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SCOTTSDALE, Ariz.

ON A RECENT afternoon in Arizona, the
sun burned through a cloudless sky and
shadows vanished. As the temperature

climbed to 105 degrees, the vast driving range at
the Westin Kierland Resort & Spa here was
nearly deserted. Except for Brian Franke—who
was swatting golf balls as cool air riffled across
his shirt.
Mr. Franke wasn’t bothered by the heat be-

cause he was standing in front of a 6-foot water-
cooled fan that’s part of a $100,000 course make-
over aimed at wooing golfers in the torrid sum-
mer months. “The sun beats down on you pretty
hard,” said Mr. Franke, a 41-year-old venture
capitalist. “This is going to get me out here more
often.”
Across the Sunbelt, courses famous for win-

ter golf are stepping up their pitch to get people
to play in even the most sweltering summer heat—
and going beyond the typical cold drinks and
low-season discounts.
Last summer the Silverstone Golf Club in Las

Vegas joined a growing number of Sunbelt
courses that have installed an awning over the
driving range. Scottsdale’s Westin Kierland Re-
sort & Spa just launched its “climate-control ex-

perience,” which offers such things as giant
“swamp” fans on the driving range to golf carts
equipped with cooling units that pump out frosty
air. After a tough summer round, the Estrella
Spa at the Viceroy golf resort in Palm Springs,
Calif., has a new treat for guests who sign up for
the golf and spa package: the Summer Recovery
Facial—billed as “the perfect antidote to a day
spent baking in the beautiful desert sun.”
Trying to market golf destinations in Florida,

Arizona and Southern California during the sum-
mer has traditionally been a losing proposition,
and it hasn’t been getting any easier in recent
years. According to the National Golf Founda-
tion, the number of new golf courses rose 34%
nationwide (and 62% in Arizona) from 1990 to
2004. At the peak of this building boom, a new
course opened every 22 hours. But over the same
span, the number of rounds played rose only 18%
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AS “WAR OF THE WORLDS” begins, a nar-
rator declaims a solemn passage, adapted
from H.G. Wells, in sonorous tones evoking

Orson Welles on the radio: “No one would have
believed at the beginning of the 21st Century that
our world was being observed by creatures with
intelligence greater than our own.” Well, the crea-
tures in question are certainly smart, but the good
news is that Earth wins, or at least doesn’t lose.
(We’re really not so hot at defending ourselves.)

The better news is that
Steven Spielberg, work-
ing from a screenplay by
Josh Friedman and David
Koepp, has done a hugely
successful remake of the
old sci-fi warhorse. No
Martians this time
around—we know too
much about where they
couldn’t come from. Still,
the movie provides a
plethora of pitiless aliens,
with their destructive, tri-
pod-shaped machines, in
a surprisingly human
drama that combines the
spectacular and the par-

ticular: A flesh-and-bloodied family survives a
planetary hell, although barely.
Families formed the dramatic bedrock of Mr.

Spielberg’s greatest fantasies. When our planet
was visited by benign extra-terrestrials in “Close
Encounters Of the Third Kind” and “E.T.,” we
experienced those visitations from the classic sto-
rybook perspective of parents and children strug-
gling to comprehend the unknown. No one could
accuse these visitors of being benign—“War Of
the Worlds” is the dark side of “Close Encoun-
ters”—but the formula is essentially the same and
as solid as ever, even though this family has been
fractured long before the arrival—via lightning
bolts— of the invaders from outer space.
Tom Cruise is Ray Ferrier, a divorced crane

operator who agrees to look after his two kids for a
few fateful days so his ex-wife can take a trip with
her husband. (His daughter, Rachel, is played by
Dakota Fanning, and his son, Robbie, by Justin
Chatwin.) Ray is an interesting character, an ur-
ban New Jersey incarnation of the competent Yan-
kee tinkerer. At the same time, he’s a failed father
who must redeem himself by protecting his son
and daughter in the midst of unfolding chaos. He
doesn’t save the world, only his family. That
makes him more or less believable to begin with,
and Mr. Cruise adds his own authority with a
strong and resourceful performance, whether Ray
is racing through flaming ruins or comforting his
daughter by singing “Little Deuce Coupe,” his
charmingly lame substitute for a lullaby.
Rachel’s character is intriguing too—a pretty

pre-teen who’s claustrophobic, hypochondriacal
and borderline hysterical. Dakota Fanning, who
has already established herself as an extraordi-
nary screen presence, quickly becomes the mov-
ie’s real star. This kid sells terror as effectively
as the young Drew Barrymore sold sweet inno-
cence in “E.T.” When Rachel’s wide-eyed face
says be afraid, we have no choice but to obey. And
there’s a lot to be afraid of. As the tripods rise
apocalyptically from underground vaults where
they’ve been waiting for millions of years, a sus-
pension bridge falls, a church bursts asunder, an
airliner crashes.
These special effects are formidable, and vali-
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Construction of log homes is up—
but so are complaints about mold,

ill-fitting windows and contractors
who aren’t up to the task. W8

Blade in Japan: In a test of fast-
selling ‘santoku’ chef knives,
we find shattered ceramic, tough
trout and one with an edge. W9C

HERE’S A 100-YEAR-

old wrought-iron gate

at Princeton University

that for decades was al-

most always kept locked.

By tradition, during each year’s com-

mencement, the gate was swung

open, allowing new graduates to

march out into the real world.

Then came the class of 1970. Its 800

members had mounted a tumultuous,

university-wide strike over the Viet-

nam War, and many viewed the gate

as the symbol of a cloistered, aloof

institution. On graduation day they marched through

FitzRandolph Gateway and asked that it be kept open

every day from that moment on. The university agreed.

It was an act of patriotism, a way of saying that the

students “cared about the nation and the world beyond

the gates,” recalls Paul Haaga Jr., a 1970 graduate. This

spring, his daughter, Blythe, also marched through those

gates as a Princeton grad. For her and many others

getting diplomas in 2005, the open

gates were fitting. Today’s grads of-

ten have a broader view of patrio-

tism, says Blythe Haaga. Princeton’s

longtime motto—“in the nation’s ser-

vice”—has been extended in recent

years to include the words “and in

the service of all nations.”

As July 4th approaches, there are

lessons about patriotism to be found

in these two generations of gradu-

ates—parents who got degrees in

1970, and their children in the class

of 2005. When the parents entered

college in the fall of 1966, America was still a place

where love of country had an unquestioned place in most

people’s lives. That changed during their four years in

college, in a storm of angry protests over the war and

civil rights. The class of ’05 began freshman year within

days of Sept. 11, a time when flag-waving patriotism

swelled in ways not seen for decades, and then emerged

in a time of ambivalence and (Please Turn Page W10)
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FLAG: AN AMERICAN
BIOGRAPHY
By Marc Leepson
(ST. MARTIN’S, 334 PAGES, $24.95)

By DAVID M. SHRIBMAN

BY ALL MEANS send
in the flags.
It’s the Fourth of

July weekend, for gosh
sakes, and there have
to be flags. Flags in pa-
rades, flags at ball-
games, flags in parks,
flags on your neighbor’s
porch and, if you have

one, on yours, too. We’re flag people af-
ter all. In an important way, we’re the
people of the flag.

For no other nation so reveres its
heraldic symbol, so infuses it with mean-
ing, so obsesses over whether it is being
dishonored, so enlists it for battle, for
reflection, for celebration, for reverence.
The flag is America’s trumpet. It sum-
mons us and helps to define us.

So as the Independence Day holiday
begins it is right to examine what the
flag means to us and to consider
whether, anyplace else on earth, a pub-
lisher might bring forth a 334-page book
with the simple title “Flag” and with the
beguiling (and revealing) subtitle “An
American Biography.” Can you imagine,
even for a second, a book published
across the 49th parallel called “Flag: A
Canadian Biography”? I thought not. Try
“Flag: A Dutch Biography.” Ridiculous.

The timing is right, in part because of
the holiday, in part because next week
the Senate Judiciary Committee might
very well take up the constitutional
amendment to ban flag desecration that
the House approved last week. But tim-
ing is secondary: The flag is a symbol of
all seasons and all reasons.

Rocket’s Red Glare
The flag gets a biography even

though the flag isn’t a person, not by any
definition I know. But as I turned the
pages of Marc Leepson’s book on the
days leading up to this holiday I have
been thinking: The flag is not a person,
but the way we think about the flag is
deeply personal. And it affects us, every
person in the country—the people who
revere it sincerely as the symbol of free-
dom, the people who use it cynically to
further their narrow political or commer-
cial goals, the people who resent its ap-
propriation by the right, the people who
resent its use on the left, the people who
can’t be bothered with left or right but
nonetheless will, as much by impulse as
by conscious gesture, take their baseball
cap off as it passes by, along the with
brass section of the high-school band, on
the parade route Monday morning.

Mr. Leepson has written five books
and is a thorough, and fair-minded, com-
piler of facts, fables and ephemera.
There is no story about the flag that he
omits (bet you didn’t know that the flag
was raised at Iwo Jima on a long drain-
age pipe), or fable (the whopper about
Betsy Ross stitching the first one) or
poem (I have since boyhood loved the
story, told third-hand to John Greenleaf
Whittier, about 95-year-old Barbara
Frietschie bellowing as the Confederates
passed through Frederick, Md.: “Shoot,
if you must, this old gray head, but spare
your country’s flag”). Our love for the
flag may be incomprehensible to others,
but at least we now have a comprehen-
sive guide to its unfolding.

Here, for example, is the tale of how
the star-field on the current flag was ar-

rayed. Bob Heft, a junior at Lancaster
High in Ohio, designed it for a class
project shortly before Hawaii was admit-
ted to the Union in 1959. The flag got its
50th star and all Bob got was a B-minus.
Here, too, is the truth about the famous
“Spirit of ’76” painting by Archibald M.
Willard (1837-1918) that sits in the very
room in Marblehead, Mass., where, every
Wednesday night, my brother Jeff serves
as town selectman. That’s not George
Washington in the picture, leading the fife
and drum trio, but Willard’s father. And
you already know the story about Francis
Scott Key and the rockets’ red glare—
from the War of 1812. The National An-
them has nothing to do with celebrating
the military arts or romanticizing the kill-
ing power of rockets: A lot of smart people
have said a lot of dumb things about the
flag, but that may be the dumbest.

The American Story
In our own time the flag has been

drafted for political purposes: Richard
Nixon loved the flag lapel pin, hoping to
identify himself with the flag and deny its
power to his opponents. And the flag has
been enlisted as a symbol of resolve at
times of crisis: Americans of all ideolo-
gies, and those of none, hung it from
bridges, construction cranes and win-
dows in the days after 9/11. And the
Pledge of Allegiance to the Flag has had
its moments of controversy, with the 1954
debate over the words “under God”—

redebated last year before the Supreme
Court, which upheld their constitutional-
ity—and the contretemps in the 1988 presi-
dential election over Gov. Michael S.
Dukakis’s veto of legislation requiring
schoolchildren to recite the pledge.

The truth is that the flag is a part of
the American story, and it has spawned
American stories. We all have one.
Here’s mine, remarkable only because it
is so common that perhaps there is noth-
ing remarkable about it at all:

Ten months ago my father, a Navy
veteran of World War II, died, as some
1,000 veterans of the war do every day.
There was a funeral, and then the family
drove, solemnly and so very sadly, to the
cemetery. I stood there in front of an open
grave when the flag that had rested on
his coffin was folded in the regulation
way, all 18 steps, until only a triangle of
stars remained. The flag was handed to
me, and I will never forget the words, as a
gesture from a grateful nation. For genera-
tions Americans have received this gift of
war and remembrance. I do not believe
anyone ever accepted it without a flood of
tears. I know that I have never cried so.

My father’s flag is in the room where
I am typing this here at home. There
may be one where you sit now. If there is,
you have a sense of its meaning, and of
its power.

Mr. Shribman is executive editor of the
Pittsburgh Post-Gazette.

THE STARGAZING YEAR
By Charles Laird Calia
(TARCHER/PENGUIN, 273 PAGES, $24.95)

AS A TEENAGER
Charles Calia felt the
pull of the heavens
and even decided on a
career in astronomy.
Instead he became a
writer, a treason he
blames on the appeal
of Camus’s novels and
on the difficulty of his

college physics courses. Eventually he
sold his telescopes.

But 25 years later the 9/11 terrorist
attacks led Mr. Calia—whose home is not
far from New York City—back to his
former hobby. While admitting that “the
stars offer few answers for a troubled
life,” he also quotes Maria Mitchell, the
19th-century astronomer from Nantucket
who said that astronomy can “bring calm
to the troubled spirit and hope to the
despondent.… A look at the stars will
save us from the littleness of our own
interests.”

Mr. Calia began spending evenings in
the front yard with his two young daugh-
ters, showing them the Big Dipper, the
planets and even the international space
station—all visible to the naked eye.
Soon UPS trucks were delivering ever
more complicated telescopes, leading his
wife to worry about the money being
spent on her husband’s rekindled pas-
sion. Then, naturally, he decided to build
an observatory in his backyard.

The part of the book devoted to the
do-it-yourself construction project is
merely mundane. But when looking sky-
ward, “The Stargazing Year” is an enjoy-
able voyage through the seasonal skies
and the history of amateur astronomy, as
well as a touching family chronicle. Mr.
Calia’s account of the constellations

(aided by handy maps) lucidly explains
both the science and the almost-as-com-
plicated mythology attending them. The
tale of Andromeda, the lovely chained
maiden, and Cetus, the whale, is espe-
cially riveting. Both ended up in the sky.
 —Stuart Ferguson

THE LAST SENTRY
By Gregory D. Young and Nate Braden
(NAVAL INSTITUTE PRESS, 250 PAGES, $28.95)

IN 1984, a would-be
novelist named Tom
Clancy was rummag-
ing for inspiration in
the basement of the
U.S. Naval Academy Li-
brary. He found it in a
master’s thesis by a
young navy officer,
Gregory Young, who

had uncovered the story of a 1975 mutiny
aboard the Sentry, a Russian destroyer
in the Baltic. It seemed that Capt. Valery
Sablin—the ship’s political officer, re-
sponsible for maintaining party disci-
pline—had taken command of Sentry at
gunpoint, apparently hoping to defect to
the West. The result was Mr. Clancy’s
first book, “The Hunt for Red October,”
and the creation of a major franchise in
books and movies.

But the truth proved more astonishing
than the fiction. Capt. Sablin wasn’t flee-
ing to Sweden, as everyone believed. In
fact, he was a devoted Marxist. He seized
control of the destroyer on the anniver-
sary of the Bolshevik Revolution intend-
ing to proclaim a new revolution to re-
deem the one betrayed by Lenin’s succes-
sors, notably the incumbent chairman,
Leonid Brezhnev.

Half the ship’s officers promptly
signed on with Capt. Sablin. (He asked
them to choose chess pieces, white for
mutiny, black to sit out events in a locked
cabin.) So did almost all the crew, who
had been primed for mutiny by a screen-
ing of “The Battleship Potemkin.” An

icon of Soviet propaganda, the film told
of a 1905 shipboard mutiny that paved the
way for Bolshevism.

After he retired from the U.S. Navy,
Mr. Young revisited Sentry’s story. By
then, the Soviet Union had imploded and
some of its most cherished secrets were
open to Western researchers. With his
co-author, Nate Braden, Mr. Young notes
that the Russian military—so feared in
the West—was ripe for revolt in the
1970s. Food was bad and lodging was
worse; the men resented the privileges
enjoyed by their party bosses; and they
were brutalized by a system of old-boy
hazing.

Sentry was hardly under way before
an officer gave the alarm by jumping
ship and climbing aboard a nearby sub-
marine. After the usual confusion, the
Baltic Fleet was in pursuit. But at least
one skipper refused to fire on the run-
away, and others probably fired with the
intention of missing it. Naval aviators
similarly disobeyed or ignored orders to
attack the errant Sentry. Only when the
air force was called in did the Russians
manage to disable the ship with a
500-pound bomb.

Capt. Sablin was stripped of his med-
als and executed. Surprisingly, his was
the only life lost in the mutiny and its
aftermath, though one confederate
served six years in prison and in labor
camps, and 12 got dishonorable dis-
charges. Sentry’s commanding officer,
Capt. Anatoly Potulniy, was reduced in
rank and would spend the rest of his na-
val career managing a warehouse.

As for Sentry, it or an undamaged
look-alike was briefly paraded in an
effort to prove that rumors about the mu-
tiny were malicious lies. The following
year, however, it was sent halfway
around the world to rusticate at Vladivos-
tok. “Like so many other Russian dissi-
dents,” the authors write, the ship “was
banished to Siberia.” In 2004, its derelict
hull was sold to India as scrap metal.
 —Daniel Ford

Best Selling Books

overall, and has been essentially flat for
six years. “It was the ‘Field of Dreams’
scenario,” says Jim Koppenhaver, presi-
dent of Pellucid, a research company
that follows the golf industry. “They built
it, but they never came.”

To complicate matters, fewer golfers
are braving the summer broil. With more
than 200 courses in the Phoenix area com-
peting for players, Mike Champagne, di-
rector of golf at Kierland, says the sum-
mer drop-off can be startling. The num-

ber of rounds played at Kierland falls
from about 7,200 in March to 3,500 in
August. Overall, according to the NGF,
the number of rounds played in August in
the Southwestern U.S. has dropped more
than 5% since 2002.

Drumming Up Business
For as long as anyone can remember,

of course, resorts have tried to drum up
summer business by offering deep dis-
counts and combination packages—and
this year is no different. The La Quinta
resort outside Palm Springs charges as
little as $179 a night for a stay-and-play
package for two (with unlimited golf on
five courses) that costs $850 in peak sea-
son. The Sheraton Wild Horse Pass in
Chandler, Ariz., offers package deals
that combine golf with race-car lessons,
cattle drives and wagon rides. And to
lure in local players, who comprise up to
75% of its summer customers, Crown Golf
Properties in Florida has cut its greens

fees to $54 from the $95 winter rate and
launched an airline-style rewards pro-
gram for frequent players.

But golfers who venture out in the sun
these days are enjoying some new induce-
ments. On a recent Wednesday, Dave
Yurkovich, a vacationing steelworker
from St. Louis, arrived at the Whirlwind
golf course at the Wild Horse Pass resort
in polo shirt, shorts and a floppy straw
hat, ready to battle the elements. But
with temperatures well over 100, Mr.
Yurkovich lasted only a few holes before
seeking relief. He grabbed a hose con-
nected to a small, $400 cooling unit in-
stalled on the rear fender of his golf cart
that whirs like a laptop computer and
blasts out chilly air. “In this kind of heat
I feel like my head starts to throb,” he
says, aiming the flow at his face. “This
takes away the throbbing.”

For duffers who do venture out in the
swelter, perspiration has its privileges.
As the morning sun spreads across the

manicured Boulders golf course in Scotts-
dale, sending the mercury into the 90s,
Robert Perry, a 69-year-old retired air-
line pilot, stands at the first teebox ad-
miring the view. “There’s nobody before
us or behind us,” he says. “You can’t
place a value on having your own private
golf course.”

As for the heat, Mr. Perry, a regular
summer player, says he prepares for it
by playing in the mornings and “superhy-
drating” before heading to the course.
Besides, he says, the dry heat in the
desert isn’t any worse than a typically
humid summer round back in his native
Minnesota, where it’s not only hot, but
“the deer flies are all over you.”

Not every golf course with unsold tee
times is embracing this concept. When
temperatures soar above 110 degrees,
“you can’t give it away,” says Tom Patrick
of the Suncor property development
group, which operates six courses in the
Phoenix area. By his estimate, 70% of his

company’s annual sales
come from the five winter
months—and that’s not
likely to change any time
soon. Rather than trying to market the
charms of summer golf, he says, he en-
courages course employees to take vaca-
tions. “When the people come back,” he
says, “that’s when you market.”

Survival Strategies
For Phoenix residents like Judy Hed-

ding, playing in the heat is almost second
nature thanks to elaborate survival strat-
egies that involve ice water, cold towels
and careful shade management. But
when outsiders try it, the results can be
frightening. A few years ago, when Ms.
Hedding’s strapping 30-year-old nephew
Dale arrived from Washington D.C. to
play a summer round with her, he only
lasted three holes before he turned bright
red and began to stagger around the
course. Ms. Hedding had to take him

home and dunk him in a cold shower.
“He’ll never live it down,” she says.
Nonetheless, a small number of golf

entrepreneurs are bullish about the fu-
ture of hot golf. Tom Rosenbaum and
Ron Shostack, co-founders of Coolwell
LLC, the company that makes those golf-
cart air conditioners, have already in-
vested more than $1 million in their prod-
uct—which they’ve begun pitching to
courses in steamy places as far afield as
Dubai. Internet auction sites such as
golfUS.com and golf602.com, which sell
unsold tee times at the last minute for
steep discounts, rely on the sticky sum-
mer months to generate much of their
business.

But nobody has embraced the concept
more wholeheartedly than the Furnace
Creek golf course in Death Valley, Calif.,

where temperatures of 115 degrees are
fairly routine. For a $25 greens fee, Fur-
nace Creek provides duffers with carts,
clubs, balls, tees, unlimited bottled water
and a chance to experience a unique ther-
mal challenge it has taken to calling “Ex-
treme Golf.”

Matt Utter, a group sales manager for
the Silverstone Golf Club in Las Vegas,
joins a group of friends each summer at
Furnace Creek to participate in a male
bonding ritual they call the “Heat Stroke
Invitational.” Thanks to a handful of pre-
cautions (“we don’t drink alcohol while
we’re playing,” he says) the group has
yet to lose any of its members to the
buzzards. At least not yet. “If you’re go-
ing to play Death Valley,” Mr. Utter rea-
sons, “you might as well play it when
there’s a chance you might die.”
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Left: A golfer chills out,
thanks to the Coolwell
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on his golf cart. Right:
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Furnace Creek, where
temperatures often
hit 115, refers to its
hot-weather duffing
as ‘Extreme Golf.’

Fiction Nonfiction Business

1 1776 96 191
David McCullough / Simon & Schuster

2 The World Is Flat 40 57
Thomas L. Friedman / Farrar, Straus and Giroux

3 Freakonomics 39 54
S. Levitt, S. Dubner / William Morrow

4 The Truth About Hillary 35 New
Edward Klein / Sentinel

5 You: The Owner’s Manual 29 51
M. Roizen, M. Oz / HarperResource

6 Blink 24 27
Malcolm Gladwell / Little, Brown

7 Natural Cures… Know About 22 17
Kevin Trudeau / Kevin Trudeau

8 The Purpose-Driven Life 19 23
Rick Warren / Zondervan

9 Winning 17 27
J. Welch, S. Welch / HarperBusiness

10 Your Best Life Now 16 15
Joel Osteen / Warner Faith

11 On Bull2 13 20
Harry G. Frankfurt / Princeton Univ. Press

12 French Women Don’t… Fat 13 18
Mireille Guiliano / Knopf

13 Good to Great 12 14
Jim Collins / HarperBusiness

14 Little Red Book of Selling 12 17
Jeffrey Gitomer / Bard Press

15 America (The Book) 10 19
J. Stewart, Daily Show Staff / Warner Books
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1 Freakonomics 39 54
S. Levitt, S. Dubner / William Morrow (H)

2 Blink 24 27
Malcolm Gladwell / Little, Brown (H)

3 Winning 17 27
J. Welch, S. Welch / HarperBusiness (H)

4 The Tipping Point 13 7
Malcolm Gladwell / Back Bay (P)

5 Good to Great 12 14
Jim Collins / HarperBusiness (H)

6 Little Red Book of Selling 12 17
Jeffrey Gitomer / Bard Press (H)

7 Rich Dad Poor Dad 12 9
R. Kiyosaki, S. Lechter / Warner Business (P)

8 Now, Discover… Strengths 9 7
M. Buckingham, D. Clifton / Free Press (H)

9 Who Moved My Cheese 8 9
Spencer Johnson / Putnam (H)

10 Money Book for the Young… 7 6
Suze Orman / Riverhead (H)

11 Jim Cramer’s Real Money 6 10
James Cramer / Simon & Schuster (H)

12 Secrets…Millionaire Mind 7 6
T. Harv Eker / HarperBusiness (H)

13 Five Dysfunctions of a Team 5 3
Patrick M. Lencioni / Jossey-Bass (H)

14 Fish! 4 3
S. Lundin, H. Paul, J. Christensen / Hyperion (H)

15 7 Habits… Effective People 4 6
Stephen Covey / Free Press (P)

The Wall Street Journal's list reflects nationwide sales of hardcover books during the
week ended last Saturday at more than 2,500 Barnes & Noble, B. Dalton, Bookland,
Books-a-Million, Books & Co., Bookstar, Bookstop, Borders, Brentano's, Coles,
Coopersmith, Doubleday, Scribners and Waldenbooks stores, as well as sales from

online retailers Amazon.com and barnesandnoble.com. The business list also in-
cludes figures from 800-CEO-READ. A sales index of 100 is equivalent to the median
number of copies of the No. 1 fiction bestselling titles sold each week during 2004.
(P) Paperback; (H) Hardback. Refer questions to bob.hughes@wsj.com.

Travel

1 Eleven on Top 146 New
Janet Evanovich / St. Martin’s Press

2 The Historian 65 104
Elizabeth Kostova / Little, Brown

3 The Da Vinci Code 31 37
Dan Brown / Doubleday

4 The Mermaid Chair 27 33
Sue Monk Kidd / Viking

5 A Long Way Down 23 31
Nick Hornby / Riverhead

6 4th of July 23 34
J. Patterson, M. Paetro / Little, Brown

7 True Believer 22 28
Nicholas Sparks / Warner Books

8 Dance of Death 18 33
D. Preston, L. Child / Warner Books

9 The Closers 15 23
Michael Connelly / Little, Brown

10 Rococo 14 New
Adriana Trigiani / Random House

11 Velocity 13 21
Dean Koontz / Bantam

12 One Shot 13 New
Lee Child / Delacorte

13 Five People… in Heaven 12 19
Mitch Albom / Hyperion

14 Twelfth Card 11 16
Jeffrey Deaver / Simon & Schuster

15 Rage 10 15
Jonathan Kellerman / Ballantine
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A 1943 Women’s Army Corps recruiting poster uses the flag as a backdrop.
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Review / Books

Hot Offerings
With the mercury rising, resorts in hot-weather spots are offering a variety of incentives to attract guests to their
properties from golf packages that include air-conditioned golf carts, free flip-flops or poolside popsicles. Here’s
a sampling.

COURSE/RESORT/LOCATION PACKAGE/PRICE COMMENTS

Westin Kierland
Resort & Spa
Scottsdale, Ariz.

“Chill Out on the Links”
$199 and up per night.

A one-night stay gets two people unlimited golf time,
use of air-conditioned golf carts and an array of aro-
matherapy treatments right on the golf cart. There’s
also an air-conditioned driving range.

The Boulders Resort
and Golden Door Spa
Carefree (Phoenix) Ariz.

“Unlimited Golf Package”
$319 per night, double
occupancy

Free ice towels, cart misters and cold beverages
available on the course. The resort also has a “Rent
a Phoenix Vacation Home” package that gives
guests discounts to stay in one of the 55 on-prop-
erty villas (floor plans available on the Web site). 

Bonaventure
Resort & Spa
Weston, Fla. (near Fort
Lauderdale)

Golfanatic, $114.50
per person per night

Package includes breakfast buffet and a round of
golf at one of two courses at Bonaventure Country
Club. In-room after-golf massages are $130 extra.

Viceroy Palm Springs
& Estrella Spa
Palm Springs, Calif.

The His & Hers Golf/
Spa Summer Package”
Starting at $1,800

Three nights in a one-bedroom villa, breakfast, golf,
and a choice of one 50-minute spa treatment. For
pool fiends, there’s also a “Midweek is Cooler in the
Desert” promotion that includes  freeflip-flops, sun-
tan lotion and two poolside margarita popsicles.

Reunion Resort &
Club of Orlando
Near Orlando, Fla.

“The Watson Golf Pack-
age” Starts at $208 per
night.

For non-golfers, there are themed parties like a
Hawaiian luau. A new swimming pavilion opens this
summer with an “interactive” water playground. Re-
sort is six miles from Disney World.


