and cancer, urges people to ask for half or smaller portions, even if it's not cost effective. Also, it recommends, desserts should be shared. 

From a caloric standpoint, consumers who eat at fast-food restaurants often are getting a lot. A McDonald's Corp. super-size Extra Value Meal of a Quarter Pounder with cheese, 42-ounce Coke and large fries has 1,550 calories, according to the institute. That's nearly all of the Agriculture Department's recommended daily allotment of 1,600 calories for a sedentary woman and more than 70% of the 2,200-calorie quota for a man who exercises little. 

No fast-food restaurants currently put nutrition information on menu boards, but almost all of them, including McDonald's, post the data on their Web sites. Burger King and Carl's Jr., among others, display it in restaurants. Others distribute pamphlets upon request. 

The National Council of Chain Restaurants vigorously opposes any new regulations, said Terrie Dort, president of the Washington-based trade association. "We don't feel we need the government telling us what to do," she said. "Consumers who want information can already get it." 

The Center for Science's Hurley said that's not good enough, arguing that consumers can't go online while waiting in line for their burgers and fries. Also, many don't even know they can obtain such information from restaurants. 

Another reason for the restaurant industry's opposition is that making caloric data easily accessible could hurt sales, said Larry Sarokin of Sarokin & Sarokin, a Beverly Hills-based restaurant consulting firm. "If people knew how fattening the food was, they might eat fewer Whoppers and Big Macs," he said. 

Legislation regulating fast-food menus has yet to be introduced and probably would face intense opposition from the restaurant industry and its allies, experts said. 

McDonald's, Burger King and other outlets push the bigger sizes because soft drinks and fries have high profit margins that boost the bottom line, said Carlsbad restaurant consultant Hal Sieling. But they also add hundreds of calories to meals already low in nutrients and high in fat and sugar. 

At $1.90, a super-size order of fries at McDonald's costs only 87 cents more than a small order but adds 400 calories. But a typical super-size serving of fries costs the restaurant only an estimated 15 cents more in ingredients than a small bag, Sieling said. 

McDonald's spokesman Walt Riker said restaurants are not to blame for the country's collective bulge. McDonald's offers consumers a wide array of options, including orange juice, salads and yogurt parfaits, he said. The chain also allows them to customize sandwiches so they can leave off mayonnaise, cheese and other high-fat, high-calorie items if they so desire. 

Steven Grover, vice president of regulatory affairs at the National Restaurant Assn. in Washington, said Americans are gaining weight not because restaurant meals have gotten bigger but because they are watching more television, playing more video games, doing less physical labor and have little understanding about nutrition. 

"It's too easy to blame the food," he said. "People who have a weight problem are making bad decisions. Overeating is a choice." 

But studies have shown that people will eat more than they normally would when served lots of food. Even diners disciplined enough to take home half their servings might be eating too much. Restaurant meals are often so calorie-laden and big that diners might want to consider eating only one-third of the meal to avoid overeating, said Larry Lindner, executive editor of the Tufts University Health & Nutrition Letter in Boston. 

In the battle for stomach share, several casual-dining restaurants, like their fast-food cousins, offer customers the choice of stuffing themselves. 

Irvine-based Claim Jumper has distinguished itself with its mammoth offerings. The 29-store chain, with outlets in five states, is famous for its Six Layer Chocolate Motherlode Cake, which, at $7.95 a slice, can feed an entire family, said Jennifer Weerheim, vice president of marketing. 

A big reason some restaurants are so busy is that time-starved Americans no longer have time to cook, said Christopher Muller, a professor of restaurant management at the University of Central Florida in Orlando. 

With that trend unlikely to change soon, the popularity of eateries should continue to grow, along with Americans' girth, experts said. 

Just ask Catherine Cleeremans. The 52-year-old account executive at Buzzsaw, an Irvine design firm, said she now puts in so many hours at work that she eats 14 restaurant meals a week, up from 10 two years ago. In that time, she has added 15 pounds to her 5-foot-5-inch frame. 

"I have no control over the ingredients [restaurants] put in the food or the portion sizes, which are…”
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"Size Matters in Fast, Fatty Fare"

"Food: Nutritionists say larger restaurant 

portions have helped consumers add on the 

pounds. The industry says it's not to blame."

Headline by Nicole Gill, Los Angeles Times:

I read the story once, and then I started to think about what I needed to get into the headline. I knew I wanted to get in fast food and something about larger portions, as well as the growing waistlines of Americans.

I wrote what first came to mind, but it was too long - too many big words. I knew I needed to condense it if I wanted to get all the main points in. 

I pulled out the thesaurus for shorter words. I was even thankful to have a deck where I could use the bigger words. This was my fourth attempt. 

By LYDIA POLGREEN

The New York Times

Lulu Hill usually makes the walk from her bank at 86th Street and Columbus Avenue to her apartment on 91st Street in one go. But yesterday afternoon she decided to rest at the air-conditioned Goddard Riverside Senior Center at 88th Street, halfway home.

''I need to cool off,'' Ms. Hill said. At 82, she knows her limit. ''It's the hot air. I can't move like I used to.''

The first major heat wave of summer smothered the entire New York metropolitan region under a soggy blanket of hot air yesterday.

The temperature peaked at 94 degrees in Central Park, but factoring in humidity, it felt like more than 100 degrees, according to the Penn State department of meteorology.

And today should be worse.

The National Weather Service issued an excessive heat warning for yesterday and today in three New Jersey counties - Essex, Union and Hudson - and a heat advisory for New York City. Temperatures in the city are expected to reach 98 degrees today and rise above 90 on the Fourth of July.

Demand for power surged yesterday, and there were some power failures.

Also, children flocked to the city's 53 outdoor public pools, hoping for relief. Some people did not want to wait.

In midafternoon, the police closed the popular Highbridge pool at Amsterdam Avenue and 173rd Street after several people tried to push ahead in the long line to get into the Olympic-size pool. There were no arrests or injuries, and the pool reopened an hour later.

Those who had to work outside yesterday did what little they could to cope with the heat.

Shirley Miles, a postal worker, wore a blue handkerchief on her head as she picked up heavy gray sacks of mail from a green relay box on West 89th Street.

''First you have to have water,'' she explained when asked how she deals with the heat. ''And of course you have to slow down. You can't rush on a day like today.''

In Newark it was even hotter, hitting 98 degrees.

''The heat is killing me,'' said Reggie Royal, 33, as he picked up garbage in downtown Newark. Pulling a garbage can around with him, Mr. Royal counted the hours till he could go home to his air-conditioned apartment.

Emergency rooms reported a handful of patients with heat-related ailments, but more are likely to come  today and tomorrow, said Dr. Lewis Kohl, chairman of the department of emergency medicine at Long  Island College Hospital in Brooklyn Heights.

''Usually it is Day 3 of the really ugly heat when people start to give out,'' Dr. Kohl said.

The city's Department for the Aging said visiting nurses were out in force, checking on elderly people who might be stuck at home with no air-conditioning.

The department also issued its usual plea for New Yorkers to check on their elderly neighbors once a day when the weather gets hot.

At the Goddard Riverside Senior Center, elderly people from around the neighborhood gathered to keep cool and pass the time.

''I don't have air-conditioning in my house,'' said Agnes Terkeltaub, 74. She usually goes only for lunch, but she stayed well into the afternoon yesterday, building on a winning streak at dominoes.

But it is the people who do not go to the center that concern Erika Teutsch, director of senior services at the center.

''The people who need the most help often are the ones who don't realize they need it,'' Ms. Teutsch said.

The authorities said that there were intermittent power failures in northern New Rochelle, N.Y., starting in the early afternoon and continuing into the night.

About 1 p.m. in New Jersey, power went out briefly in central Montclair. It was restored by last night.

About 13,000 homes in eastern Connecticut lost electricity yesterday when a substation in Willimantic broke down at 1:30.

Officials at Northeast Utilities said the problem was likely to take all night to fix. Consolidated Edison reported scattered power failures in the Bronx and Westchester County, but could not confirm that they were related to the weather.

Meteorologists said the heat wave would break on Friday, when temperatures are expected to dip a few degrees.

“It's Hotter Than the Fourth of July,

And the Third Could Be Even Warmer”

Headline by Kyle Massey of The New York Times:

During a heat wave, nobody needs to be told it’s hot, but this story came across my desk on July 2. I was in the slot, running the metro copy desk, and the original headline sent to me by the copy editor who handled the story included "summer in the city." 

This is an old chestnut, trotted out every year in one form or another in New York, Chicago or just about any other big city. Since we were so close to Independence Day, and the forecast was more interesting to me than what everybody already knew, that it was hot.

So, relying on a phrase that I use so much at home that it's a running joke with my wife, I came up with this first line...

It's Hotter Than the Fourth of July...

This would have been OK, but maybe a little pat without a second line to twist the old saying just a bit.

So since the story said that the third would be well over 90 degrees but that the actual holiday would be considerably cooler, I had just the twist I needed.
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By STEPHEN HUNTER  

The Washington Post in the Milwaukee Journal Sentinel

He never got the girl. 

He got an Oscar for one film and nominations for two others. He got respect, admiration, kudos and kindnesses. But Rod Steiger, who died Tuesday in Los Angeles at age 77, never got the girl. 

That’s not a fault or a flaw, it’s a truth. It testifies to the fact that his long career and brief stardom were based on something graver than mere sex appeal, and far less accidental: It was a talent to convey a soul warped by passion, wracked in pain or twisted with evil. It was the gift to communicate internal states of being with an almost unbelievable authenticity. He could do injured, angered, haunted, hunted, compromised, guilty and evil ... and occasionally even good ... as well as they can be done. He could do anything except make you fall in love with him. 

Steiger was a product of the postwar New York acting scene and that stunning breakthrough in technique called the Method, which maintained that the performance had to come from within and that the key to being was feeling. Thus, actors of his type never seemed glib. They didn’t have that English versatility or the agile English tongue; whole ranges of dramatic tradition were off- limits to them, such as comedy, or the classics of the canon, or pieces set in another time. 

But what they did, they did brilliantly, and the artistic apex of Steiger’s career ... though not his Oscar winner ... was his role as Sol Nazerman in “The Pawnbroker,” one of three great films in which he appeared in 1964 and 1965. 

Sol runs a pawnshop in the slums of New York where, with sullen isolation, he deals in the trivia of emotional wreckage.  Nothing registers on that flat slab of a face, and Steiger’s remoteness is a frightening thing to behold. Gradually, we see what made Sol. He is a Holocaust survivor who saw wife and children disappear, led off to the showers of Auschwitz. 

Steiger was accused of hamminess and, in truth, a few of his performances go so far over the top it becomes difficult to breathe up there. But in his best roles, the density of his self-belief fills his character with authenticity. 

Steiger came from Long Island, New York, and left school early to serve on a destroyer in World War II. He began acting after the war. The GI Bill helped pay his tuition, first to the Dramatic Workshop of the New School for Social Research, then to the New York Theater Wing, and finally to the citadel of the Method, the Actors Studio. 

He came along when the model of leading man was being redefined from the chiseled features of an aristocrat’s to the thickness of an Everyman’s.

In fact, his breakthrough role was an Everyman, when he played the self-loathing Brooklyn butcher Marty. He was spectacular, even if the movie role went to Ernest Borgnine, who won an Oscar for it. 

Steiger’s Marty led directly to his movie breakthrough in 1954 as Marlon Brando’s compromised brother Charley in “On the Waterfront.” It was to Steiger’s Charley that Marlon Brando’s Terry spoke the famous line, “I coulda been a contender.” The next year, he was memorable as the spooky Jud in the otherwise lighthearted “Oklahoma!” 

For more than a decade after, Steiger was a reliable heavy presence in otherwise unmemorable films. A role he seemed destined to play ... “Al Capone” (1959) ... turned out to be merely a powerful performance in a barely adequate film. Then came a glorious run in the mid-‘60s:

After “The Pawnbroker,” he made a fabulous Mr. Joyboy in the mordantly hysterical “The Loved One.” The third in the trifecta was the villainous Komarovsky in “Dr. Zhivago.”

Steiger won the Oscar two years later as an ignorant Southern sheriff forced to rely on an African-American detective to solve a thorny murder case. The movie was “In the Heat of the Night.” Despite his best efforts to sound appropriate to the region, he never seemed to have been south of 42nd St. Yet in his intensity as a race-hater, he is terrific. 

His stardom vaporized quickly enough, and he went back to meaty character parts. A last great turn came as a rabbi in “The Chosen:(1981). Of late, he had been seen in cameo roles or in TV movies. He deserved better, but Hollywood seldom allows graceful declines. 

But Rod Steiger’s talent was bigger than the town, at least in certain great roles, and anybody who loves movies will miss the big, dark guy.
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"Rod Steiger"

"A Method to his madness"

Headline by Don Kwas of the Milwaukee Journal Sentinel:

    Before editing the Rod Steiger appreciation piece, I was advised

that a head had already been put on the page by the designer, which

read: "Looking back at anger." 

While editing the piece, I decided the head did not really convey the

essence of the story, which focused on the dark roles Steiger played and

his ability to perform them because he was a student of the Method

school of acting. 

"A Method to his madness" popped into my head after I read that part in the story and seemed to me to be the right fit. 

By USA TODAY

(Published in 2001 as a sidebar to a story on Elizabeth Dole’s Senate run)

Bob Dole retired from the Senate six years ago to pursue the presidency. The former Kansas senator, who served 35 years in Congress, lost that campaign to Bill Clinton. Now Dole occasionally works as a lobbyist and consultant at Verner Liipfert, a Washington law firm, has published two collections of political quotes and is involved in health and charitable causes. His wife, Elizabeth, is running in North Carolina for the U.S.  Senate.

Dole, who turns 79 this month, spoke with USA TODAY's Judy Keen in his office. Questions and answers have been edited for length and clarity.

Q: Have you switched your voter registration from Kansas to North Carolina so you can vote for your wife?

A: Not yet. I don't want to give up Kansas completely. They're setting up the Dole Institute of Politics at the University of Kansas. I'm prepared to do that — obviously I want Elizabeth to win — but I haven't done it yet. I have to check it out and see what impact it has.

Q: What will it mean to you if she becomes a senator?

A: When she walks in, I'll become a member of the spouse club with President Clinton. We've talked about it. He said we'll sit up in the gallery and hiss and boo. I said no, (West Virginia Sen.) Robert Byrd will have you thrown out because that's violating the rules.

Q: Do you miss the Senate?

A: Yeah, I even miss quorum calls. After you've been in the eye of the storm for awhile, you kind of miss it. But I never look back. I think there's a time to go, and after you've been the nominee of your party and lose, well, people would have wondered if I had tried to come back. I know it's hard to leave, because people love that place, but when it's over, it's over. You go to the next party.

Q: How do you feel about President Bush?

A: I think Sept. 11 was a transforming event. People say, "Well, Bush has changed," and I say, "I don't think so. I think maybe your opinion of Bush has changed." When he went to Ground Zero in New York and he stood there on the rubble and said you're going to hear from all of us, it was almost like a second inaugural. People saw in George Bush something they either didn't want to see or hadn't taken time to look at.

Q: Why aren't you just taking it easy?

A: My dad wore his overalls to work, and he told me when he stopped his manual work that you can only empty the garbage and sweep the walk so many times a day. ... Some people just go to Florida and fish. I don't do those kinds of things. But I like what I do.

Q: You help raise awareness about prostate cancer (Dole had surgery for prostate cancer in 1991) and help raise money for the World War II memorial in Washington, an international school lunch program and, with Bill Clinton, a scholarship fund for children of Sept. 11 victims. Are those activities more gratifying than politics?

A: I see it as sort of payback. When you're in the Senate, you think the whole world revolves around that place. And you probably do a lot of good things  — everybody does. But these are things I can do. It takes some time, but what else are you going to do with your time?

Q: Your TV ads for Pepsi, particularly the one with Britney Spears, have given you a whole new group of fans. Are they fun?

A: We have a lot of fun. Kids see me in the commercials and ask, "Was that guy in the Senate? I didn't know." I got years of free Pepsi, and Britney Spears got 10 million bucks. I still think there are a lot of people surprised to see me being funny. They didn't see the real Bob Dole in the '96 campaign.  People see now that I like people.

Q: What's left for you to accomplish?

A: I could have been an ambassador, I guess, in the country I spent some time in a long time ago. (Italy, where he was wounded in World War II.) If I'd been 20 years younger, I might have done it. I don't want to make anybody feel bad, but it seemed to me that having a reception every day and standing in a receiving line — da da da da. After I thought about it and all the work I'd have to do, I decided not to.

Q: Will you write an autobiography?

A: I've thought about it. It's too much work.
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“Bob Dole settles in at ‘next party’”

“But retired

senator not

sitting still”

Headline by Thuan Elston, USA Today:

I read this entire Q and A with this photo of Bob Dole and his dog in front of me. I like to get ideas for headlines from whatever visual element is going with the story. I think it provides readers a nice package. Because Dole and the dog are on a couch, I looked for a quote from him that could work with the photo. 

By ELLENA F. MORRISON

and JOSH SHAFFER of the Fort Worth Star-Telegram

To the mystically minded, that sombrero-shaped fungus in the yard is an enchanted gateway to the world of fairies, a wondrous place where winged creatures flit and dance like fireflies.

To the rest of us, it’s just mold.

Weeks of hot, soggy weather have melded the magical and the scientific, bringing forth crops of fairy circles (otherwise known as toadstools). They sprout overnight, growing out of underground fungi and turning the color of watered-down coffee of slightly overcooked pancakes.

“I kinda like them,” said Jo Rowlett of Bedford. A tribe of 33 wild mushrooms, some with flat caps as large as an adult hand, are traversing her yard. “I get them all the time, but they’ve really sprouted up recently.”

But, she said, she has never seen any fairy power come from the fungi. Or magic. Or even old-fashioned good luck, unless you count how nicely her garden grows.

“My green beans are really coming in, and my black-eyed peas should start to grow real soon,” she said.

Fungi tend to grow in a circle because they feed on organic matter underground, surrounding it like a school of fish, said Dotty Woodson, Tarrant County’s agriculture extension agent for horticulture.

“Like tree roots,” she said.

Most of the time, Woodson said, the fungus is invisible. Its fruit only sprouts in extra-warm, extra-wet weather.

North Texas has had plenty of that.

Since June 26, 2.71 inches of rain has fallen at Dallas/Fort Worth Airport. The norm for that period is 0.64. And showers are possible every day until Thursday, according to the National Weather Service.

Hmm, ’tis fairy involvement? 

Absolutely, said Maeven Eller, executive director of Betwixt & Between, a community center for alternative spirituality in Dallas.

“If you step inside, you could be transported into the world of fairyland,” she said. “It’s supposed to be fun. Time is different there.”

Legend holds that a transported person will spend seven years dancing but will feel only a few minutes pass. That’s a lot of jigs.

Eller cautions mortals not to eat or drink anything a fairy offers.

“They’re mischievous,” she said. “Sometimes they keep you.”

But even if a person is not whisked away, caution is recommended. Sudden chills, the feeling of an insect walking through your hair or uncontrollable laughter are signs that a wee one is present.

Fairies are also sensitive about their dancing spots. People who do not intend to join in are advised to step around the circles.

“Tick off the fairies, and they can be very mischievous,” said Bryan Lankford, a Wiccan priest in Mesquite. “They tend to take car keys.”

Andrew Sten of Bedford is a little more blasé about the fairy-touched mushrooms in his yard.

“Mainly,” he said, “they are just fun to kick over.”
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“There’s a fungus among us,

but are there fairies inside?”

Headline by Scott Mitchell of the Fort Worth Star-Telegram:

I’ve used the phrase “fungus among us” since I was 8 or 9. I don’t know how I came across it. Odds are, I stole it from somewhere. Never did I think I could use it in a headline. After I decided to use it for this odd little story about whether toadstools are gateways to the land of fairies, the rest of the headline came naturally.

The story itself is so peculiar that the key words are enough to make the hed a grabber. I’m proud of this headline because it breaks two “rules.” It uses first person. And it’s a question headline, perhaps only the third of fourth one I’ve written.

Breaking with conventions wasn’t easy. I’m typically conservative about heds. But I decided that using a question was the best approach. Saying “There may be fairies inside toadstools” would be ridiculous. Though the question is also patently absurd, it adds a needed note of incredulity and playfulness. 

I bet most readers who saw the hed were curious enough to read at least some of the story.
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