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It’s so beautiful we're afraid some people

will miss the point.

What kind of impression should a ball
point make?

The new Parker Duofold Ball Point Pen
pictured below unquestionably makes a
rather beautiful one.

Indeed, no expense has been spared
to make it so.

The superior luster and finish you see
are not sprayed on, but built in by Parker
craftsmen.

Each Parker Duofold Ball Point Pen
barrel is hand-tooled from a solid block of
cast acrylic, not churned out “en masse.”
Some of the old ways are still the best.

All that glitters is not 18k gold plate,
but 23k gold plate, and we use twice as
much gold as lesser pens.

More than enough to prevent tarnish-
ing our reputation.

More to the point, however, is that
looks have never been everything at Parker.

Put to paper, the new Duofold Ball
Point will glide across the page leaving an

even flow of ink. No skipping. No blobbing.

To guarantee that it will (and we do for
a lifetime), we sculpt our ball points from
tungsten carbide, rather than using the
more commonplace and less wear-resistant
steel ball.

And before we sign off on a Duofold
Pen, we literally sign off with it. A legion of
white-gloved inspectors examines and tests
every one by hand.

It is the finest writing ball point in the
world.

We invite you to examine the new
Parker Duofold Ball Point Pen and the
matching propelling pencil at your nearest
Parker dealer.

Beauty, as they say, is in the eye of the
beholder.

A statement never truer than when
you are making one with the new Parker

Duofold Ball Point Pen.
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Flora Danica. First crafted to gift
the Empress of Russia, Catherine II.
Shaped, sculpted and painted by the
hand that signs the backstamp. Elegant
Acorn sterling by Georg Jensen. Write
for illustrated literature displaying
appointments that grace the great
houses of Europe. Royal Copenhagen
Georg Jensen Silversmiths

683 Madison Avenue

NY NY 10021.

(212) 759-6457

(1) 800-223-1275
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Four Seasons
System 4° Sunroom

Four Seasons”
designs the kitchen

you’ve always wanted.
Make any room big and bright with
a Four Seasons sunroom or patio room.
Professionally installed or save big and do-
it-yourself with our pre-assembled sections.
Call or write for a FREE BROCHURE
or remodeling catalogs, only $10.00. Visa or
MasterCard accepted.
CALL FREE 1-800 FOUR SEASONS
(1-800-368-7732)
FOUR SEASONS SOLAR PRODUCTS CORP.
5005 Veterans Memorial Highway, Dept. F7
Holbrook, NY 11741
Over 270 independently owned and
operated franchised locations worldwide.

FRANCHISE OPPORTUNITIES AVAILABLE!

| @8 FOUR SEASONS |

Design & Remodeling Centers

GREENHOUSES * SUNROOMS « PATIO ROOMS
WINDOWS » DOORS *» SKYLIGHTS

Outdoor Living...Indoors"

©1990 Four Seasons Solar Products Corp.

SCOTT MATTHEW OSMAN

Contributors Notes

Nadine Gordimer,
one of South Afri-
ca’s preeminent writ-
ers, tells of her abid-
ing love for African
pots in this month’s
“Taste” column.
Gordimer, whose
forthcoming novel,
My Son’s Story, will be
published in October
by Farrar, Straus
& Giroux, says her
roadside discoveries
offer a human ele-
ment: “Their surface
texture has the faint
striations of skin.
When you put your
hand against my pots
you are palm to palm
with the artist.”

Buffy Birrittella describes Rose Cot-
tage, the Malibu house of actor
Bruce Dern and his wife, Andrea, as
a “comforting oasis—a farmhouse
sitting right on the beach that com-
bines the best of both those worlds.”
She met the Derns in 1973 while
working for Ralph Lauren, who de-
signed the clothes Bruce wore in The
Great Gatsby. Birrittella, who started
out as Lauren’s assistant nearly
twenty years ago, is now senior vice
president of advertising and wom-
en’s design at Polo/Ralph Lauren.

Vance Muse, a staff writer for
Life, is currently at work for
Harper & Row on Walking with
Garbo, a biography of the enig-
matic Hollywood star that he is
coauthoring with film scholar
Raymond Daum. For the July
HG, Muse visits the Maine re-
treat of his friends actress
Stockard Channing and painter
Carl Palazzolo. “It’s wonderful
to see how their aesthetic has
grown over the years. The two
have worked a kind of alchemy
on their house.”

SCOTT MATTHEW OSMAN

HG JULY 1990
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GREAT COOKS ARE AMONG OUR
MOST ARDENT FANS. ALONG WITH THOSE
WHO HAVE COOKS.

Admittedly, some CORIAN® owners don't spend much time in the kitchen. The majority,
however, chose CORIAN precisely because they cﬁ).

Serious cooks have come to believe that a first-rate kitchen without worktops and color-
coordinated sinks of DuPont CORIAN is akin to homemade pasta with canned sauce.

CORIAN, with its wealth of design possibilities, helps you create a beautiful kitchen that
works beautifully. Its remarkable durability means the beauty lasts. And it's backed by a 10-year
limited warranty from DuPont. For more information and the name of your Authorized
CORIAN Dealer, call 1-800-4 CORIAN. Or write DuPont, Room G-51528, Wilmington, DE 19801.

If you believe a worktop should do more than just hold up the canisters, you'll find CORIAN

is a product you can believe in.
CORIAN -

- _> CoriANS The premium quality brand of solid surtace products trom Du Pont.




EXHIBITION

Fine Antique Decorative French Aubussons 14th June - 24th June

ViGO CARPET GALLERY

in conjunction with

Y & B BOLOUR

at O6A VIGO STREET, LONDON W1X 1AH.

FRENCH EMPIRE AUBUSSON circa 1850 11' 9" x 8’ 7" (3-58 X 2:62 m)

Fully Illustrated Catalogue Price $4:00 Available From:

Y & B Bolour Vigo Carpet Gallery
920 N. Lacienega Boulevard 6a Vigo Street
Los Angeles London W1X 1AH
CA 90069 England

Tel: 213 659 1888
Fax: 213 659 7756

Tel: 011 4471 439 6971
Fax: 011 4471 439 2353
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Contributors Notes

MARK STERN

Amy Fine Collins has been exploring oth-
er people’s residences for quite some
time: “I remember my mother taking my
sister and me on drives at night. We
would slow down at a house we liked and
look out from the car window at all the
furniture and decoration.” For thisissue,
Collins managed to get an inside view of
both a Mark Hampton—decorated house
on Nantucket and a Connecticut country
retreat by Shelton, Mindel & Associates.
Her first book, American Impressionism,
was published this spring by W. H. Smith.
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Thomas Hine, architecture and design
critic for the Philadelphia Inquirer, pre-
views an exhibition that reflects on
future visions of San Francisco. Hine’s
own view of what lies ahead in archi-
tecture: “My gut reaction is it will prob-
ably be worse. It seems there is less
idealism involved in making buildings. I
used to have some hope that ego would
be a partial substitute for civic pride, but
I am less convinced of that now.”

HG JULY 1990
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There’s a place
where old traditions are carried on
and new ones are born.

Don't miss the
- Summer Home Solutions Sale.

~This dining room from the Profiles collection by Drexel and many
other fine selections will be specially priced for exceptional value.
See your nearest authorized dealer for details. For the name of
the dealer nearest you, call toll free 800-447-4700. For a
complimentary Profiles Brochure, write Drexel Heritage
Furnishings Inc., Dept. 390-1A, Drexel, NC 28619.

DREXEL HERITAGE

Because it's home:@, |




It’'ll know you care
even when you don't talk to it.

Shown: Calla Lily pattern in stainless.




FROM LEFT: JOHN WILSON WHITE; DEWEY NICKS
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HG REPORTS ON THE NEW AND THE NOTEWORTHY By Amy Abrams and Eric Berthold

Eric Lansdown’s
miniature buildings
accommodate not only dolls
and birds but also architecture
and design styles from
throughout the ages. From
simple materials like wood,
wire, and glass, Lansdown
mixes and matches periods for
such follies as a seven-foot
French Renaissance bridge-
castle birdhouse (above) and
(right) a Greek revival aviary
on a Regency base and a
Mansart-style dollhouse. Using
techniques he developed with
the help of his mother, who
restores antiques, the
reducticnist architect glazes,
screen-prints, details, and
distresses each small but
unhumble abode. “Every
detail is important, from

the architecture to the

painted finish,” says Lansdown.
“This is what makes each piece
stand on its own as a work

of art.” (Eric Lansdown, 2200
23 St., San Francisco, CA 94107;
415-822-1325)

HG JULY 1990




Cubist Art Annie Kelly
handcrafts and paints every
piece she designs,
including the World Frozen
in a Cube table (left), $2,200,
her most recent work.
Available through
the Gallery of Functional
Art, Santa Monica
(213) 450-2827.

Moonstruck
Artist Toni
Putnam’s cast-
bronze Guardian
chair (below),
$10,000, and other
unique designs are
available through
the Sally Hawkins
Gallery, NYC
(212) 477-5699.

> 4 w
Those Lips, Those Eyes
Photographer Christopher
Makos’s plates (above) are $250
a pair, available at Paul Smith,
NYC. Makos has a limited
supply of wallpaper depicting a
mostly glamorous Andy
Warhol. Call (212) 620-5642.

Catch Words Easy-to-prepare deckside fare, like
couscous and grilled marinated tuna (above), is
featured in The Yachting Cookbook (Crown, $30),
by Jennifer Trainer and Elizabeth Wheeler.

The Hills Are Alive Floral
designer Beth Gill (above) has
been known to fill orders by
dashing out and gathering
fistfuls of Rocky Mountain
wildflowers and greenery. Her
shop, the Aspen Branch, is at
213 South Mill St., Aspen
(303) 925-3791.

Stepping Out
Shoes covered in one of
four Fortuny fabrics
(above), $370 a pair, are
available at Vanessa Noel,
26 East 66 St., NYC
(212) 787-0115.

CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT: TIM STREET-PORTER; ROBERT LAKOW; KRISTEN
BROCHMANN; MONICA STEVENSON (2); JEFFREY AARONSON; BOB SASSON

Endless Summer Sand, sun, and seaside fun are captured on the By the Sea Border (above), $6.50 a yard, in
the Early Years collection of children’s wallpapers from Motif Designs, New Rochelle (914) 633-1170.




CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT: NC; MONICA STEVENSON (2); JONATHAN
PILKINGTON; SAINT LOUIS ART MUSEUM; ROB SILCOTT; YURI MARDER (2)

Both Sides Now Casa
Lopez offers European
imports from reversible
wool piqué rugs (right) to
needlepoint pillows and
tabletop accessories. The
rugs are available in
eleven sizes; a standard, 6
by 9 feet, is $2,000. Casa
Lopez, NYC (212) 935-5344.

Past Perfect Anthony Vidler examines the life and work of one of
18th century France’s most controversial architects in Claude Nicholas
Ledoux (MIT Press, $50). The visionary designer never completed
many of his projects, such as the House of the Agricultural Guards of
Maupertuis (above).

Stool’s Gold

Carol Bruns’s Elsol
stool (right), $1,700,
has gilded cast-
bronze legs. This and
other metal
furnishings are
available from the
artist’s SoHo studio;

call (212) 431-5084. ﬁ

Remake Your Bed
Stuart-Buchanan will remodel,

repair, or reproduce any antique
bed (above) or other piece of
furniture. For information call
the Denver office,
(303) 825-1222.

In the Gild
British designer John
Harwood has revived
the ancient technique

of water gilding, which
he applies to any

surface from a wall to a

picture frame (above),
starting at $275.

Available at

Autonomy, London

(1) 351-7303.

Handmade in the USA Japan’s
internationally renowned Seibu Pisa
department stores have recently
joined forces with American designer
Karl Springer to carry his new
furniture, such as the J.M.F. side chair
covered in hand-stained inlay leather
(top), and accessories, such as
Venetian glass vases, bowls, and
candlesticks (above). To the trade at
Karl Springer, (212) 752-1695.

For Spacious Skies Jolly Flatboatmen in Port (above) and 27 other genre and
landscape paintings by 19th-century American artist George Caleb Bingham
are on view at the National Gallery of Art, Washington, D.C., July 15-Sept. 30.

HG JULY 1990 19
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The water tower,
above, an all-brick
landmark built in
1868, dictated a
lunar design theme:
the mirror on a desk
in the dining area
of one of the suites,
top, echoes the
original fenestration,
while a washbasin in
grés cérame tile
with a glass mosaic
frieze, left, has a
rounded back.

Circular Thinking

Andrée Putman

transforms a Cologne water

tower into a luxury hotel

BY CHRISTINA DE LIAGRE

defined the height of chic in this way:
“knowing how to transform a handi-
cap into an element of seduction;
worn clothes; the freedom to mix sur-
prising elements that are linked for
the first time; having the courage of
one’s opinions.”

In her office at Ecart, her design
studio on the rue Saint-Antoine,
Andrée Putman likes to converse sit-
ting side by side at the round edge of
her semicircular black desk. There
are three black telephones and two

“l REMEMBER THE FIRST
time I was asked for an
autograph,” Andrée
Putman recently re-
called in an article on the
1980s for a French daily.
“It was in New York. A
cyclist, a Puerto Rican
messenger, got off his
bike, handed me a note-
book, and said, ‘Miss
Putman, I love your
work.”” In the course of
the last decade, Parisienne Putman may
have been consecrated la madone du de-
sign on one side of the Atlantic and the
high priestess of style on the other, but
she has kept her sleek French heels firm-
ly on the ground.

Free from the confines of being a
schooled architect or designer, Putman
became both at mid-life—on her own
terms and with her own baggage. Aban-
doning a promising career in music
composition, she would strike keynotes
in the fine art of living: style, Putman de-
termined, begins with freedom from
whatis generally regarded as good taste.
Her reeditions (the Eileen Gray satellite
mirror, the Mallet-Stevens chair, the
Fortuny projector lamp) brought back
the lines of the modernist movement;
her black and white aesthetic turned la
France tricolore into la France bicolore;
her snappily tiled bathrooms reinstated
the throne room as an element of
French style. On top of everything else,
Putman became the designers’ design-
er. Alaia, Lagerfeld, Saint Laurent,
Mugler—all called on the lady who has

Filofaxes—one gray,
one black, both very old.
She dips into her silver
Fabergé cigarette box
often, striking matches
from Morgans, the first
hotel she designed in
New York, in 1984. The
nonfilters are instantly
branded with her dark
lipstick. Her long-sleeved

Putman, left, subtly lit the
Wasserturm’s rooms, such
as a master bedroom, below,
with sanded-glass panels.

black V-neck dress is Azzedine—‘six
years old,” she specifies; she has worn
her V-shaped white metal necklace ev-
ery day for the past 28 years.

Having recently completed another
luxury hotel—in a former water tower
in Cologne—Putman has lost no time
taking on the nineties. The Wasserturm
is an all-brick cylindrical structure built
in 1868 by an Englishman, John Moore,
as the largest water tower in Europe.
Used as an antiaircraft Kommando-
bunker during World War I1, it miracu-
lously survived, along with the city’s
cathedral and very little else. “As one of
the few monuments left, it was pre-

HG JULY 1990

DEIDI VON SCHAEWEN



Start a revolution.

Diamonds. The r S0 {i] ¢ in American Design.
Check this page eac ' ' ’ the entire year’s winning
pieces, pri




® DESIGN

A crescent-shaped
rug, armchair, and
table face a high-
back sofa with
recessed lights in
a duplex suite.

tibly. These petits
raffinements, or “lit-
tle messages,” as Put-
man likes to call

ANNE KLEWN I
A1 YOUR SERVICE™

them, have a cumula-
tive effect: the longer
you stay, the more attuned you become
to the very quiet dialogue between ele-
ments in her overall design.

Get the most |
out of

Jall

Order a videotape of
Anne Klein I’s
New York Show.

Experience for

“Problems are assets,” says Putman.
“They stimulate you.” Since only the ex-
isting fenestration could be used, she
created sanded-glass panels with interi-
or lights on dimmers to add luminosi-
ty. In addition, various surfaces in the
rooms, such as a sanded-glass vanity ta-
ble top or the sides of a very high wing
sofa with recessed reading lights, are in-
candescent; there is no overhead light-
ing in the hotel.

The color scheme represents some-
thing of a departure for Putman: “Light
and a certain gaiety is what we were af-
ter—not what I'm usually associated
with.” A basic palette of beige and sand-
ed oak is punctuated with touches of
brilliant yellow and blue velvet—a touch
of Matisse. There are nothing but origi-

“If you give 1n to all

the temptations of
adding, you introduce

DEIDI VON SCHAEWEN

the drop of poison
that will age what
you’ve done”

served as a historical landmark,” says
Putman, for whom the structure (ap-
propriately called a chateau d’eau in
French) brings to mind Ledoux and
eighteenth-century architecture.

The Wasserturm forced the design-
er ‘‘to invent a new vocabulary.”
The landmark could not be altered
structurally, so all of the rooms had to be
divided like slices of cake. The tower
also dictated the shape of the furniture,
inspiring a new “half moon” line in
Ecart’s design portfolio. Sofas were de-
signed to fit into vaulted niches and
shades were devised to rise at the push
of a button in order to block out light
from the external archways—or, better
still, to be left partially open, thus form-
ing a poetic crescent of sky. In the entry
to each room a blue crescent-shaped
glass shelf for keys, gloves, or a bag picks
up on the lunar theme almost impercep-

24

nal artworks throughout, the most for-
midable of which are sculptures by
Donald Judd and Dan Flavin in the high
vaulted lobby and a Tom Wesselmann
painting that dominates the glassed-in
rooftop restaurant.

“The tower itself is so overbearing
that we wanted to keep the rooms sim-
ple,” Putman says. “If you give in to all
the temptations of adding one more de-
licious thing and another and another,
you introduce the drop of poison that
will mark what you’ve done and age it.
Then people will say, ‘Ah yes, that’s the
beginning of the nineties.” How ridicu-
lous! How frightening! Morgans Hotel,
which we did six years ago, has not aged.
That’s a point of pride.”

Not for Andrée Putman the “home”
genre of luxury-hotel decoration—*"the
chintz and pink and green checks and a
Spanish chest to hide the television.” “A
hotel,” the designer sums up, “should be
both impersonal and seductive—a bit
like a geisha who is there to entertain
you. But you would never mistake her
for your wife.” 4

yourself the richness
of this season’s colors
and fabrics. The cost
is only $16. Call toll

Jree and learn how

our look can

improve yours.
Advice and answers

are only a phone

call away.

1-800-451-6900

Monday through Friday
10AM — 7PM EST
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Safe Harbor

A Vancouver Island inn serves up

home-style comforts

BY SUSAN HERRMANN LOOMIS

e barely make it out of our car at the Sooke Har-
bour House on Vancouver Island, British Co-

lumbia, when the proprietors, Sinclair and Fred-

rica Philip, appear to help with our bags. They’re full of warm
greetings, but they never say much more, knowing that to in-
hale the fir- and sea-scented elixir that passes for air here
makes me and my husband a bit giddy, renders us momen-

Proprietors Sinclair
and Fredrica Philip
and their daughters

Nishka and Rissa, above.

Top: The inn sits on

a spit of land over-

looking the Strait of
Juan de Fuca.

tarily speechless. The steel blue of the water,

the deep green of the trees, the luxurious
rooms and intricately landscaped grounds of
the inn afford a sense of composure that only

- seems possible when one is surrounded by

rare, heart-stopping beauty.
Before they became innkeepers, both the
Philips studied economics at the University

. of Grenoble, in France (he is Canadian,

she French). Along with their academic inter-

{ ests, they shared a love of food and enter-

taining, and Sinclair Philip combined his
domestic passions with an enthusiasm for scu-
ba diving in the Mediterranean: there was al-
ways bounteous seafood, which the couple
turned into extravagant meals for friends.
They dreamed of owning an inn and in
1977 moved to Canada in search of the ide-
al spot. It took them a year to find the Sooke

Harbour House, which had been a restaurant since 1928.

The Philips have transformed a white clapboard building
on a spit of land overlooking the Strait of Juan de Fuca and
the craggy Olympic Mountains into the perfect stage for their
talents. Each of the newly remodeled rooms in the old build-
ing has a rustic fireplace, a lofty duvet on a king-size bed, and
a balcony that looks onto either the water and the mountains
or rolling gardens. A recent unassuming addition near the
original building contains ten rooms with their own private
decks and gardens and spectacular views.

Our first move when we arrive at the Sooke Harbour
House is not to move at all but to sink into the comfort of our
room. Wrapped in the cozy white robes provided, we sip sher-
ry and gaze out the windows, often as not to catch sight of a
whale, a seal, or a distantly clattering fishing boat. When
darkness falls, overstuffed chairs and sofas around the fire-
place in the dining room describe a convivial social center, lit
by the fire and two huge candelabras of flickering white can-
dles. Sinclair, round, cheery, and red-cheeked, offers drinks
and passes exotic tidbits before dinner: fresh sea urchin roe
with freshly toasted bread, strips of crisp sea cucumber. “I
like guests to try things,” he says. “Sometimes I don’t tell them
whatit is until they’ve tried it.”

The menu changes every day. Sinclair often emerges from
the water with gooseneck barnacles, triton snails, and glisten-
ing abalone, and Chef Ron Cherry adds them all to the day’s
meals. Simply prepared vegetables, fruits, and herbs are
served fresh from the garden or nearby farms; suckling kid,
duckling, veal, and rabbit are all raised on the island.

A wonderful breakfast and a light healthy lunch are pro-
vided every day, and either can be packed for a picnic. Diver-
sions at Sooke Harbour House are simple. There are no
televisions or telephones. But the roads around the inn will
take you into the woods, down to the rocky beach below the
gardens, or around a neighborhood where residents putter
in their gardens. The Philips can arrange just about any other
appropriate outing, from plane rides to boat trips to scuba
dives. But if you do venture forth, you may feel about the inn
as you did about home during your first trip to camp: it’s OK
being away, but you can hardly wait to get back. (Sooke Har-
bour House, 1528 Whiffen Spit Rd., RR 4, Sooke, British Co-
lumbia VOS 1NO; 604-642-4944) &

Local seafood, produce, and game are served in the dining room

JANE WEITZEL
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® ARCHITECTURE

California Dreamers

An exhubition looks backward and forward

at visionary schemes for San Francisco

BY THOMAS HINE

Movable furniture for an earthquake-
proof house, above, by Lars Lerup and
Sohela Farokhi. Below: Lerup and
Farokhi’s scheme for San Francisco flats.

A study for a
skyscraper, above,
sketched in the
1920s by Bay Area
architect Timothy
L. Pflueger.

or many who live or visit there, San Francisco is perfec-

tion cloaked in fog. Its layout and topography conspire

to create vistas that make admiring the city one of its
visitors’ chief pastimes. In recent years there have been major
efforts to restore old buildings and prevent new ones, reflect-
ing a belief that most changes are not for the better. But in
treating their city as a precious gem, do San Franciscans risk
turning it into something unreal, a great place for tourists
that has little cultural or economic dynamism of its own?

That is the question that underlies “Visionary San Francis-
co,” the first large-scale exhibition to be mounted by the ar-
chitecture and design department of the San Francisco
Museum of Modern Art. The show, which will run from June
14 to August 26, does not attempt to present a single vision of
the future or any dream that those who see it are likely to ac-
cept. Butit will challenge visitors to look beyond the cable cars
and multicolored gingerbread and imagine a San Francisco
different from the one they know.

“San Francisco has always had a sense of destiny,” says
Paolo Polledri, the museum’s curator of architecture and de-
sign and organizer of the show. “We have mounted this exhi-
bition because San Francisco, like many other cities, is at a
crossroads and people do not feel confident to act. People
take a conservative attitude and never make a decision. The
city needs a sense of direction.”

Most of the show is a chronicle of what might have been:
past visions for changing the city, including drawings and
models of some major projects that are still pending after
years of discussion. There are also drawings and models of
the Golden Gate and Bay bridges, which Polledriargues were
catalysts for San Francisco’s dreams of modernity for dec-
ades. But while these earlier periods had widely accepted
ideologies of change—the radial boulevards and vistas of the
turn-of-the-century City Beautiful movement or the dia-
grammatic functionalism of international-style modern-
ism—there is now no framework of belief in which change
can be understood.

Polledridecided to deal with the contemporary situation by
commissioning four writers to compose texts about the city
and then pairing them with four teams of architects, who
have designed installations based on these texts. His theory is
that writers help shape the way people perceive cities by con-
necting places with experience and meaning and that such
perceptions could serve as architectural programs. Imagin-
ing a different San Francisco proved just as difficult for writ-

An idealized City
Beautiful at the
1915 Panama Pacific
Exposition.

CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT: NC; SAN FRANCISCO MUSEUM OF MODERN ART;

EXPLORATORIUM, SAN FRANCISCO; NC. PHOTOS BEN BLACKWELL
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In treating their
city as a precious
gem, do San
Franciscans risk
turning it into
something unreal?

ers as for anyone else, and the texts are
short stories and essays of a not obvious-
ly visionary nature. Novelist Mark Hel-
prin’s memoir celebrates topography
and weather as the keys to the city’s
character. Journalist Richard Rodri-
guez discusses the AIDS crisis in terms
of the marginal, though taste-making,
role of homosexuals in society and the
“renovation of Victorian San Francisco
into dollhouses for libertines.” Mystery
writer Joe Gores tells a hard-boiled tale
involving a mural, a dance of death, and
real estate development. Science fiction
writer William Gibson imagines a city of makeshift dwellings
built by the homeless atop the Bay Bridge.

The architects’ responses are indirect. For example, archi-
tect Lars Lerup and artist Sohela Farokhi chose to respond
not to AIDS but to Rodriguez’s wry description of gays occu-
pying houses that symbolize family life and heightening the
symbolism through their decoration. They also chose to re-
spond to something not in the essay, last October’s earth-

Chesley Bonestell’s
Tower of the Sun,
above, at the Golden
Gate International

Exposition on
Treasure Island,
1939. Above right:
A 1932 cutaway
perspective of a
bridge pier under
construction.
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quake. “Our analogy was that AIDS is to society as the
earthquake is to architecture,” says Lerup. The design is for a
steel-framed earthquake-proof house with sprinklers be-
tween its double-glass walls. “It is a safe haven in an unsafe,
rocking world. It lobotomizes the earthquake.” But, he adds,
it is also intended as a place to be yourself, without master
bedrooms, family rooms, or any of the behavior that such
spaces imply. Lerup and Farokhi have also designed uncon-
ventional wheeled furniture, intended to embody both an es-
cape from historic expectations and a flexible way of living.

Diana Agrestand Mario Gandelsonas began by plotting the
events of their detective story, which involves the disappear-
ance, one by one, of the people creating a mural on a new
building. But the architects soon became concerned about
another disappearance, that of places for public recreation
along the waterfront. They designed a new building, for the
site of the fictional one, that could house much of what hap-
pened at the now-lost places. “A detective story is a process of
research, usually triggered by incidents of violence, that tries
to unveil some kind of truth,” Gandelsonas
explains. “As architects, we play the role of
detective, and in the exhibition we want to
force the viewer to take that role, too. It will
not be easy to understand.”

Barbara Stauffacher Solomon’s installa-
tion consists of real and painted Ping-Pong
tables, which serve as metaphors for lawns,
playing fields, and other human evocations
of nature. Her project is not an illustration
or response to Helprin’s essay but a wholly
different interpretation of the relationship
between nature and artifice, “a parody of
planning,” as the designer terms it.

Only one of the projects, that of Craig Hodgetts and Ming
Fung, presents a large-scale future vision, though hardly a
utopian one. “The premise,” says Hodgetts, “is that city gov-
ernments are powerless to do any kind of major restructuring
and that the future of the city will be controlled by private in-
terests.” The architects imagine that Golden Gate Park has
been sold to a private developer who has made it a private en-
clave lined with apartment towers. George Lucas and Steven
Spielberg have demilitarized the Presidio and transformed it
into a Luke Skywalker theme park. Identical self-sufficient
solar-powered skyscrapers dot the cityscape and march
across the bay. “Gibson’s story is beautiful, but it certainly sets
an atmosphere of gloom,” Hodgetts says. “Some of the sce-
narios we will show are not attractive, but they could be illumi-
nating for the city as a whole.”

Polledri says that the exhibition was never intended to rep-
resent the future but to help people see the possibilities im-
plicit in the present. Nobody argues that the city’s problems
would be alleviated by building any of these projects. In all
likelihood the challenges would simply be more visible.

“If we deny change to the city, we destroy it,” Polledri says.
“Prettiness is no panacea for urbanills.” &

HG JULY 1990
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Fanciful Farm

Richard and Victoria MacKenzie-
Chalds apply wit and whimsy to design

BY STEPHANIE VAUGHN

eilings exist for most of us at an altitude of 35,000 feet.
They’re as unreachable as cumulonimbus, except
when we have to renew a coat of neutral paint—at
which time a ceiling will descend to a level just an inch above
the comfortable stretch of an arm. No surface, however, is be-
yond the vision or reach of tableware and furniture designers
Victoria and Richard MacKenzie-Childs. “I don’t think we’ve

A semicircular terrace, ever lived for long with an undecorated ceiling,”
above, extends from the Richard says. In the kitchen of their 1810 Geor-
back of the 1810 upstate 4 . h 1 % ¥

vt Yook Fsbiiing i glan tarmhouse, located on the eastern ridge

MacKenzie-Childses rescued
from ruin. Below: Every
surface in the guest room
bears evidence of the
couple’s decorative touch.
Details see Resources.

above Cayuga Lake in western New York State,
they climbed up and down scaffolding for weeks
assembling slender strips of tongue-and-groove
oak into a squared ceiling pattern. In their guest
room they wallpapered the ceiling to create the
illusion of drifting summer flowers, and in their
dining room they installed black and white tiles
that echo the checkerwork floor below. Their
eighteen-year-old daughter, Heather, helped
produce the designs for her bedroom, including
the overhead pastel squares, which look as edible
as ice cream.

“We never think of things as they are,” Rich-
ard says, “we think of things as they could be.”
Thatis the kind of thinking that inspired them in
1980 to buy an abandoned farmhouse that was so
ruined by time it would have made Edgar Allan
Poe falter at the doorstep. Today that house is an
unfettered celebration of color, texture, and sur-
s Ttk pr'ise. Eve.ry progression—from molding to wa.ll, f'rom chair
i Veair duisgliter, rail to chair leg—is acknowledged by an alteration in pattern
Heather, above, or palette. A drawer pull turns out to be a small ceramic fish.
frolic on a hay bale A table base rises from the backs of a family of rabbits. Crawl
PRSI Yo, into the intimate space of a cupboard bed, and you will find

yourself in the midst of a lakeside landscape painted by Vic-

Victoria and Richard

A trio of MacKenzie-Childs hand-
painted majolica dishes.

FROM TOP: MICHAEL MUNDY (3); MONICA STEVENSON
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most important lesson in
ture making came right here,

whenIwas 17 Let me
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Do you really know how to distinguish
fine furniture from a good imitation? I
can tell you what to look for to guarantee
that you are buying the top-quality product
that you want. And I would like to share
the secrets of fine furniture with you.

These secrets didn’t come naturally to
me. I have been making fine furniture
since I was 17. I learned the trade first
hand from craftsmen who were making
furniture in the last century.

They taught me that there’s no short
cut to making fine furniture. Every step,
from selecting the lumber to that final
hand polishing, must be treated with
equal respect. I was taught to make each
piece of furniture as if it were going
to be mine forever.

shargt with you”

Richard E. Henkel
President, Hickory/White

“Ih.0 ¢

I haven’t forgotten that lesson. And
today;, I take great pride in knowing
that every step has been taken to make
each piece of Hickory White furniture
the best that it can be.

I would like to send you a book that
tells you what to look for when you are
shopping for furniture. I will also tell
you where you can find Hickory White
furniture in your area.

The more you know about furniture,
and how it’s made, the more you'll
see that Hickory White is the smartest
furniture buy that you can make.

Hickory White. The Secret of Fine

WHITE

Be better informed. Order the Furniture Shopper’s Guidebook today. Send $5.00 to: Department 410, PO Box 1600, High Point, NC 272061.

HG JULY 1990

Available through your designer.

37



® PEOPLE

toria’s mother, Beth MacKenzie. =
Enter the guest room closetand a
fairy tale might start to unfold— |
“Just walk through the clothes,” |
says Victoria, directing the way to
a secret door that opens to a hid-
den staircase.

One mile down the lake, out-
side the village of Aurora, stand
the MacKenzie-Childs design
studios, pottery and furniture
factory, and retail outlet where
they sell their seconds. What was once a
dilapidated dairy farm is now a confec-
tion of yellow buildings surrounded by
thousands of blooming pink roses.
There’s a duck pond, a formal flow-
er garden, and, behind a white
picket fence, a kitchen garden
planted so that employees can help
themselves to a lunch of tomatoes,
cucumbers, and lettuce.

What began as a desire to
make one beautiful plate, “just
for us and just for fun,” has

grown into a major business.
Before they founded their
firm in 1983, Richard and Vic-
toria were ceramists and sculp-
tors who took turns teaching
for a living. Trained in the
graduate ceramics program at
Alfred University, they creat-

A ceramic and
fringe tassel,
above, suspends

f h . . g
Wi ed one-of-a-kind art until their
MacKenzie- iR

Childs whimsical WOTKk took a utilitarian turn.
Visiting Seat, “After we made that initial
bottom right. plate,” Victoria says, “we made

more to go with it, then a table to put
them on, then chairs to go with the ta-
ble.” Every piece now produced at their
factory evolved from something they
first devised for their own use.

Victoria, who also has a background

A cluster of ceramic
rabbits, above,
supports a table in
the sunny breakfast
room, bottom left,
furnished with the

MacKenzie-Childses’

customized antiques
and original designs.
Below: A family
portrait amid the
cornfields.

The MacKenzie-Childses turn bagels into

in costume design, likes to bring theater to the dinner table.
Last summer, for Richard’s surprise birthday party, she
erected a train set on their dining table, created a mountain
landscape from heaps of freshly cut grass, and sent the curry
condiments whizzing from guest to guest on the backs of the
train cars. For a recent exhibition of their new line at a Nei-
man Marcus store in California, she turned bagels into nap-
kin rings and carrots into mock candles.

Both Richard and Victoria have a genius for transforming
cast-off furniture and found objects into art. The headboards
from a set of twin beds Victoria slept on as a child became part
of the prototype for their Visiting Seat embellished with cir-
cus wagon-style stripes and checks. A set of peeling doors
from the local dump is now painted with family portraits and
installed on the front of the cupboard bed. When in 1985 a
gale-force wind destroyed their towering chimney, the rub-
ble became the foundation for a backyard terrace and the
handmade bricks became the floor of their sunroom.

Recently one of their customers, admiring the exuberant
patterns on their latest line of majolica tableware, said to Vic-
toria and Richard, “With you, more is not enough.” They are
in the studio twelve hours, sometimes even twenty hours a
day now. “We never get tired though,” says Richard. “We
never get tired because we love our work.” (MacKenzie-
Childs, Ltd., Aurora, NY 13026; 315-364-7131) &

napkin rings and carrots into mock candles

CLOCKWISE FROM TOP: MICHAEL MUNDY (2); MONICA STEVENSON; MICHAEL MUNDY; MONICA STEVENSON
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African Earth

A collection of indigenous pots retains

the tmprints of unknown artists

BY NADINE GORDIMER

A graphite-
blackened pot from
Swaziland stands

of African vessels.

here are a few fine paintings in

this house but when I look

around to see what means most
to me, my eye returns to my pots. The
pictures are mainly European—I “mar-
ried into” them so to speak. The pots are
African, and my own collection. They
were not inherited, found for me by any
dealer, bid for at any auction. They were
bought at roadsides and village markets
under trees. They were viewed at no
vernissage, but among little pyramids of
tomatoes, onions, bananas and man-
goes. They have no provenance beyond
my memory of where I found them.
They are unsigned and I do not know if
the artists are living or dead.

What is the relation of ownership to
appreciation, I wonder? Since the great
private collections of works of art must
belong—because these people can af-
ford to pay for them—to the very rich,
we jealously dismiss their appreciation

as acquisitiveness. Because the shrewd and affluent middle
class buy works of art as investment we decide pleasure
doesn’t come into it; they have price tags hanging on their
walls. As democrats we assert the honest way to enjoy art is at
the humble cost of a museum entry ticket. Art ought to be-
long to everybody, and this is the closest society can get to
making it available to all, as a right, while preserving it for the
benefit of all. (And, of course, some museums are free.)
There’samoral convention that ownership must be punished
by an inability to receive what the work of art has to offer.

But, looking at my pots, I realize that the special relation-
ship I have with them doesn’t come because I own them—
ownership implies a market value or prestige, of which quali-
ties they are innocent. It comes because I have the luxury of
looking at them again and again, days without number, from
the different perspectives of my daily life, in the objectivity of
the different qualities of light that fall upon them, and in the
subjectivity of my own moods. Leonardo da Vinci’s Virgin of
the Rocks is a painting I might choose as my favorite picture,
but what chance do I have todropin to the National Gallery in
London more than once a year to renew my sense of the di-
vine in her face?

Seen from the top of the stairs my pots strike me as a sort of
keyboard—resonators of a musical instrument—where they
are ranged on their low table. Or a choir. Their round aper-
tures are open mouths, and the different circumferences of
these, according to the size of the pot, suggest that they are
actually mouthing, soundlessly, in close harmony: WAH wah
WAHWAH wah-h. .. If I were to become sensitive enough to
them, through long association, I might even be able to begin
to hear it with my eyes and transpose the notation to my ears.
Seen differently, at eye level, as you enter by the front door,
the pots are pure volume; round, round-round, the ellipses
of their sides—but they have no sides, their spheres simply
curve out of sight!—seeming to spin immobilely away from
one another. They are ranged close but however clumsily I
might shift them about they cannot be arranged faultily, so
that they jostle: their roundness ensures that they touch only
lightly, at their fullest diameter.

How can I write about one among my pots? In the anonym-
ity of their creation—unattributed, traditional, functional in
origin—they are, in a sense, all one pot.

Unlike other works of art, they do not attempt to re-create
something in another medium: pigment on canvas creating a
language of line and color that stands for shape, space, and
light; marble standing for flesh. They are the earth they are
made of. They are its colors—the colors of fields, swamps,
and riverbeds. Their common material is mediated only
by fire, and on many of them fire has painted the only dec-
oration, cloudy green black shadings and inspired black
brushstrokes sparse as those of Japanese masters. The fire
is not the controlled one of a kiln, but the same open-air one
where the cooking pots bubble. They are shaped not on a
wheel but by hands; their surface texture has the faint stria-
tions of human skin. When you put your hand against my pots

HG JULY 1990
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HAND MADE IN ENGLAND

exclusively through Smallbone showrooms
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alternatively, send $10.00 to: Smallbone Inc., 150 East 58th Street, New York, NY 10155.
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The garden
that takes car
of itself!
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GARDEN

Work with nature, its prob-
lems as well as assets. Cre-
ate informal spontaneous

HOW
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YOUR ; .

GARDEN E beauty with native plants,
PLANTS FOR ALL- | hardy perennials, wildflowers
YEAR BEAUTY ‘ and ornamental grasses...and spend

your garden time savoring it, not slaving in
it! Ken Druse shows-and-tells everything you need
to know in this 304 page, superbly-detailed guide, wi

more than 400 lush photographs! Get started! Order your
THE NATURAL GARDEN today! Just $28! 20% less than
the regular $35 price!

MAINTENANCE
& IMPROVEMENTS

To order: send your name and address, with check or money
order for $28, plus $3 for shipping, to:

THE CONDE NAST COLLECTION, DEPT. 610000
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NY, CA €0, IL, IA, KY, MA, MI, GA.
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Des Moines, 1A 50336 or call toll- _
Residents of NY, CA, CO, I, MA, ML IA, KY, GA, please add appropriate sales tax,

® TASTE

you are palm to palm with the artist.

They are all as perfect, removed from
their function, as they are for their func-
tion—which would be to hold water,
maize, porridge, or beer. They simply
are. Their form can take on many con-
cepts, material and abstract. Globe of
the world/planet earth; I twirl the large
ones slowly. Hunger/repletion; I look
down the inner maw or follow the prom-
ise of plenty in their calm rotundity. The
big one I bought in Lesotho I held on my
lap coming home by plane, thighs
spread for its weight and arms around it
for protection; a pot grand as a full
womb. Then there is the little one that
comes from Swaziland, blackened with
the application of graphite from local
outcrops, with its unique molded ear
shapes in low relief. There is the one 1
found in Venda, with its incised curving
bands, delicate as the veins on a leaf, and
there’s the very old one, its mouth not at
the apex but obliquely tipped in balance,
below, and its pale grave-clay tints.

But I have put the Lesotho pot up on
the desk before me and I know what I
did not know until I began to think
about my pots in the way one thinks
anew of something one is going to write
about. This potis my favorite. Or rather,
it favors me by answering some need.
Perhaps it makes visible and concrete
some proportion and wholeness I can’t
attain in my life. It’s a large pot, yes, and
the material of which it is made provides
not only its shape but also its decoration.
The base of sunset-rose clay is met at the
widest part of the belly by dun bronze
clay and is smeared over it in sweeping
upward strokes to form a calm garland
of curves, like four suns rising above or
sinking below a dim horizon. Its wide
mouth is rimmed with the same sunset
color. The outline of the sunsis not neat,
and if I turn my pot I see gradations of
color, like the heart of flames, round its
base. It stands firm if I rock it, and yet I
know that integral to its beauty is its fra-
gility, a thing of the earth meant to re-
turn to the earth. Enjoy it until it breaks.

To write about something is to re-
make it.  am now closer to my pot, to the
maker of my pot, dead or alive, than I
have ever been. &
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® FOOD

Summer Stock

When family and friends get together,

picnic fare earns rave reviews

BY GENE HOVIS

always think of summertime as a
lighthearted season that officially
announcesits arrival with abigbang
on the Fourth of July with lots of fire-
works and picnics. Weeks later, when
Labor Day rolls around, summer marks

its exit with more fireworks and picnics.
The time in between is usually spent
attending relaxing get-togethers un-
der sunny skies. The American way of
enjoying the warm weather has not
changed very much over the years. Sum-
mer has always provided many opportu-
nities for families and friends to throw
outdoor parties where fun and relax-
ation are the primary objectives.

Picnics were taken very seriously in
the small North Carolina town where I
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grew up, particularly my family’s annual
summer reunion. Friends, neighbors,
and relatives came from all over by car
and on foot to partici-
pate. The women, in
their colorful flowered
prints and floppy hats,
looked as if they were
dressed for a garden
party; the men wore
their best Sunday go-to-
meeting suits topped
with stiff-brimmed, ribbon-band-
ed straw hats called boaters.

A favorite setting for our gather-
ing was Tucker’s Grove, a large meadow
surrounded by oak and linden trees.
Named for Mr. Tucker, a staunch old

Neighbors and
relatives came
from all over by
car and o

family friend, the sprawling grass-cov-
ered expanse was dotted with picnic ta-
bles and benches, and enough shade
trees to keep everyone comfortable.
Each family packed their food in huge
laundry baskets that doubled as picnic
hampers. There were no holds barred in
the eating department: the tables, cov-
ered with red and white checked table-
cloths, were heaped with a vast array of
regional favorites. A bird’s-eye view of
the scene would have revealed, among
other home-cooked delights, chowchow
(cabbage relish), watermelon pickles,
pepper jelly, pickled okra, potato salad,
country baked ham, baked chicken,
coleslaw, cucumber salad, and beefsteak
tomato and red onion salad. For dessert,
there were sweet potato pies, fruit cob-
blers, coconut cakes, homemade ice
cream, chocolate fudge, and every
imaginable kind of cookie. To quench
our thirsts, there was an unlimited quan-
tity of iced tea and chilled lemonade on
hand. Even though each family brought
its own food, people visited friends and
kinfolk at other tables to sample and
gorge, reminisce and gossip, and also to
exchange recipes. Nightfall brought the
party to an end because, while Tucker’s
Grove had great natural beauty, it
lacked electricity. No one seemed to
mind, however, since by the time the sun
went down, the picnic hampers resem-
bled Old Mother Hubbard’s cupboard.
While I was in high school, my friends
and I occasionally got together for out-
door summer reunions, each partici-
pant responsible for bringing one dish. I
don’t recall who originally produced the
baked bean casserole,
but I found it irresistible
and have since made it
part of my culinary rep-
ertoire. Another favor-
ite was a mixed grill
consisting of three dif-
ferent sausages—Kkiel-
basa, veal sausages, and
frankfurters—cooked on a char-
coal grill. To embellish the hot
dogs was an assortment of chili,
chopped onions, mustard, relish, and
grated cheese. One of our best-loved

n foot

desserts was sliced pears with Gorgonzo-
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In every week there are six days for you to discover the delights of Mill House—six days- to

explore our 17 showrooms filled with English and French antique furniture, accessories,
chandeliers and works of art. We’re happy to be able to offer you your choice of superb
antiques—and your choice, too, of the day on which to see them all. - ,
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except chopped parsley. Toss with the
cooled potatoes, mixing well but gently.
Season to taste with saltand pepper. Line a
10—12 cup mold with plastic wrap, leaving
an overhang of plastic around top for easy
removal. Transfer potato salad to mold,
pressing it down gently. Refrigerate for
several hours. Unmold on a round platter
and peel off plastic wrap. Garnish with
parsley. Serves 10—12.

BAKED BEANS

2 pound bacon

1 cup finely chopped onions

Y cup dark brown sugar

Yo cup catsup

Y4 cup bourbon

4 cans pork and beans, 16-ounce size

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Chop bacon
and place in a heavy-bottomed skillet over
medium heat. Cook until partially crisp.
Add chopped onions and continue cook-
ing, stirring from time to time, until onions
are limp and transparent. Stir in brown
sugar, catsup, and bourbon. Add beans
and mix well. Transfer to a 3-quart casse-
role and bake 1'% hours. Serves 8—10.

COLESLAW

1 medium white cabbage
1 medium red cabbage
1 large carrot, coarsely grated
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1 teaspoon sugar
Y2 cup mayonnaise
3 tablespoons finely
chopped shallots
3 tablespoons chopped parsley
2 teaspoons Dijon mustard
5 cup sour cream
1 teaspoon celery seeds
Salt and freshly ground pepper

Cut heads of cabbage in half, place in a
bowl of cold water, and refrigerate 1 hour.
Drain well. Shred cabbage finely and place
inabowl. Add grated carrotand sugar and
toss. In another bowl, combine mayon-
naise, shallots, parsley, mustard, sour
cream, and celery seeds. Add to shredded
cabbage and toss well. Season with salt and
pepper to taste. Refrigerate until ready to
serve. Serves 6—8.

LEMON POUND CAKE

1 slice white bread, crusts removed
4 tablespoons (Y2 stick) soft butter
Batter
1 cup (2 sticks) butter
2 cups granulated sugar
2 cups cake flour
(not self-rising)
2 teaspoons baking powder
5 large eggs
Y2 cup buttermilk
1 tablespoon grated lemon rind

® FOOD

1 tablespoon lemon juice
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
Simple Syrup
Y5 cup sugar
Ys cup lemon juice
Y5 cup water
3 tablespoons grated lemon rind

Allingredients should be at room temper-
ature. In a blender, make fine bread-
crumbs from slice of bread. Grease a 10-
inch tube pan with butter and sprinkle
bottom and sides evenly with bread-
crumbs, tapping out excess. Set aside. Pre-
heat oven to 350 degrees.

In a large mixing bowl, cream butter
and sugar until light and fluffy. Sift flour
and baking powder and set aside. Add
eggs to butter-sugar mixture one at a time,
beating well between each addition. Add
buttermilk alternately with flour mixture
in three steps, beginning with buttermilk.
Mix inlemon rind, lemon juice, and vanilla
extract. Transfer to the prepared pan and
bake 1 hour or until top springs back when
lightly pressed. While cake is baking, pre-
pare simple syrup. In a small saucepan,
combine sugar, lemon juice, water, and
grated rind. Bring to a boil just until sugar
is dissolved.

When cake is done, remove from oven
and let coolin the pan on a rack for 15 min-
utes. Cover pan with the rack, turn pan
and rack over, and remove pan. Cover
with another rack and carefully invert
again to finish cooling right side up. Brush
top and sides with syrup. Serves 10.

FRESH PEACH ICE CREAM

12 ripe peaches
4 cups superfine sugar
Y. cup lemon juice
2 tablespoons grated
lemon rind
4 eggs
6 cups half-and-half
2 cups heavy cream
2 tablespoons vanilla extract
Y teaspoon salt

Dip peaches in boiling water for 1 minute
and then into cold. Peel skins and cut into
quarters. Place peaches in workbowl of
food processor with the steel blade in
place. Add 2 cups of the sugar, lemon
juice, and lemon rind. Process with a few
on-and-off turns until pureed. You may
have to do this in two batches. In a large
mixing bowl, beat eggs until light. Add re-
maining 2 cups of sugar and beat until
mixture becomes very thick. Add remain-
ing ingredients and mix thoroughly. Add
peach puree and blend well.

Fill freezer can of ice cream maker (not
more than three-quarters full, since space
is needed for expansion) and proceed with
freezing according to manufacturer’s in-
structions. Makes about 1 gallon. &
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TIMOTHY HURSLEY

Editor’s Pag

88 ) I 9900

IT’S NOT OFTEN THAT I GET TO VISIT HOUSES BEFORE THEY ARE PHOTOGRAPHED
for the magazine. Usually I rely on scouting shots, the unromanticized photographic rec-
ords brought back by HG’s widely traveled editors. But I have twice now had the extraor-
dinary experience of venturing into the landscape of buildings that Frank Gehry has
created in the Brentwood section of Los Angeles. This assortment of structures at first
registers not so much as a house but as a dazzling ar-
ray of sculptural volumes. Inside, there are vaulting
spaces, unexpected angles, and lots of light-filled air.
With its challenge to our traditional notions of do-
mestic space, the Gehry compound raises tantalizing
questions about how the concept of luxury will
evolve during the next century. An entire continent
separates Gehry’s avant-garde adventures from the
federal-style Connecticut house decorated by archi-
tects Peter Shelton and Lee Mindel and the Nantuck-
et beach house by Mark Hampton. Both these
projects reflect our current thinking about elegant
weekend and vacation living where simplicity, quali-
ty, and comfort reign. Similarly, the noted San Francisco designer Charles Pfister, fea-
tured this month in a profile by architecture editor Pilar Viladas, uses rich materials and
subtle detailing to scale the heights of sophisticated restraint. Weekend stays are also ad-
dressed in our piece on guest rooms produced by New York editor Catie Marron. Writer
Edmund White catalogues such generous offerings of well-placed hosts as biscuits and
bedside clocks, reading glasses on a ribbon, and a lady’s maid to press and repair clothes.

The moral of all this? Venturing out into the world is always filled with rewards.

%MTDCQ

EDITOR IN CHIEF

Frank Gehry’s
living/dining
pavilion and
lap pool for
Rockwell and
Marna Schnabel’s
L.A. residence.
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interiors are more than stage sets

T'S AN ATTRACTIVE META-
I phor, but is it really true that
houses are like people? For in-
stance, do they yield themselves
to their friends? Do they have
structural peculiarities that re-
veal themselves in stylistic tics?
Does the relationship of the fa-
cade to the interior offer, as
with human beings, many sur-
prises? And what about sur-
faces? Sometimes walls, floors,
tabletops, chair coverings lie
about the real life of the house.
You might say that the surfaces
of a house are its interior fa-
cades—sometimes they’re dis-
honest, sometimes they’re
earnest, and sometimes they’re
just kidding.

Surfaces. No house has more
of them than the Slover house
on Main Street, Nantucket. Or
so one fancies, anyway, in the
environment created by Doro-

Slover, base-finishing a
miniature cupboard, above,
used a salmon glaze on the
living room walls, left, to
complement Rose Cumming’s
Garden of Allah floral
chintz. Throughout the
house, restrained painted
effects enhance patterns that
Slover selected with Ronald
Grimaldi of Rose Cumming.

thy Slover, a director and teach-

er at the Isabel O’Neil Studio, the distinguished school of
faux finish techniques. One expects trompe l'oeil every-
where. What is real here and what isn’t? The house abounds
with enticing objects and materials and surfaces. Which are
which? What is a painted finish and what is truly tortoise,
bamboo, lapis, wood, marble?

After a while, the brain forgets to order the eye to be on the
lookout for tricks. Or maybe it’s that the visitor has solved a
philosophical problem: of course everything here is real,
whether it’s fake or not. In fact, when you look closely you see
that most of the painted objects and wall surfaces only suggest
another visual reference. “There are degrees of how realistic
you want it to look,” says Dorothy Slover. “Sometimes you
want something to have just a flair, just the idea of marble,
and sometimes you want it to look exactly like marble.”

Conceived as a second home for her Washington-based
family, this house is endlessly playful. The wit of some of the
effects is almost immediately apparent: a conventional striped
wallpaper in one of the upstairs bedrooms turns out to be nei-
ther conventional nor striped nor paper. Slover painted on
the stripes—or rather, glazed the walls and then, with her
hands wrapped in cheesecloth, manipulated the surface to
form stripes. Other artifices are exquisitely subtle. The
downstairs hallway, for instance, which traverses the house, 1s
painted in five different shades of pink, getting darker to-
ward the front of the house for a more formal effect.

The library is an extraordinary repository of painted finish
techniques: “I've always wanted to do an entire room in faux
bois,” says Slover. The stunning gilding of the picture mold-
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Rose Cumi g’s Dreams of Paradise
fabric on the dining room walls

is accented by silk moiré curtains
with a Scalamandré lining that

is echoed on a pair of armchairs.
The centennial English dining table
and Irish Chippendale chairs are
from Agostino Antiques, NYC,

and the chandelier is from Nesle.
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ing was done by another teacher at Isabel O’Neil. On a repro-
duction tray table, a cluster of tortoiseshell objects tantalizes
the visitor. Bona fide or fake? Impossible not to pick one up
and examine it: only a suggestion of tortoise. “That was one
of my first pieces,” says Slover, “but the others are real.”
These visual puns are merely flourishes in classically beau-
tiful rooms whose character, warmth, and elegance are invit-
ing by any standards. The faux finishes are actually used with
considerable restraint: here and there an astonishing painted
segment beckons the eye, but for the most part walls are treat-
ed with glazes whose singular textures only the connoisseur
will instantly register. The fabrics are sumptuous—each
room was designed around a pattern Slover picked out with
Ronald Grimaldi of Rose Cumming. Window treatments
are elaborate and dramatic, rug designs are unabashedly
audacious. Here a girandole, there a fu dog, everywhere
silks, tassels, mock-splattered floors. Profusion. “I wanted it
to be froufrouy,” Slover says.
The froufrou has so much
presence that it takes a while to
become aware of the handsome
structure behind it. Usually a
conspicuously beguiling sur-
face will hide shoddy workman-
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Slover painted and glazed the walls of one bedroom to resemble
peach fuzz, above, and, with her fingers wrapped in cheesecloth,
pounced and striéd the freshly painted violet walls of another,
opposite above. The chintzes in the two bedrooms and in the
maid’s room, opposite left, are from Rose Cumming, the bed
linens from Wamsutta. Opposite right: A new garden room off
the 1780s wing offers views of the English-style flower beds.

ship, but this is no mere stage set. “They call the style of the
house Greek revival, but I say it’s federal,” says Slover. “We
have bought a piece of history and it’s our responsibility to
care for it.” The original structure, which now constitutes the
back of the house, was builtin 1780, whereas the main partof
the house was built in 1830. It has been renovated several
times in this century, most recently by the Slovers, but in all of
its stages the high quality of materials and workmanship that
typify Nantucket architecture prevailed. Over a period of
three years the Slovers and a team of craftsmen stripped the
clapboard, reshingled, replaced molding, renickeled all the
doorknobs, and installed library-quality cabinets in the kitch-
en. They also converted the attic into the master bedroom
and added a garden room overlooking traditional English
flower beds designed by Lucinda Young.

Froufrouy the house may be, but its hidden self is solid,
sound, generous. To putitanother way—if you do indeed be-
lieve that houses are like people
and need to be reassured about
human nature—a seductive ex-
terior may conceal nothing but
aheartof gold. &

Editors: Carolyn Sollis and
Anne Foxley






Pavilions on
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A towerlike living/
dining pavilion and
a copper-domed
office pavilion
dominate the
residence. Opposite:
A master bedroom
pavilion on the hill-
side below is set in
a reflecting pool.

FrRANK

OUT AN OTHERWORLDLY
~ COMPOUND IN A FAMILIAR




t the end of a winding

street 1n Brentwood,
Rockwell and Marna
Schnabel’s house stands out
from its mock-Tudor, quasi-co-
lonial, and rambling ranch-style
neighbors—or rather, it stands
back from them. Behind a white
stucco wall with a massive cop-

pel‘ gate, What looks like a mini-cityscape looms

in the distance: a stucco box rotated slightly atop the garage; a
copper dome flanked by a tall white chimney; the top of an
iridescent gray metal tower.

Inside the copper gate, the rest of the “village” reveals it-
self. To the left of a stone walkway, a deep border of native
plants and flowers stretches along one wall; to the right, exot-
ic grasses grow in the shade of an olive grove. Just beyond the
grove, the building with the copper dome (inspired by the
Griffith Park Observatory) houses an office. At the end of the
walk, the towering form, clad in lead-coated copper with a sil-
very blue gray sheen, contains living and dining areas; the
boxy stucco building next to it holds a kitchen, family room,
and two children’s bedrooms. Across the backyard, a saw-
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The entrance to the
offi¢e pavilion is
flanked by a pair of
copper columns.
Opposite: A long

olive
grove leads to the
living/dining pavilion.
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A tower of windows
and skylights tops the
living/dining pavilion,
whose exposed roof
structure and humble
materials are balanced
by an elegant palette
and accents like a copper
fireplace hood and

coat closet. Opposite: The
portrait of Frank Gehry
is by Alice Springs.
Details see Resources.




The front door of the living/
dining pavilion, below left,
opens onto the living area,
which is flanked by the
sitting area, far left, and the
dining area, left. Built-in
cabinets serve as room
dividers, as do level changes.

kitchen/ ===

\:] family room

rpavilion

covered walkway

A grove of olive trees and
a blue-tiled lap pool help
to enclose the forms of the
office pavilion, right, and
the living/dining pavilion,
far right. The living room’s
chimney projects from

the side of the pavilion at
a slight but arresting
angle. Down the hill is the
skylight tower of the
master bedroom pavilion.

PLAN BY MORRIE BROWN




tooth stucco building contains a studio. The yard looks down

2 W h at I wante d was a l 1 ttle the hill to another structure in lead-coated copper, with a

. . ’ curved prowlike side and a massive beamed skylight tower,
city with a courtyard setin a shallow reflecting pool. Half barge, half tree house in
appearance, the building accommodates the master bed-
room. Frank Gehry strikes again.
The Santa Monica architect has indulged his well-known
penchant for breaking up a single building into a series of ele-
gantly tough, discrete sculptural pieces on projects ranging
from alaw school to a guesthouse. And in doing so, he never
fails to address the context at hand, whether it is grittily ur-
master ban, as in the former, or pristinely arcadian, as in the lat-
bedroom ter. “All my work has been a metaphor for cities,” Gehry
maintains. But in this case, the neighborhood’s semisub-
urban selection of pseudohistorical styles offered noth-
ing into which he could sink his contextual teeth. So, in
a highly uncharacteristic move, Gehry turned the
house inward, walling it off from its surroundings on
all but one side (the sloping east side, with its view to a
canyon beyond), creating an ensemble of “pavilions
inagarden,” in the architect’s words, for a couple of
unusual clients and their three children.

Rockwell Schnabel is currently undersecretary
for travel and tourism; before that, he was am-
bassador to Finland under Ronald Reagan.

When the Finnish post came through, the
idea of commuting to and from their house in

Malibu seemed too daunting to the Schnabels, and
Marna began looking for something closer to town. But ev-

. erything she saw seemed to her “too quaint, too overbuilt.”

L When they found a vacant lot in Brentwood, she knew just
ps;\\,j',?‘.l:n : - : whom to call. While her children were still in
' ' ' " grade school, Marna had pursued a degree in
architecture at the University of Southern Cali-
fornia, after which she went to work for Gehry,
whom she’d met through a mutual friend, the
artist Charles Arnoldi. She was struck by an of-
fice model of a house that Gehry had designed
but never built—a series of one-room buildings
arranged like a small village. “What I wanted
was a little city with a courtyard,” she recalls.

The design was worked out while the Schnabels
were in Finland; one of Gehry’s meetings with
them there profoundly affected the finished
product. “We met by a lake, and it was so beautiful
Copper columns that we decided to capture that feeling,” explains the archi-
surrounding the master tect. Consequently, Gehry moved an exercise room and the
bedroom pavilion, above master bedroom down the hill from the rest of the house, set-
and left, act as perspectival ting the master bedroom pavilion in its reflecting pool, rather
S;::SZ? ;:)::?3(); An like a boat floating in tha.t Finnish lake. This alsq gave the oth-
CXCEGisc Tooin 1d masicr er pieces of the residential village more breathing space. Al-
bath are carved into the though Gehry was unable to separate all the buildings as
hill on the same level; the completely as he and his client had hoped (only the garage,
kitchen/family room S . e
Savilitn is visible above. the ofﬁce pavilion, and the studio pavilion are totally free-

standing), he made sure that they seem barely to touch, con-
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necting them only by means of doorways or corridors, and
underlining the visual distinction among the various parts by
covering them in contrasting materials.

As a result, each room has, as Marna reports, “a different
personality. You live differently in each one. The kitchen/
family room is the ‘messy’ one. The master bedroom is a pri-
vate retreat, serene and filled with light. The living/dining
room is more formal than the other buildings, but it’s an airy

: i : 7 pavilion.” Moreover, the bal-
With its prOWllkC side ance between community
and private space suits the

and massive tower, Schnabels well—especially

h b d l now that all three of their
the bedroom paVI 1011 ¢hildren have returned,

temporarily, to the nest.
SEems half barge’ “The house works for every-
one,” Marna says. “It isn’t
that big, but the fact that

there are no common walls between the rooms means you

half tree house

don’t need big spaces—you can have smaller ones that are
completely private. Frank’s idea of pulling apart the build-
ings creates buffer zones.”

As lean and powerful as these buildings are on the outside,
they are light and comfortable on the inside. The living/din-
ing pavilion, for example, is punctuated with skylights and
large windows, one of which frames a view of a palm tree in
the distance. Gehry’s preference for revealing structure and
humble materials, evident in the exposed wood studs of the
ceiling and the fir plywood of clean-lined cabinets, contrasts
with more luxurious touches, such as a copper fireplace hood
and coat closet in the living room. Nearly every part of the
house offers views to other parts—a Gehry trademark—to
maintain a sense of the composition as a whole.

Given her architectural background, it seems fitting that
Marna was responsible for much of the decoration of the
house. She worked closely with Kevin Daly, one of the project
architects, on the (lcsign of cabinets and built-in seating, and
with decorators Susan Niven and Kathleen Hunt on materi-
als and furnishings in warm tones of white, gold, and black
that offset the understated furniture. “There were frequent
meetings of minds,” recalls Marna, “and as soon as we moved
in, Frank was in there moving furniture around.”

Of course, the outdoor spaces of this little village were just
as important as the interiors. Santa Monica garden designer
Nancy Goslee Power created a landscape that is as strong as
the buildings it encloses. “I wanted to carry out Frank’s de-
sign, in which things are a little edgy. You can’t putlittle roses

around here; an English border would have been absurd,” Set on a heavy plinth in its

reflecting, pool, the master

bedroom pavilion resembles a
ght as well as

she says. There is a border—the one along the front walk—
but there’s nothing English about it. Hardy, drought-resis-

tant plants, such as the spiky ground cover Senecio serpens, or- ay, the warmth of the interior
ange canna, bird of paradise, kangaroo paw, and a sword-leaf offsets the ’f“'“““lar SCYCOMy
f Fiedos Bl 1B . — 1 } of the exterior. A corridor
ax, help fill in Power’s palette of purple, oran z .
< I I PELPIC 0 ge, )1‘01)/.6, leads back to the exercise
and gray. Moroccan gray grass grows under the olive trees in room or upstairs to the
the grove, as do (Text continued on page 136) kitchen/family room pavilion.
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HE HAS FORGOTTEN EXACTLY WHO

v i y Spu[ it this way, but Stockard Chan-

. ' ' A . ning agrees with the guest who de-
: scribed her house on the coast of Maine
as looking as if it were built by a sophis-
ticated Viking with a chain saw. This
northland dwelling, situated on the

s

wooded edge of a vast sea cove, manages
to be both rough-hewn and refined. “It’s
a handmade house that follows both
ecological and Palladian principles,”
says Channing. “It’'s wonderful to be
here by yourself when it’s just you and
the outdoors. But it works well when

there are lots of people around, too, and
I think that’s unusual.”

The house has been essential to Chan-
ning’s happy return to the East Coast
from California. (So has her work on the
New York stage—in her Tony-winning
role in Joe Egg and in The
House of Blue Leaves and Stockard Channing,
Love Letters.) “The one  %Pposie, with Nabby,
vl aba who accompanies
‘nng missed about Cali- | " e
fornia was the outdoors,”  woods. Left: The

says Channing, who was  rustic timber house,
designed by John
McLaughlin, was
once an ashram.

introduced to Maine by
the artist Carl Palazzolo,
a friend with whom she
shares the house. He had spent most of
his summers in Maine and, through
friends there, had met John McLaugh-
lin—the Viking with the chain saw—
who designed this house for himself fif-
teen years ago. He invited Channing
over, and setting foot inside, she knew
she had found her spot.
McLaughlin had used the house as an
ashram (the New Age dawned early in
Maine), and he advised the new occu-
pants on the “energy flows” throughout
various rooms and on their harmonic
X proportions. He cites Rudolf Witt-
-l kower’s Architectural Principles in the Age
t ract Ion of Humanism, though his own architec-
ture surely has as much to do with good
intentions and good vibrations as it does
with the canon of classical geometry. “I

O ffS ta g € y S {0o€ k ar d C h ann 1 n g - wanted an enormous interior in which

an individual could be alone and not feel

i S d rawn to N cwW E n g l aln d ’ N : - overwhelmed,” says McLaughlin. The
; : s proportions are indeed cozy yet also
ru g g & d coasta B y Va nce Muse / i generous; this house can accommodate

as many people as some Gilded Age
Photograpﬁ(k by Michael Mundy mansions in Bar Harbor. That suits

/



Her ideal has
always been
her own
quiet room in
a house full
of people

Channing fine. Her domestic
ideal, according to Palazzolo,
has always been to have “her
own quiet room in a house full
of people.”

For Channing the house be-
came a collaboration between
friends. She and Palazzolo met
in the 1960s, when she began
acting while attending Radcliffe
and he was a student at the
School of the Boston Museum
of Fine Arts. Says Channing:
“Carl and I have created spaces
before—lofts in Boston and in
New York’s Garment District—
and we've developed a strong
aesthetic together. We trust
each other’s decisions. In Maine
we both knew what had to be
done and essentially camped
out until we got it right.”

Though each brought pieces
from other places, other lives—
a linen-curtained bed from her
last house in California, a green-painted
pine worktable from his first New York
studio—they have culled most of the
furnishings locally, from flea markets,
antiques shops, roadside vendors, and
at auction. The collection leans toward
American country and primitive, but
perhaps eclectic most accurately de-
scribes this roundup of Stickley chairs, a
Gothic revival head-
board, bent-twig rock-
ing chairs, a pair of
pony-skin art deco
club chairs, and an
iron chandelier that
drips candle wax onto
a sleek dining table.

For Palazzolo, the
acquisitions are ongo-
ing and experimental.
“I was always dragging
things home as a kid,” he says, “sur-
rounding myself with colors and shapes
and textures.” Channing would rather
read, cook, sleep—anything but shop.
“ButI know I’lllike what Carl finds,” she
says. Thinking again, she adds: “If not,
it goes upstairs.” She is referring to Pa-
lazzolo’s bedroom, a repository of camp
blankets, dozens of toy birchbark ca-
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Birches, oaks, poplars, and pines lead to water’s edge.

noes, overlapping Navajo rugs, State-of-
Maine souvenir bears, out-of-print
books (consecutive editions of Emily
Post’s Etiquette, studies of North Ameri-
can Indian burial practices), and arts
and crafts pottery. Surprisingly per-
haps, there is virtually no art hanging in
this or any other room. “There are win-
dows instead,” says Palazzolo, whose
paintings often obliquely address the
view of the water and the woods.

Channing’s room is spare, simple, and
monochromatic. “The only color is in
the Paul Heroux vase,” she says, point-
ing out a piece made by one of Maine’s
finest ceramists. On an early nineteenth
century pine side table, a white arts and
crafts vase holds a bunch of birch twigs.
“Unlike Carl, I won’t be adding to my
room,” she says. “It’s done as far as I'm
concerned. Changing things around
would be a burden. The beauty of being
here is that there’s so little need to dress
anything up.”

Wide-plank decks nearly surround-
ing the house provide the best vantage
point for the landscape work of Dennis
Croteau, Channing’s other collaborator.
“With his knowledge of horticulture and
visual sense, he reshaped the grounds,”

she says. Croteau, a painter and
sculptor who died last year, ma-
nipulated the rolling rock-stud-
ded acres, thick with white
birches, beach plums, lilies, and
grasses, into a civilized—not
manicured—landscape.
Together, the three friends
realized Channing’s ideal of a
year-round country house.
“What I was looking for,” she
says, “was a total retreat from
the city. I didn’t want Aspen or
the Hamptons. I wanted some-
thing rural, not a resort.” That
is not to say remote: by plane
and by car, the journey here can
take less time than driving the
length of Long Island on a Fri-
day night. But even down-
easters refer to this point of land
as “real Maine.” To get here,
you rumble past an eighteenth-
century graveyard, a lean-to ga-
rage studded with antlers, an
1855 meetinghouse, a mobile home or
two. “It doesn’t really require a great ef-
fort,” Channing explains, “but you feel
as if you've come a long way.”
Channing goes about her days in
Maine doing absolutely nothing, or ev-
erything, depending on your idea of ac-
tivity: a major one is watching the ins
and outs of the tide. Another is birding,
with pileated woodpeckers all around,
and goldfinches, scarlet tanagers, pur-
ple martins, blue herons. Much time is
given to planning and fixing dinner
(cookbooks along the shelf above the
stove are stained with olive oil and
scorched). “Time here is unfettered,”
Channing says. “It’s for collecting your-
self, conversation, reading—and think-
ing about what you’ve read—lighting a
fire,.and looking into it.” The outdoors
is of course an irresistible draw. “I’'m not
atall athletic, but I love the outdoors, the
feeling of being eight years old, getting
up early, yanking on a pair of shorts,
and heading out.” Days can seem long,
and when night has fallen, dinner’s
done, and fires are stoked, people begin
todrift off tobed. Sleep comes easy. Says
Channing: “It’s the most soporific of
places.” & Editor: Babs Simpson



Stickley chairs are pulled up to a 19th-century tavern

table near the living room wood stove, above. The vase is

by Monty Smith, the bowls by another Maine ceramist,

Paul Heroux. Right: An early 20th century wicker desk and
reed backpack in a guest bedroom. The green Weller urn

on the landing holds horn-handled cutlery. Below: A Heroux
vase stands beyond linen bed curtains Channing brought
from her last house in California. Left: Folk art light-

house lamps of the 1920s flank arts and crafts pottery

atop a grained country chest in Carl Palazzolo’s bedr




'When Palazzolo’s collection of
camp blankets outgrew the foot
of his bed, he hung some on the
wall and scattered others over
furniture such as the mission-style
chair. An old Pendleton chief’s
blanket covers the twig bed and

_ toy birchbark canoes hang above
a twig tripod. Navajo rugs add

_ to the mix of colors and patterns.
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CROSS THE ROAD FROM ME IN THE
yi &more or less extinct village of Van
Deusenville, Massachusetts, is a plain

and fancy farmhouse where every week-
end Peri Wolfman and Charley Gold,
two plain and fancy friends of mine, ig-
norantly and quite blissfully live a lie.

Let me explain.

I come up here to relax. So do Peri
and Charley—or so they say. But to
me, relaxing is a weekend spent in a
hammock watching the mountains
grow, while Charley’s idea of relaxing is
to put in one herb gar-
den, plant two apple Peri Wolfman and Qharleyv
Gold, below left, unwind
outside their Berkshire
shelves, construct four  Hills barn. Left: The
vine wreaths, and grill ~ kitchen, with its open
five fatted calves for shelves, ample counters,
and French baker’s table,
2 provides the perfect
I'he woman has been setting for Wolfman and
known to mop for re-  Gold’s still lifes of white
laxation. Savs Peri china, ironstone pitchers,
i and miniature chairs.
Details see Resources.

trees, build three new

six close friends. Peri?

“What is not fun in the
city zs fun here.”

I tell you, it wears me out watching
them have so much fun, but I have to ad-
mit their place shows their care. And
their spirit. The house—a small two-sto-
ry turn-of-the-century Victorian paint-
ed white—is special, very special,
beginning with its pink door. “I got so
tired of all those New England red

“«

doors,” says Peri. “I wanted asilly color.”
From the start, Peri and Charley have
been different from my other neigh-
bors. “We came up here because I decid-
ed I needed a fireplace,” says Charley. “I
had to have a fireplace.” When
they moved in, the house had
already been rewired, re-
‘ plumbed, and in general made
up-to-date, so there weren'’t a
‘ lot of changes left to take care
of. Just the little things. Like the
‘ fact the house had no fireplace.

1

Naturally, they added one, also
adding the two windows that
flank it. They then found the
mantel in an antiques shop in
the Hamptons on Long Island,
which is a long way from the
Berkshire Hills.

The fireplace, a pair of so-
fas, a table Charley built, and a

~1
~1



few lamps fill up the less than spacious
living room. “Sure it’s small,” says Char-
ley, “but so are we. We have two not-so-
big sofas for two not-so-big people to
curl up on and read. What more do you
need?” Right, only I have yet to see ei-
ther one of them do anything so lazy as
curling up to read. It doesn’t matter,
though. Their not being on the sofa
leaves room for me to curl up and read
when I visit, which is often.
I love the vanilla light that fills the
g rooms, bouncing off
shiny wood floors
and natural linen-
colored walls in a way
that makes the simple
seem sophisticated.
There are no bright
colors in this house,
no important plants,
no overwhelming
piece of anything.
Just comfortable fur-
niture that looks as if
it had been born and
raised right here.
Thrice-washed rag

rugs in faded colors

Oh a weathered
porch chair, above, a
scalloped linen seat
cover ties in a crisp
bow. Top: Gold’s
orderly collection

of rakes lines the
walls of the barn.

of blue, green, pale
rose, and old white
join pieces and bits of
lace, cotton, denim,
ticking—all as pillow-
case-soft and appeal-

ing as the contents of
your grandmother’s linen closet. Up-
stairs the walls, the beds, the tables—ev-
erything—is covered with, well, if you
didn’t know better you’d swear it was
your big brother’s shirts. Blue and white
checks, blue and white pinstripes, blue
and white plaids predominate. The bed-
side lamps are topped with your big sis-
ter’s handkerchiefs and tied with your
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Aunt Alice’s best silk ribbon. Layers pile
on top of layers on top of layers, all of it
put together in the kind of artless way
that is an art unto itself. And it works.
Annie Hall could wear this house.

“We didn’t want a major decorating
statement here. The place just evolved,
the same way we did,” says Charley, who
with Peri owns Wolfman-Gold & Good
Company in New York, a tableware
store that isn’t just tableware. Charley, a
food photographer, and Peri, a decora-
tor, met, fell in love, moved in together,
and, while unpacking, discovered that
they both collected white hotel and res-
taurant china. From that came the store
and from the store came their book, The
Perfect Setting, a tableware book thatisn’t
just tableware. Next came the farm-
house. “The house is, in a way, an ex-
periment for the store,” says Charley.
“The things we buy in the country that
don’t work in our house end up in the
store. Also the things that do work here
end up in the store.” “And,” adds Periin
a way that makes sense to her if not to
me, “the other way around and the oth-
er way around.”

The white china that started it all is ev-
erywhere in their house. In the kitchen
it’s in plain view on open shelves—an-
other good example of how Peri and I
are different. “We took out the cabinets
because closed cabinets make a room
look smaller,” says Peri, “and, besides,
you tend to put pretty things away and
never use them, but the main pointisit’s
cleaner: when you have all your dishes
out, you really have to wash them. Of-
ten.” Now, I come from the wash-’em-
when-you-use-’em-and-to-hell-with-in-
between-times school of dishwashing,
but, dammit, her kitchen, which is small-
er than mine, does look bigger, not to
mention cleaner.

The furniture looks as
if it had been born

and raised right here.
Annie Hall could
wear this house

Then there are all those little chairs.
“Charley built a bench for the hall and
we were trying to figure out what to put
on it that would be different. We went to
an antiques show and saw a small chair,
smaller than a child’s chair but too big
for a dollhouse. It started our collection.
Some of them are salesmen’s samples
from the late 1800s, some come from
playhouses, and some were built just be-
cause someone loved to whittle. Now
there are little chairs here and little
chairs in our store.” And, I might add,
Charley’s learned to repair and build his
own little chairs.

From Charley’s work as a photogra-
pher came the notion of a house com-
posed of dozens of vignettes. “When you
photograph food,” he explains, “you’re
always missing the most important in-
gredient that whets the appetite—
smell—and so the picture, to succeed,
has to entice people visually. It has to be
a little piece of art. A still life.”

Somehow it all meshes—the photog-
raphy, the store, the house, and, of
course, the people. And Charley’s right
about the vignettes. No matter where
you look in their house, your eye is never
bored. I can’t decide whether my favor-
ite is the French marble-topped baker’s
table in the kitchen, with its glass and
china thingamabobs holding goodies to
eat or smell or just look at, or if it’s the
pine buffet in the dining room where
stacked cake stands frame a miniature
replica of the house itself, silly pink door
and all. I guess I would have to say it’s
the front of the old red barn with its up-
stairs window curtained in white lace.
White lace in a barn. How plain and fan-
cy can you get? A perfect little still life
from two friends whose lives, no matter
what they tell you, are never ever still. &

Editor: Jacqueline Gonnet
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ON THE OUTSKIRTS
of the historic town of
Trim, as the road
leaves the new houses
and starts to meander
through the rich
farmland of County
Meath, a small turn-
ing leads down a tree-
lined drive. You
could easily pass it by
and miss a garden—
made during the past
twenty years by one
man, Jim Reynolds—that may well be
the most imaginative in Ireland. If in
your dreams you have ever wandered
through a garden created only to en-
chant its guests, Butterstream may re-
mind you of it.

All is still concealed from view along
the drive until you take a left turn
through a wrought-iron gate into a
green open-air antechamber. A narrow
entrance through the high beech hedge
sets the scene for the prologue to Jim
Reynolds’s divertissements: just visible
beyond a curtain of rambling roses is a
far pavilion (surely inhabited by a
Mughal princess). The planting here is
nearly, but not quite, wild: primulas, as-
tilbes, ferns, and hostas—hostas clus-
tered as never before, their ribbed and
undulate leaves forming a wave of pat-
terns. If a visit to the pavilion doesn’t
tempt you, then cross the Irish Gothic
bridge on the right, but stop halfway
over and look upstream to watch the
light filtering down through the trees
onto more primulas and bronzed young
rodgersia leaves.

Had you turned right in the ante-
chamber, you would have entered a little
garden of hot colors: the yellow and

A green path winds among dense perennial

o
3’*{} n
«éé&.
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beds, aboveright, on thewaytothe formalpool & g ; % B ?‘5‘;’(#:!

and Tuscan temple, opposite above. Potted - el
box topiaries and standard bay trees in tubs :
are arranged on Liscannor stone paving.
Right: Clipped box defines the geometry of
the white garden. Far right: Silver artemesia,
white Campanula persicifolia, and white-
petaled feverfew are a pale foil to blue
delphiniums, a scarlet single opium poppy
and a pink double, and pink and white phlox.
Above: Reynolds with bucket and boater.
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apricot of daylilies, the scarlet of lychnis
and Crocosmia ‘Lucifer’, the purple fo-
liage of Ligularia dentata ‘Desdemona’,
the glowing orange of Lilium ‘Enchant-
ment’. All these warm hues assume
greater brilliance against the plain
green of the beech hedge where another
narrow opening shows the way to the
garden of old roses. Damask, gallica,
Bourbon, and moss—here are roses al-
lowed to grow in glorious profusion,
their lanky stems contained and tidied
by the strong neat green of clipped box.
Even their colors seem old-fashioned:
amaranth, burgundy, magenta, crim-
son, and the pink of sugared almonds.
Whether it recalls a slain princess (‘Sou-
venir de la Princesse de Lamballe’) or
the garden of an empress (‘Souvenir de
la Malmaison’), what memento is more
evocative than a rose?

Almost as an interlude after this ban-
quet of scent and color, Butterstream’s
next garden is all in white—white del-
phiniums, agapanthus, and tall campan-
ulas. But this is a white garden with a
difference, its monochrome palette sub-
tly enhanced by the addition of pinkish
green astrantias, silver onopordums,
campanulas in palest blue, and the smart
green and white stripes of ribbon grass.
Again, high walls of beech and straight
paths bordered in restraining box give
formality to the design. On leaving the
white garden, you encounter the peace-
ful tableau of an old water pump and an
ancient stone drinking trough—there
perhaps for visual refreshment before
catching sight, way ahead, of the most
splendid herbaceous borders.

Wide grassy paths sweep past drifts of
interlinking color in the borders. There
1s no beginning or end, as one may wan-
der around island beds in any direction
or linger to admire the skillfully orches-
trated ebb and flow of blue, white, yel-
low, mauve, and many a shade of pink.
High notes of globe thistle, goat’s rue,
delphiniums in blue and pink, the hand-
some goatsbeard, and the plume poppy
are repeated in bold groups, while fur-
ther repetitions of purple salvia, tall
Campanula lactiflora in lavender blue,
and pastel phlox unite the scheme.
The rich (Text continued on page 136)

Camp;m ulas, goat’s rue,

* and eryngium risghehind

low clump§ of vilddved
Stachys lanata h*one of

the herbdceotis borders.
Opposite: A Georgian arched
gateway separates pasture-
land from the open-air
antechamber that leads

to gardens concealed
behind tall beech hedges.
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‘The duchess’s Chinese guest room at Badminton

Nan Kempner
£ juggles hostessing
Y duties with the
greatest of ease

Hosts with style tell why
their weekend invitations
are sought after by the
most discerning guests

By Edmund White

Produced by Catherine Marron
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The enthusiastic weekender

The bunker at Johnson’s

Southern comfort
in an 18th-centiny
| Baton Rouge house

Frank Lloyd Wright's Taliesin



to receive Visitors

Mick Jagger 7
and the Queen
Mother mingle
at the duchess
of Beaufort’s

VERYONE FROM LADY MACBETH TO COUNT DRACULA HAS

had ideas about how to entertain a weekend guest, but
the rules of hospitality must bend to suit the occasion, the
place, the personality. The duchess of Beaufort, for instance,
presides over the great English country house of Badminton
(where ladies perfected the game of the same name in the last
century), and she’s able to put up her guests, who range from
Mick Jagger to the Queen Mother, in a ravishing guest room
in the chinoiserie style. “It was decorated by the fourth duch-
essin 1750 or so,” the present duchess remarks, “and though
the late duke sold off the original bed to the Victoria and Al-
bert Museum, we have an exact copy of it.”

The duchess spends the weekdays quietly, but on Friday
the house starts filling up, depending on how many people
her four children invite down from London. “We usually
have eighteen at table for dinner, never more than twenty. If
we happen to have thirteen, I've a cunning little table that fits
over the big one, so that one guest is technically at his own ta-
ble and the unlucky number is avoided. For the first half of
the meal everyone speaks to the person
on his left, then we all shift to the right,
though naturally no signal is given.”

(I am reminded of the Angela Thir-
kell novel Pomfret Towers in which the
host exclaims, when the traffic of con-
versation becomes tangled, “Here,
that’s all wrong. Half of you are speak-
ing to the wrong people.”)

“After dinner,” the duchess tells me,
“the butler asks the guests when they’ll

THE DUCHESS OF
BEAUFORT'S LEAST
FAVORITE TYPE OF
GUEST? ""SOMEONE

WHO LOOKS AT ME FULL
OF HOPE AND

EXPECTATION IN THE

Gracie Mansion it NYC

be wanting breakfast and at what time it should be carried up
to their rooms. I used to put whiskey beside the bed, but one
guest flew into a rage and asked did I think he was such an
alcoholic, so now I just have a carafe of water put out. Of
course books are provided—a mixture of art books and light
reading—as well as biscuits.”

I asked her ladyship, “What’s your idea of a nightmare
guest?”

“Someone who looks at me full of hope and expectation
when I come down in the morning.”

“It seems you have guests of all sorts,” I said brightly.

“All ages,” she clarified.

“How should guests tip?”

“Oh, they give me ten pounds in an envelope—or twenty if
they’re a couple—and I divide it amongst the dailies.”

“And do people bring you gifts?”

“Yes, isn’t that the strangest new custom? People now are
always bringing me books or chocolates, but I must say when I
go visiting, I never take a thing, do you?”

Although Nancy Pierrepont is an
American, she has entertained two Brit-
ish ambassadors and she and her hus-
band, Jackie, have perfected an
international standard of hospitality.
The Pierreponts are generally conced-
ed to be nonpareil in the comfort they
afford their guests on a working farm in
Far Hills, New Jersey. Friends arrive
around teatime on Friday, and Nancy
invites neighbors over for dinner on Fri-

MORNING"'
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day and Saturday. “We often have our chil-
dren around, which is wonderful, so then we
have people of all ages,” she says. “We used to

put the young men up in an outbuilding that had been the
creamery, but now it’s my husband’s painting studio. Young
men are always so messy.”

In the autumn those guests keen on fox hunting are up and
out by six in the morning “in full pursuit of the uneatable,” as
Oscar Wilde said, for two or three hours; in winter the hunt
starts at noon. For less energetic visitors, there’s no greater
pleasure than remaining in the comfortable guest rooms.
“The main guest room has three views of rolling fields and or-
chards,” Jackie Pierrepont explains. “It has a crackling fire
and its own thermostat and a chaise longue beside the fire
with wool throws on it. There are lots of coffee table books
and English magazines and a pair of dime store reading glass-
es on aribbon in case you've forgotten your own.

“Just outside the guest room windows are masses of box-
wood. Then in the spring there’s the smell of apple blossoms
and mown grass. Of course,” he laughs, “there’s also cow ma-
nure, which smells rather like Harris Tweed, wouldn’t you
say? And the late sleeper might resent all the rural racket—
the barking terriers and the piercing cries of the guinea hens,
which sound like a nail on a slate.”

Entertaining in town is a different proposition. Whereas
guests usually come to a country house for the weekend, in
the city they might stay a week or longer—and a host’s duties
vary according to which town we'’re talking about. In New
York, jet-setter Nan Kempner loves to indulge her guests,
who are always close friends, but she recognizes that the city

Frederick the Great,
host extraordinaire,
without a care

itself is so full of distractions she may not
manage to see them often. “My guests have
complete freedom. I tell them what I'm do-
ing and they can join me or not. I usually
give themaluncheon. I've never lost a guest
yet. They all come back.”

On her guest room checklist are such
items as a bedside clock, pads and pencils,
luxurious sheets, pretty blanket covers, a
down quilt, and an electric blanket as well as
a medicine cabinet full of aspirin, tooth-
brushes, and new soaps. A phone intercom
is linked to the kitchen. And since Nan is
one of the best-dressed women in the
world her women guests can be certain that her maid will
press and repair their clothes with professional care.

Guests may want to be independent in New York, but in
Los Angeles they’re often bewildered and clinging—especial-
ly Europeans, who are not oriented
to automobile culture and havea EMILY POST
hard time 'ﬁndi'ng their way arf)und SAYS HOSTS
the sprawling city. Interior designer
Hutton Wilkinson explains, “We SHOULD SPEND
have lots of guests from Italy, and
for them southern California is an-
other style of life altogether. Iwant g UEST ROOM
to turn myself over to them com-
pletely. I thrive on social life, as does my wife. I take guests to
museums or galleries, or we go off on shopping sprees or at-
tend swim parties. We have a big dining room and in the eve-
ning can entertain up to twenty-four at three different tables
or fourteen at one table. Or we can have an intimate supper in
front of the fire in the library.”

The tenting in the guest bedroom conceals its original de-
cor. “This house was built in 1936 by my father and grandfa-
ther, who were architects. It was what you might call tycoon
Georgian, with a Queen Anne front and a Mary Jane behind,
and this room was very thirties moderne, complete with a fly-
ing-saucer chandelier. Perfect if that’s the look you're after,
but we weren’t. We covered it over with some of the six hun-
dred yards of fabric I'd bought  (Text continued on page 137)

A DAY IN THE
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Nantucket L.ookout

Mark Hamptbn decorates a
‘turn-of- the century beach house with
a wew toward falmly tradlhon
By Amy Fine Collms

aph:s by w.mam Waldro




| Opening onto the
beachside veranda, the
living room, above, is
awash in sandy colors.
Cotton from Hinson
& Co. covers the sofa;
the slipper chairs
are in ikat chintz
from Cowtan &
Tout. The curtains
are Stroheim &
Romann union cloth.
Nantucket weaver
Margareta Grandin
Nettles made the rag
rug. Left: Tucked
behind a second-story
portico, the study is
more conducive to
reverie than work.
Details see Resources.




O THE WAMPANOAG INDIANS, NANTUCKET MEANT “FAR-
Taway land.” Today, although no longer so geographical-
ly remote, the fabled crescent-shaped island still seems psy-
chologically distant from the workaday world. Even the dour
Quaker settlers of Melville’s “elbow of sand” understood that
Nantucket was a haven—they chose it as a refuge from the
Puritan mainlanders.

Arambling beach house decorated by Mark Hampton for a
lifelong summer resident and his family alludes to the Nan-
tucket of history while embracing the most sybaritic of mod-
ern amenities. Miniature framed watercolors of famous
Nantucket buildings—the 1686 Jethro Coffin house, the
Great Point lighthouse—are propped against rows of the
Harvard Classics on the bookshelves, yet on the expansive
wind-sheltered sunbathing deck a hot tub beckons, en-
shrined in its own four-square white pavilion. A folksy carved
wood fish from a French carousel hangs gape-mouthed over
the dining room’s austere wood and brick fireplace, but the
kitchen gleams with the latest high-tech equipment. The

house itself, originally a “pokey” structure, according to one
old Nantucketer, dates to the turn of the century—the is-

land’s early resort days—but has been renovated and ex-
panded by Baltimore architects Grieves Associates, in
conjunction with the Nantucket firm Design Associates, to
make it more substantial.

Even with the additions, the dozen-room dwelling merges
harmoniously with its surroundings and seems, despite its
grand scale, Yankee modest. The front entrance is tucked un-
assumingly behind a profusion of decks, old-fashioned ve-
randas, and shuttered windows. “I guess you’d say the house
is bedecked,” quips Juliet Perkins, the botanist who designed
the landscaping, right down to the dunes covered with beach
grass and the plantings on the deck. The house’s weathered
cedar shingles are such acommon Nantucket sight that the is-
land has been called the Little Gray Lady—a poetic designa-
tion that probably also takes into account the frequent fog.
And the crisp columned portico jutting from the second floor
recalls the Greek revival architecture of Nantucket’s prosper-
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ous whaling days, as does the rooftop widow’s walk. “The
structure is a very American phenomenon,” says Hampton.
“This kind of informal meandering beach house isn’t found
anywhere else.” The only formal aspect of the building, ironi-
cally, is the back elevation—the private shore-hugging sec-
tion visible only to passing boaters. “It’s like the garden facade
of a plantation house,” suggests Hampton.

Indoors one never loses a sense of the watery outdoors.
The remodeling and decorating were planned around show-
casing the infinite ocean view—*"all beach without back-
ground,” to quote Melville on Nantucket again. Not only is
the sea visible from almost every window, but the palette and
mood of each room carefully reflect the briny surroundings.
The wood thatlines the floors and walls is bleached a soothing
sand white. And although its pale starchy tones seem inevita-
ble, almost found, Hampton reveals that all of these surfaces
have been pickled, rubbed, and overpainted in as many
shades of white as possible in order to achieve the desired
sun-washed effect. Even the knotty horizontal planks of the
wainscoting echo the serene scrubby terrain. And the big
comfortable sofas and armchairs in the spacious living room
are upholstered in unobtrusive white-on-white cottons and
linens to provide a neutral foreground for the sweeping
ocean vistas.

When color appears, it is as subtle as the shadings inside a
seashell. Faded stripes in serene pale blues and pinks on two
armchairs vary the monotone of the upholstery, while the soft
hues of a sprawling rag rug, locally crafted by Margareta
Grandin Nettles, introduce tint and texture underfoot. “That
rug is completely washable,” raves Hampton. “If it bleeds, so
much the better.” This is a summer place for an athletic fam-
ily that doesn’t want to fuss over maintenance. With three col-
lege-age sons in residence, Hampton says the rooms are
intended to be trailed with sand and anointed with “root beer
and corn chips.”

Itis difficult to decide whether some parts of the house be-
long toits interior or exterior. Adding to the inside-out effect,
the gardens bloom in the same range of pastel blues, pinks,
peaches, and whites found in Hampton’s fabrics. One invit-
ing area—part porch, part sunroom—off the front hall is al-
most entirely furnished with wicker, cushioned in a down-
filled floral chintz. Hampton enhanced the outdoorsy feeling
of the space by hanging porch shades stained the same green
as the vegetation just outside the windows and by laying
down a sisal carpet that seems (Text continued on page 136)

In an inviting corner off the veranda, right, floral chintz
cushions furniture from Walters Wicker. The sisal carpet is from
Stark. Opposite above left: A pine-topped table and stained
Windsor chairs anchor the dining room where a 19th-century
French carved carousel fish hangs above the fireplace designed
by Hampton. The topiaries are by Geo. P. Davis of Weeds,
Nantucket. Opposite above right: The new second-story portico,
designed by Grieves Associates, recalls the island’s Greek revival
architecture. Opposite below: Hampton cloaked the master bed-
room in watery blues. Chair and love seat fabrics are from
Hinson and Cowtan & Tout. Curtains are Lee Jofa union cloth.
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Scpara(cd into symmetrical
parterres of perennials and
annuals, Linnaeus’s miniature
baroque garden, opposite,
planted at the University of
Uppsala near Stockholm in
1741, has been brought back
to full bloom, Below: A painting
of a long-tailed monkey hangs
~against pages from a book
flora that Linnacus pasted

to the walls of his bedroom.




ELF-ADMIRING, ORACULAR, AND OFTEN A FOOLISH
snob, Carolus Linnaeus was also the greatest natu-
ralist of his day. A humble pastor’s son who was
made a knight in his native Sweden, Linnaeus is
still celebrated as the father of modern botany. His
system of binary nomenclature, published in
1753, efficiently assigned two Latin names—one indicating
the genus and one the species—to every plant he knew. To-
day when we speak of Pinus sylvestris (Scots pine) or Cocos nuct-
fera (coconut palm), it is Carolus Linnaeus we are quoting.
Linnaeus created two gardens in his lifetime, and both
survive handsomely. In 1741 he was appointed professor of
medicine and botany at the University of Uppsala, forty miles
north of Stockholm, and inherited a wretchedly decayed bo-
tanical garden a few paces from his handsome in-town house.
Collaborating with architect Carl Harleman, the director of
public works and buildings in Sweden, Linnaeus tore out
Olof Rudbeck the elder’s design of nearly a century earlier
and replaced it with a miniature baroque fantasy. Consisting
of symmetrical parterres separated into 44 beds of eleven
flowers each, Linnaeus’s gardens give way to lake, river, and
marsh pools, and, beyond these, spring and autumn flower
beds. Plants arrived in Uppsala from colleagues and students
all over the world—bergenia and dwarf peonies from Sibe-
ria, marigolds from France and Africa, and sugar maples and
Virginia bird cherries from America. In a few years there
were 3,000 species and Linnaeus’s fame had seeded in most

Faded botanical prints, family portraits, and a painting of a
bottle-nosed whale line the walls of Linnaeus’s study, right, at
Hammarby, his country retreat now preserved as a museum.
Original birch chairs stand along the edges of the room in
the 18th-century fashion. Above: A grass roof crowns a free-
standing building adjacent to the main house at Hammarby.
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corners of the globe. The naturalist who once had trouble

scaring up money to have his shoes soled was being showered
with gifts from Louis XV and Catherine II.

In 1762, to seal his status as a nobleman, Linnaeus built a
country retreat for his family outside Uppsala. Now pre-
served as a museum, Hammarby, as the modest estate is
called, consists of a central dwelling and two flanking free-
standing wings. Together they form three sides of a peaceful
open triangle. Domestic life at Hammarby, however, was nev-
er exactly sunny. Linnaeus and his wife, Sara, a famously an-
tagonistic duo, occupied separate two-room suites—a
bedroom and study on the top floor for him and a bedroom
and small drawing room below for her. Designed to ensure
privacy, their living quarters were positioned away from the
heavily trafficked rooms they shared with a son and with four
daughters whose interest in just how high they could pile
their hair and how minuscule
they could make their waists
supported their father’s dark-
est beliefs about the vanity and
mindlessness of human beings.
(Linnaeus himself expressed
his disdain for artifice by dress-
ing in nightshirts and claiming

Ina guest room at Hammarby, above, a pair of Chinese still lifes
flank a Swedish neoclassical bed painted to blend with the
twinflower-patterned wallpaper. Opposite, clockwise from top left:
A 1737 portrait of Linnaeus; a 1745 design for the garden at the
University of Uppsala; Hammarby enclosed by elms and other
greenery; terra-cotta pots and a marker inscribed with Linnaeus’s
plant records; a corner of the garden at Uppsala with a view of
Linnaeus’s in-town residence; a watercolor of a raccoon against
a wall of botanical etchings in Linnaeus’s Hammarby study.

he smoked his pipe not for pleasure but to relieve sore teeth.)
The family convened perforce in the dining room, furnished
according to Swedish custom with a number of small tables
placed against the windows. Depending on how many people
were to dine, one or all of the tables were laid end to end at
mealtimes in the center of the room.

“Linnaeus was always in and out of the house with mud on
his boots from the garden, nagging his wife for more of this
and more of that,” relates Ewa Wallner, director of the Upp-
sala Linnaeus Museum. “He also always invited twenty for
dinner, and while the conversation was usually in French or
Latin, Sara, poor woman, only spoke Swedish.”

Hammarby provided Linnaeus not only with a scrubbed
lair but a pastoral vitrine in which to display evidence of his
newly minted nobility and wealth. Once you know how op-
posed he was to frivolity and how keen he was to impress, ev-
erything in the house seems
painstakingly chosen and
charged with importance. Lux-
uryis suggested by a gilded pier
glass, a still-functioning long-
case clock by the Swedish clock-
maker Peter Ernst, and a large
(Text continued on page 134 )
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Linnacus sheltered his collections
of books, pressed plants, insects,
shells, and stones in an unheated
building behind the main house
at Hammarby. His herbarium
cupboard, wooden rostrum, and
benches for his students still
furnish the single-room structure.
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A Connecticut house decorated by

Peter Shelton and Lee Mindel suits family life—

with room to spare. By Amy Fine Collins

Photographs by William Waldron
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This is the kind of gracious,

accommodating household
where strangers feel

instantly at home

_Furnilurc reiterates the livin
toom’s architectural detail

the sofas’ humpbacks echo a
ceiling arch, while the tones
and proportions of double
doors recur in a neo-Gothic
cabinet. The coffee tables are
fashioned from British bagatelle
sets. The wallpaper is from
Clarence House, and the
armchairs are in a Bennison
fabric. Opposite: A majestic
staircase, viewed from the baek
entrance, frames the front hall.
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ARVARD PHILOSOPHER STANLEY CAVELL HAS A THEORY
H that in 1930s and ’40s screwball comedies, such as Bring-
ing Up Baby and Adam’s Rib, Connecticut is a magical Shake-
spearean “green world” where “perspective and renewal are
to be achieved.” This mythic, cinematic “Conneckticut” (as it
is called in The Lady Eve) to which New Yorkers escape is no
less a fairyland, according to Cavell, than the sprite-filled for-
est of A Midsummer Night’s Dream.

Though you won’t stumble over Katharine Hepburn chas-
ing her leopard through the bushes, in every other way the
sprawling Norfolk house of an investment banker, his wife,
and their five children turns old Hollywood’s pastoral
dreams into a vivacious reality. Nestled behind a tall white
picket fence, the 1928 clapboard structure, painted Puritan
white and ornamented with bas-reliefs of urns, revives and
aggrandizes indigenous Connecticut architecture. Architect
Lee Mindel, who with his partner, Peter Shelton, designed
the interiors for the couple, says, “It fulfills the American fan-
tasy of a country house.”

While the house’s vernacular neofederalist style is strictly
conventional for its time and place, it contains its share of ec-
centricities. For one thing, at some point the front and back
doors were reversed, making for a modest view as you walk
into the main entrance and a much grander prospect when
you arrive through the back. “One owner’s sister lived closer
to what was formerly the back,” says the presentowner. “May-
be they wanted to be able to holler at each other from the
front door.” The man who built the house was in the hotel
construction business, and evidently habit took over: among
the unusual amenities for a private residence are an elevator,
a fire extinguisher behind glass, a telephone chamber, and a
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The original restaurant-scale gas stove serves as sculpture and
catchall countertop in the kitchen, top. A tufted Voltaire chair, a
French country banquette from Pierre Deux Antiques, NYC, and
Hitchcock chairs add rustic charm to the room. Above: One of
ten upstairs bedrooms that accommodate family and friends.
Opposite: A fireplace with a bas-relief mantel, Portuguese needle-
point rug, and a bright comforter warm up another bedroom.

basement boiler room that looks powerful enough to fuel an
ocean liner. “It’s what I love most about the house,” admits
the husband, who claims he consented to buy it sight unseen
on the basis of his wife’s description of the mighty nexus of
tanks, pipes, and dials.

Some of the family’s livelier activities take place under-
ground. Not far from the boiler room a schoolyard-scale
playroom spreads out, and at the other end of the cellar sepa-
rate storerooms are designated for skis, saddles, and wine—
all evidence of a heartily enjoyed life. With these expansive
subterranean areas and ten upstairs bedrooms—some small
and irregular as tree houses—the house easily absorbs the
large family, the children’s ubiquitous friends, the staff, and
sundry houseguests.

This is the kind of gracious, accommodating household
where strangers feel instantly welcome—as soon as you pull
into the driveway, the jovial paterfamilias is inviting you to
dinner and his wife is imploring you to spend the night. If
these hospitable offers are politely declined, they insist at
least on packing you a slice of fresh-baked apple pie, whose
aromatic vapors have been sweetening the air all afternoon.
Materfamilias oversees her visitors, brood (ages four to nine),




and help in an enviably relaxed yet
vigilant manner. “I chose this as the
master bedroom for its strategic lo-
cation,” she confides, stationed at
the threshold of the room where
she can survey the entire second
floor as well as the full sweep of the majestic staircase.

Given the family’s boisterously casual lifestyle, the wife’s re-
quirements from Shelton, Mindel & Associates, who had al-
ready renovated the couple’s Park Avenue apartment, were
eminently practical. She asked that the house be “filth-proof™
and appear worn even while new. Designers and client collab-
orated so smoothly “it was scary,” she recalls. “I think Lee and
I were going through the same mid-life crisis—we were
thinking identically. I'd pick a fabric from photos and he’d al-
ready have the sample waiting for me.” For Mindel and asso-
ciate Helen Elkner, the job was a “pleasure.” The previous
owners had already suffered through the “nasty work,” re-
storing the house right down to its fine woodwork, and their
tastes were sympathetic—the downstairs powder room came
papered in the same stripe used in the Manhattan apart-
ment. With the “agit removed,” Mindel determined that their

“It fulfills the American
fantasy of a country house,”
says Mindel

job was to create a “fantasy version
of what the house originally want-
ed to be—to look back at the twen-
ties from today’s perspective.”

A fitting agenda, considering
that the original architect was gaz-
ing at colonial New England from an early twentieth century
capitalist’s point of view. Shelton and Mindel’s design imper-
ative was to respect the building’s structural framework.
They proudly point out that though the windows made the
living room seating troublesome, the arrangement now looks
inevitable. The furniture reiterates architectural details in
subtle, crucial ways. Two enormous sofas whose humpbacks
echo the flattened arch separating living room from library
bracket the long room. The mellow tones and stately propor-
tions of a cherrywood neo-Gothic cabinet, purchased in the
husband’s native England, recur in paneled doors opening
from the adjacent hall. Floral needlepoint rugs, upholstery,
and throw pillows in cool muted shades help unify the im-
mense space, while flashes of wit crop up in a classical terra-
cotta head crowning the Gothic cabinet and a pair of coffee
tables fashioned from British (Text continued on page 134)
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Donald Hess, right, with
Hommage, 1974, by Leopoldo
M. Maler at the Hess
Collection Winery in the
Napa Valley. Above: Face I by
Magdalena Abakanowicz.
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TWOFOLD BLESSING HAS LATELY BEEN
bestowed on a mountainside above the town
of Napa in California. The person respon-
sible for it is a Swiss vintner, collector of
contemporary art, and multipurposed
entrepreneur named Donald Hess.
Back home in Switzerland, Hess had
nothing to complain about. He had,
and still has, a beautiful wife and a
beautiful daughter, an ancient and majestic house outside
Bern, a collection that brought him untold satisfaction, and
enough successful businesses to keep him happily occupied
year-round. He owns Valser mineral water, which has a 24
percent share of the Swiss market. (He found the spring him-
self, 4,000 feet up in the Swiss Alps, and drank it by the daily
gallon before deciding to buy.) Big in real estate, he owns
eighteen restaurants and a holiday resort—the Blue Lake in
the Bernese Alps with a trout hatchery—and operates anoth-
er resort, on an island in a lake near Biel with a cattle farm.

There was therefore no reason for him to come looking for
trouble, in 1978, as a new entrant in the Napa wine trade. His
art collection looked very well in the Bernese countryside. At
42, he had proved himself several times over. But as a maker
of wine, he had opted out at age 21 when he decided to sell a
little vineyard above the Lake of Geneva that he had inherit-
ed. (It produced undrinkable wine and was getting worse by
the minute.) That he had opted outirked him. His was a fam-
ily that had always welcomed challenge. Had his father not
gone to Persia, to trade gold for rugs for an English importer,
and ended up running a small private army that put terror
into every bandit for miles around? Had he not himself, when
barely of age, owned and run hotels in Tangier and in Casa-
blanca? Was he to settle down at 42 and turn into a sedate old
Bernese gentleman?

“Never!” he said to himself, and he set off to learn all that
he could about California wine. Meticulous preparation, a
keen eye for seasoned help, and some hefty injections of capi-
tal (reportedly $26 million) got the show on the road. Unlike
many of his counterparts in the theater, he didn’t open too
early. From 1983 onwards there was no doubt that his were
not “nice” wines, but wines with a big future: the Hess Collec-
tion (a name he decided on after checking its effect on retail
outlets). So now there is the Hess Collection which in no time
at all has established itself as the brand name of two premium
wines, a cabernet sauvignon and a chardonnay. And there is
the Hess Collection of contemporary American and Europe-
an art which is now on public view, free to all, in the working
headquarters of its namesake, the wine. It includes paintings

At home outside Bern, Joanna Hess, above right, passes Frank
Stella’s 1978 Sacramento Moposol No. 5 (Concentric Squares). At the
foot of the stairs is a 1982 Stella, Silverstone II. Both works have
recently been moved to the gallery at the Hess Collection in
California. Right: Visitors to the winery can turn from Gerhard
Richter’s S.D.I. to a window facing the bottling room. Center
right: Before leaving Switzerland for the United States, Francis
Bacon’s Study of Man Talking hung near a carved Bernese
armoire. Far right: Donald and Joanna Hess in the vineyard.
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Th e art and th e and sculptures that would be wel-

come in any major museum in the

Wine live [Ogether United States.

Between them, the wines and

on equal terms, the art make for an outing that

¢ strikes a new note in the ever-
but in per fect more-visited Napa country. They
: occupy a fieldstone building with
lndependence a great feudal-style front door,
not far from the top of a winding
road up the side of Mount Veeder. Beyond, uplands that rival
Tuscany are everywhere patterned with vines. Outwardly,
the squat stone headquarters is much as it was when it was in-
augurated in 1903 by an earlier vintner, Colonel Theodore
Gier from Oakland. Inwardly, high-tech methods have been
used to integrate the art with the wine. They live together on
equal terms, but in perfect independence. Neither is the

worse for the other’s nearness.

In ways that could not be more neatly devised, art people
get to peek at the open-top fermentors in which a hydraulic
device mixes the grape skins with the juice to yield softer tan-
nins. They also get to see the big wooden barrels from Nuits-
Saint-Georges in Burgundy in which the wine ages for from
18 to 22 months, and they peer through a window into the
room where wine is bottled. Concurrently, wine people are
stopped dead in their tracks by an enormous sculpture of a
bandaged spear by the Polish artist Magdalena Abakanowicz.
And they ponder the imperious inner necessity that caused
Frank Stella to move from painting the ordered and concen-
tric squares of Sacramento Moposol No. 5 in 1978 to the labyrin-
thine frenzies of Silverstone I in 1982.

At the very outset, one of Morris Louis’s “Unfurled” paint-
ings wreaks its habitual seduction. At the end of a long vista
is one of Francis Bacon’s more companionable standing
figures. Per Kirkeby—a Danish painter, sculptor, poet,
geologist, and moviemaker—turns up in several of his roles.

There is Henri Michaux, the Belgian-born poet and travel-
er who was a pioneer of informal abstraction, and
Bruce Robbins, a New York painter and sculptor
who takes ladders and planks and makes us see them
as vessels of magic.

All these, and others besides, are set out and well lit
in spaces that are calm, lucid, and uncluttered.
Equality reigns. No one has star billing. But in a ref-
erendum the artist who might come first in general
esteem is an Argentinean, Leopoldo M. Maler. His
contribution to the show is a veteran Underwood
manual typewriter that by the white magic of art is
made to spout flame from the top of its movable car-
riage. Few visitors can  (Text continued on page 134)

The vineyard, above right, is part of a 900-acre domain
on the slopes of Mount Veeder where grapes have been
cultivated since the mid 19th century. Right: One of the
galleries inside the 1903 winery houses Abakanowicz’s
27-foot-long From the Cycle “War Games”: Zadra.
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OSE COTTAGE, AS BRUCE AND ANDREA DERN’S MALIBU
RColony house is appropriately named, is my home away
from home, a comforting oasis by the sea in the (to me) hostile
southern California landscape. There I have my own room;
my white sweats, terry robe, and bathing suit; suntan lotion in
stock; the music of the ocean to sleep and wake by; and the
intoxicating fragrance of the garden—from old-fashioned
roses, brimming from hand-painted baskets, and lavender-
scented antique white linen bedding, crocheted and mono-
grammed by Andrea herself. If this sounds like a fantasy, it is.
Rose Cottage is fantastic—one woman'’s highly personal, un-
abashedly idiosyncratic vision. It charms you with the abun-
dance of its collections, seduces you with the mingled scents
of herbs, flowers, and salt air, and, most of all, feels exactly as
it should. Alice did indeed go to Wonderland and come home.

Like the heroine of any good fairy tale, at least those script-
ed in Hollywood, Rose Cottage has gone through several
metamorphoses. The property, acquired by the Derns in
1972, was originally built by Frank Capra in 1929 as two sepa-
rate cottages. Where roses and herbs now grow in profusion
were barren plots of sand. And where are now generous
white-walled spaces spilling over with California light were
cramped rooms dark and heavy with wood. :

I was firstinvited to the Derns’in the winter of 1974, shortly
after Bruce completed work on The Great Gatsby. (Costarring
as Tom Buchanan, Bruce was to grace the screen in clothes
designed by Ralph Lauren, with
whom I then worked, as I do now.)
The transformation of Rose Cottage
was very much in full swing. One of
my first sights of Bruce Dern at home
found him sledgehammer in hand
demolishing the back wall of the “tea-
house” (an appendage to the main
cottage where one presumes stars in
the early days took tea and watched
the sun set). Bruce attacked the wall
with relish while Andrea and I direct-
ed his effort from the superb vantage point of sunbathing on
the sand. Although the rest of the architectural work that
combined and remodeled the cottage and teahouse was pro-
fessionally, if not so enthusiastically, performed, it too was
conceived, planned, and directed by Andrea Dern. The gar-
dens she reserved for her own North Dakota—bred roll-
up-your-sleeves practicality. “I planted everything, includ-
ing the trees,” she recalls.

Throughout the seventies, as room after room was opened
to the clean white light, the house became a huge canvas
against which Andrea could arrange her favorite tropical
leaf patterns—as motifs on fabrics and wallpapers and as
actual foliage on banana trees inside and out. You might
say that Rose Cottage mirrored the extroverted spirit we all
shared at the time. There were annual summer parties on
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