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ADVERTISEMENT

the INNOVAtOR OF the YeAR AWARDS
On Thursday, October 27, 2011 WSJ. Magazine celebrated the
inaugural Innovator of the Year Awards, presented by Audi
and Cartier at the Museum of Modern Art in New York. Emceed
by Editor in Chief Deborah Needleman, the evening honored the
winners featured in the November 2011 issue of the magazine.
The awards, created by Design Innovator Joris Laarman, were
given to Ai Weiwei for Art, Bjarke Ingels for Architecture, Katie
Grand for Fashion, Elon Musk for Technology, Steve Ells for
Food, and the Giving Pledge for Philanthropy. Awards were
presented by leaders in each field.
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42 THE COURT OF COPPOLA
 The exquisite taste of Jacques Grange coupled 

with the very personal vision of Francis 
Ford Coppola have made a historic Italian 
palazzo a destination for the ages.
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 PHOTOGRAPHS BY JAMES MERRELL 
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 With federal funding for the arts diminishing, 
Anne Pasternak is single-handedly spear-
heading projects, to the delight of the public.
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[COVER] Anjelica Huston photographed by Cedric Buchet 
in New York City. Huston wears a Michael Kors top and 
David Webb earrings and ring. Styling by Tiina Laakkonen.
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CULTURE CLUB

Editor’s Letter
FEBRUARY

Deborah Needleman, Editor in Chief 
d.needleman@wsj.com

PERCEPTIONS An albero di castagno, or chestnut tree, in the Italian countryside, by artist Leanne Shapton. 

 W E TRY TO MAKE A MAGAZINE ABOUT 
people and ideas that change how we 
think about the world. An ambitious but 
simple mission.

Francis Ford Coppola’s fi nest hotel yet, the 
Palazzo Margherita (page 42), redefi nes luxury in a 
way that is restrained yet exquisitely comfortable. 
He and French interior designer Jacques Grange have 
married Moorish and Tunisian infl uences with an 
Italian aesthetic to create languid, 19th-century 
grandeur where you might imagine yourself the 
protagonist of a novel.

Entrepreneur Thomas Flohr (page 50) is trying to 
give the conservative world of private jets a full fashion 
makeover by luring customers to his upstart VistaJet by 
the same means that bring them to part with money for 
luxury handbags: the creation of desire.

Japan (page 64) once threatened to take over eve-
rything from cars to electronics. Today it proff ers the 
goods other nations are most proud of, at a quality to 
rival the originals. In Japan they’re perfecting the art of 
American denim, Italian espresso and French cuisine.

Lastly and mostly lovely, our cover girl, Anjelica 
Huston (page 21), is in a league of one, challenging 
conventional, often boring 
notions about beauty, career 
paths and what it means to be a 
woman in Hollywood. Everyone 
who met her at our shoot pretty 
much fell in love with her hon-
esty and gameness. Let’s just say 
that doesn’t happen every day. 
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From left: Vivien 
Leigh cocktail; Huston 
with photographer 
Cedric Buchet; Leigh 
as Blanche DuBois; 
Bowery Hotel 
lobby bar; Levy.
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Backstory
FEBRUARY

From left: Merrell;  
gnocchi; Filomena 

hard at work; Konig; 
a sketch of Mr. 

Coppola’s room by 
Jacques Grange.

From left: Lutjens; 
Ramin; Cardenas 

styling on set; Tissot 
T-Touch hiking watch.

From left: Walsh; writer 
Tom Downey; Japanese-

made American-style 
denim jackets; a perfect 

cocktail; coffee art.

THE COURT OF COPPOLA p. 42
European editor Rita Konig and photographer James 

Merrell traveled to Southern Italy to fi lmmaker Francis 
Ford Coppola’s latest hotel, the Palazzo Margherita, 

where rooms start at 400 euros per night. Because it 
does not open until this month, they had the property to 

themselves, with all its royal grandeur, hospitality and 
on-demand Italian movies. Neither Merrell nor Konig can 

stop thinking about chef Filomena’s cooking. “We all wanted 
to take her home,” says Merrell, “but Coppola got there 

fi rst—I’m sure to the continual gratitude of his guests.”

ESCAPE! p. 38 
Market editor Andrew Lutjens hunted down the best 

and most practical items to pack for last-minute 
getaways to beaches, trails and slopes, a quest that 

brought him to famed Manhattan sporting goods store 
Paragon, where he asked a perplexed salesperson, “If I 

were trapped in the wilderness, what would I need to 
survive?” Our in-house photographer F. Martin Ramin 

and stylist Anne Cardenas shot this story in our studio, 
conveniently located next door to our editor’s offi  ce.

MADE BETTER IN JAPAN p. 64
Now that Japan’s ability to perfect all things Japanese 
has become old news, the country has moved on to 
perfecting the best of other cultures. Writer Tom Downey 
explores French cuisine that’s better than the original 
and jeans better than those crafted by Americans. 
Photographer Tung Walsh was particularly impressed 
by the trains. “They are amazing in Japan,” he says.
“They have Wi-Fi, great service and smoking cars.”

ANJELICA HUSTON p. 21
Anjelica Huston was drinking a Vivien Leigh cocktail 
at the Bowery Hotel in New York when Ariel Levy met 
her. “We got to talking about how insane it is that in 
‘A Streetcar Named Desire,’ Blanche DuBois, who is 
supposed to be a washed-up old mess and is frantic 
about being seen in harsh light, is 30 years old,” Levy 
says. Huston is now 60, and Levy, a staff  writer at 
“The New Yorker” and author of “Female Chauvinist 
Pigs,” is 37. A sign of the times perhaps, but no one 
would consider these women past their prime.

“A young barista is 
not allowed to 
make espressos for 
a year or two.”

“Greeted in great style by 
a lineup of staff , we 
felt like visiting royalty.”

“I was surprised to find 
that the best binoculars 
are made by Swarovski.”

For the 
Bowery Hotel’s
Vivien Leigh 
drink recipe, 
visit wsj.com.
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Nestled in the splendid Riviera and rich with sublime culture,
Monaco makes you believe in dreams.

In 2012, the prestigious Les Ballets de Monte-Carlo, directed by
world-renowned choreographer Jean-Christophe Maillot, will
perform a sophisticated 21st century interpretation of Cinderella
in California and will present the NewYork premiere of the
avant-garde Opus 40 & Altro Canto1. Please join us...

February 9–12 at The Segerstrom Center in Costa Mesa, CA
February 15–19 at The JoyceTheater in NewYork City, NY

MonacoTakesUS.com | 800-753-9696

Cinderella photo ©Marie-Laure Briane

on a magical journey



Big Bang Dark Green Carat,
presented in 18K red gold

with green sapphires
and a rubber and alligator bracelet. Photograph by Cedric Buchet  Styling by Tiina Laakkonen February 2012  21February 2012  21

Ideas People
WSJ. MAGAZINE

IN THE PRESENT 
Legendary actress 

Anjelica Huston, 
photographed 

in New York City. S O A P B OX

ANJELICA HUSTON
On the ’70s fashion scene in New York City, ditching it all for Jack and Hollywood, 

and moving forward after the death of her husbandM
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SOAPBOX

Ideas  People

IN GOOD COMPANY 
With boyfriend Jack 

Nicholson at the 
Academy Awards in 
1975, where he was 

nominated for his 
role in “Chinatown” 

(right); in 1971 (far right).  

THE EARLY DAYS With her 
father, John Huston, in 
1968, the year before their 
film “A Walk With Love 
and Death” (left); at 17, with 
her mother, Ricki Soma, in 
“Vogue” (below).

AT 17, ANJELICA HUSTON STARTED HER MODELING CAREER AND BECAME A MUSE 
to designers such as Halston and Zandra Rhodes, photographed by the likes of Richard 
Avedon, Guy Bourdin and Bob Richardson. At 60 she remains the best- and most 
interesting-looking person in the room: imposing, bewitching, singular. 

Her striking appearance is, of course, only one element of Huston’s mystique. 
She is self-possessed, intense and forthcoming. You can feel a bit of her peculiar 
personal magnetism in roles as varied as Morticia Addams and the agonized mother 
and con artist Huston played in “The Grifters,” a part she took on at the end of 
her famous 16-year romance with Jack Nicholson. Even as the desperate mistress 
Martin Landau was trying to unload in Woody Allen’s “Crimes and Misdemeanors,” 
Huston expressed a potent if unhinged power. In recent years, she has collaborated 
with Wes Anderson, bringing a kind of backbone to whimsical movies like “The 
Royal Tenenbaums” and “The Life Aquatic with Steve Zissou.” Every director she’s 
worked with has seemed like a bit of a breeze compared with one of her fi rst, the 

legendary John Huston (who was shooting “The African Queen” when he received 
a telegram that his daughter had been born, on July 8, 1951). But then it was work-
ing with him, on “Prizzi’s Honor,” that won Huston her Academy Award. 

Huston has been writing a memoir since her husband of 16 years, the artist 
Robert Graham, died in 2008. She seems to have a hard-won clarity about her life—
her childhood in Ireland on her father’s 110-acre Galway estate, her youth in New 
York City’s glamorous ’70s fashion scene, her nearly two decades in Los Angeles 
with Nicholson, and her time with Graham, living in the house he built for them 
in Venice Beach, his most intimate work of art. Huston has a farm near the Sequoia 
National Forest, where she keeps her beloved horses, pigs and sheep, and works 
on her book. But since last summer she has been in New York City, shooting the 
new NBC series “Smash,” in which she plays a producer whose state of mind Huston 
can understand: Her character is coping with the end of a marriage and fi ghting 
ferociously to advance her art. By Ariel Levy

“I love to look at 
young people, but 
there’s something 
about a little more 

experience and 
the way it refl ects 

in a face that 
pulls me in more.”
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 I ALWAYS KNEW I WAS TALENTED. I ALWAYS KNEW I 
had more than, initially, if I can be so blunt, I was 
appreciated for. That I had this thing that I had to 
get out—something that I had to push along.

I was always very sensitive about how things came 
to me; I see the sons and daughters of very famous 
people not really seemingly having that problem. I just 
worked with Meryl Streep’s daughter Gracie Gummer, 
who plays my daughter on “Smash.” She’s divine—like 
her mother. Lovely, sweet, free. Just the opposite of 
me at that age. I was full of complexes.

I did a movie called “A Walk With Love and Death” 
with my dad when I was 16. It was very diffi  cult; he was 
very critical of me. When he did praise me it meant a 
lot, but it didn’t come easily to him. He was tough on 
himself, too. It was just part of his makeup—it wasn’t 
that he had it in for me or anything. 

After that, I came to London and I was off ered the 
chance to understudy Marianne Faithfull in Tony Rich-
ardson’s “Hamlet.” I was in rehearsal when Dick Ave-
don came to town. He was a good friend of my mother’s 
and father’s, and he asked them if he could photograph 
me. We did some test pictures, and the answer sort 
of came from him through my mother that he didn’t 
really think I’d be a model because my shoulders were 
too big. I was quite hurt by that, but anyway, onward. 
Shortly after, my mother was killed in a car crash and I 
didn’t want to stay on in London. 

I went with “Hamlet” to New York. “Harper’s Bazaar” 
called and asked if I’d do a layout, and they sent a pho-
tographer called Bob Richardson to pick me up and take 

me out to Jones Beach to do some photographs. We had 
a kind of magical afternoon. I was a little girl, 17, when 
we met, and my mother had just died. Bob was much 
older. He kind of took me over, hook, line and sinker. 
It wasn’t all bad: He was a fascinating person, a very 
extreme and radical person. When things were good, 
they were wonderful and beautiful, 
and when things were bad they were 
truly horrid. When you fi nd yourself 
in that kind of pendulum swing, you’re 
kind of recovering half the time from 
the other half of the time. He was not 
a well person. 

Diana Vreeland was at “Vogue,” and 
she was great. She was always on my 
side, a great ally. That’s how it really 
started out. I loved doing runway. I 
did quite a lot of that with great peo-
ple like Halston and Zandra Rhodes 
and Perry Ellis. It was very inclusive—
especially with Halston. We girls 
traveled in a pack, and we called our-
selves the Halstonettes: Elsa Peretti, 
Pat Cleveland, Karen Bjornson. There 
was a good deal of amusement. Right 
before I quit, which was about 1973 
or 1974, the best photographers were 
here in New York, the clothes were 
great, I was booked all the time. It 
was right before everything kind of 
imploded and cocaine and AIDS took 
over the entire scene. 

I met Jack Nicholson, and I knew 
that I wasn’t going to work as a model 
in California the way I’d worked in 
New York. I wasn’t a California girl; 
I knew I would never sell toothpaste. 
But I was in love and I wanted to be 
with my new boyfriend. I didn’t want 
to be away from him…. I didn’t trust 
him that far, I think quite rightly! It 
was good times; he had a great life. 
We’d go to Aspen in the winter. I met 
wonderful artists, great fi lmmakers—
Bob Rafelson, Bert Schneider, Hal 
Ashby, Faye Dunaway and Diane Keaton. All these really 
fabulous people. 

Opportunities came up to test for things, mostly 
things that Jack was involved with and that always 
felt too much like a handout. I remember going to visit 
my dad in Mexico when I was 28 years old. I was still 
sort of teetering around this idea of being an actress; 
I’d done a part in “The Last Tycoon.” I told him that for 
real, I was really serious about it. He said, “Well, don’t 
you think you’re a little old, honey?” I was shattered—
shattered!—at the idea that maybe I’d missed out. I 
guess that’s pretty late, actually. I’ve been lucky, but 
for most people, after the age of 30, the curtain kind of 
comes down. For actresses, certainly. But I think peo-
ple become more watchable after 30, when they have 
something on their face and something between their 
ears. I love to look at young people, but there’s some-
thing about a little experience and the way it refl ects in 
a face that pulls me in more. 

I was doing “The Grifters” when Jack and I broke up. 
It was a big, long relationship, and even though it was 
an ending that had to happen, it was a very painful end-
ing. At least for me. I felt very devalued at the time. I 
was, frankly, furious. You can’t really take it out in your 
everyday life; that’s one of the reasons acting is such a 

bonus for me. “The Grifters” had everything to do with 
everything I was feeling at the time—kind of having 
to cut off  a part of myself to go on. I didn’t really know 
what was going to happen in my life.

A friend of mine called me up and said, “Would you 
like to come to dinner, and would you mind if I sent Bob 
Graham to pick you up?” I knew Bob’s work from the ’84 
Olympics, when he’d made two massive pieces for the 
coliseum, and I loved those pieces. It was one of the fi rst 
things we talked about. We were on the rooftop after 
dinner at my friend’s gallery, and there were fi reworks 
going off , and I looked across the terrace and I thought, 
Huh, maybe. Maybe that’s what it’s going to be.

I was always very reluctant about marriage. Mar-
riage always felt to me like a form of withdrawal or a 
form of throwing in the towel as a young woman. I got 
married in my 40th year. Suddenly it was possible and 
made sense, and I met someone whom I could imagine 
being serious about for a long time. It wasn’t based 

BRIGHT EYES Photographed by Eve Arnold in 1968 at St. Clerans, the estate in Galway, 
Ireland, where she grew up (left); a modeling shot by Philippe Halsman from 1968 (above).
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on any of the things that had drawn me to boyfriend-
girlfriend relationships in the fi rst place. It comes as 
an immense shock every morning that he’s not there. 
It’s one of those things you have to kind of keep talk-
ing yourself into: I can’t really conceive of the fact that 
Bob’s no longer on the planet. It’s outlandish—partic-
ularly because he was such a present person, so full of 
character and humor, so very there.

I just came through a huge event in my life, the sick-
ness and death of my husband. Right now New York’s 
a good place for me. I’m very happy to be in a show 
with singing and dancing—I love that it’s not forensics 
or cops or any of that culture-of-death stuff . It’s not a 
dowdy role. I get to crack my whip a little bit.

I like to be associated with strength rather than 
weakness and misery. But we’re made up of all of these 
components. There’s always a moment where you are 
deeply alone in your own skin, and it’s hard to come 
to terms with it. There’s a period after something like 
the death of a spouse where you can totally understand 
why widows wore veils. Because no one should really 
look upon you for a couple of years, and you really 
shouldn’t look upon anyone else. You’re very tender; 
you feel like something uncooked. And people can be 
very unpleasant when you’re in a state of grief. I think 
in Bob’s case, some of the people who cared about him 
the most needed someone to blame. 

I have to move along. Our house is for sale now. I love 
L.A., but I don’t know if it’s going to be my home any-
more. I’m at this strange time in my life where maybe 
it’s time to totally uproot again. 

24  February 2012

SOAPBOX

Ideas  People

GOODBYE TO ALL THAT 
Huston channels Hollywood 

glamour as she moves into 
a new stage and a new city.

Edited from Ariel Levy’s interview with Anjelica Huston

“I can’t really conceive 
of the fact that Bob’s 

no longer on the 
planet. It’s outlandish—

particularly because 
he was such 

a present person.”
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 I T WOULD BE A FEAT TO HAVE NOT SEEN SOMETHING THAT 
Brian Grazer has produced. His output includes the mov-
ies “A Beautiful Mind,” “The Da Vinci Code” and “Apollo 13” 
and the TV shows “Arrested Development,” “Friday Night 

Lights” and “24.” For 26 years, his partner in Hollywood has 
been his pal Ron Howard. Founding Imagine Entertainment in 
1986, they’ve since grown it into one of the most powerful pro-
duction companies around.

Grazer has a manic and off beat energy perfectly suited to a job 
that can shift dramatically from day to day. He’s a bit of a sponge, 
and with the effi  cient nature of an L.A. movie exec for whom 
time is money, he has created a system of outsourcing learning, 
arranging meetings with intellectuals in which they download 
their wares into his brain as one might schedule a massage or a 

haircut. Over the course of his career, Grazer has called up every-
one from Fidel Castro to Jonas Salk to soak up what they know. 
Indeed, one day’s work on upcoming projects, which include a 
movie installment of “24” and the Coen brothers’ inaugural foray 
into TV, will see him discussing topics that span Formula 1 racing 
and Mormon fundamentalism in the ’80s.

When Grazer’s not surfi ng waves near his Oahu beach house 
or conversing with theoretical physicists and CIA agents, he’s a 
man of ritual. Each day begins with well-established routines: He 
eats breakfast at the exact same time while catching up on the 
news and donning his uniform—a tailored black suit with tapered 
pants, slim-fi t white dress shirt and skinny black tie. Every morn-
ing when his assistant arrives to drive him to the offi  ce, Grazer 
never fails to ask, “How’s my hair?” By Stinson Carter

BRIAN GRAZER
T R A C K E D

The key to this powerhouse producer’s success may be some combination 
of obsessiveness, mania, habit and an insatiable intellectual curiosity

MAN AT LUNCH Grazer’s midday meal consists of five waters, a serving of protein, a salad and a powwow with Ron Howard.

6:30 a.m.
Wakes up

in his Malibu house. 

7 a.m.
Catches up on 

iPad FaceTime
over an egg white omelet with 
Brad Grossman, who serves as 
an adviser on cultural matters.

Ideas  People
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Breakfast
Apples and bananas 

with coff ee

Fruit must be uniformly 
sliced, with apples and banana 

not touching.
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All T-shirts 
stacked

on edge by his housekeeper 
Norma (he’s wearing a green 
Iron Man shirt this morning).

1 hour
Grazer works out with Tom, 

his trainer at home, 
two or three times a week.
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10
tubes

of gel in his cabinet. Each day 
Grazer spends three minutes 
on his trademark spikes with 

Sebastian Hi Contrast.

Grazer stockpiles product!
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24
hours

Time it takes Grazer to get the 
Oscars job, hold a press confer-
ence, and hire host Billy Crystal 
and the composer and writers. 

10
minutes’ sleep time
he allows himself each day. An 

assistant knocks to wake him up.
3

personal assistants
“They don’t really leave; 

I usually keep them forever. 
They become executives.”

29
pictures 

of his 
four kids
(ages 8 to 26)

1
f lower arrangement 

received
from Netfl ix exec Ted Sarandos. 

Future episodes of 
“Arrested Development” will 

be running on Netfl ix.

73
calls made

11 a.m.
Oscars press 
conference 

at the Academy of Motion Picture 
Arts and Sciences, announcing 

that he will be the producer.

3
flatscreens

on his offi  ce wall, playing 
ESPN, CNN and BET.

Uncountable
number of F-bombs dropped 

during the day.

40
minutes 

to discuss works in progress 
with agent Ari Emanuel.

2
glasses of wine
Number of drinks he’ll 

permit himself at any dinner. 
Or one margarita.

4
times he asks 

an assistant for 
more water

9
boxes of Diptyque 
“Santal” candles

in his bedroom. If the number 
drops below nine, they 

have to be reordered. “I just 
love those candles.”

3
times his 

assistants bring 
in his lunch 

and then take it back to keep it 
warm when they fi nd out 

his meeting will be lasting 
a few minutes longer.

9:40 a.m.
Arrives at office 

First task of the day is asking 
an assistant for an espresso

11 p.m.
Bedtime

9:30 p.m.
Back home
Brushes his teeth, 
moisturizes and 

gets ready for bed.

Dinner with 
“the boys” 

Jeff rey Katzenberg, Jerry 
Bruckheimer, Steve Bing 

and Jimmy Iovine, at 
Katsuya in Brentwood.

Brief walk around the block
to have a chat with biologist Jay Phelan. Grazer sets up 

meetings with experts who educate him in various fi elds.

 $1.99
Cost of his 

Dr. Dean Edell 
reading glasses

which he buys at a 
Walmart in Hawaii.

4
espressos 

each with an ice water chaser.

February 2012  27

3
Imagine executives

who started as Grazer’s assistants. 

Grazer also keeps supplies of Opalescence toothpaste, Paul 
Mitchell shampoo and Nag Champa incense, which he uses 

when he meditates (he takes time to fi nd his Zen here and there).

8
film projects 

discussed

5:45 p.m.
Meeting with 

Katy Perry
at Chateau Marmont, about a 

3-D movie with the singer.

Lunch with 
Ron Howard

Chicken piccata, Cobb salad 
with no bleu cheese and 

ranch dressing on the side,
and a glass of water. 

Grazer alternates his proteins:
fi sh one day, chicken the next.( )
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THE CHEF AND THE CRITIC
David Chang and Peter Meehan prove that the chef and the restaurant critic can 

break bread together. With a bestselling cookbook and a cool new magazine, 
they’re revolutionizing the way we talk about food, one cranky comment at a time

Photograph by Ian Baguskas

 DAVID CHANG AND PETER MEEHAN TAKE PRIDE 
in the dark worldview they share. “We’re 
always trying to see whose glass is more 
empty,” says Chang, the New York chef who’s 

made a name out of fusing high and low, to fantastic 
results. “Joy is not part of the equation,” agrees Meehan, 
a food writer known for his gruff  wit. Despite their dedi-
cated stance against optimism, however, they both love 
to get people excited about food. And if you get them 
talking about their new food journal, “Lucky Peach,” you 
catch glimpses of unbridled enthusiasm.

They met in 2006 after Meehan reviewed Chang’s fi rst 
restaurant, Momofuku Noodle Bar, an innovative shrine 
to ramen that caused an immediate sensation. That year 
Chang opened Momofuku Ssäm Bar, a hot spot known for 

its enormous pork-butt bacchanals, and in 2008 came 
Momofuku Ko, his 12-seat bid at Michelin stardom.

In the wake of Momofuku’s success, Chang was 
hounded to write a cookbook, and Meehan was the only 
collaborator he considered. The 2009 book, simply 
called Momofuku, was an unlikely hit—expletive-fi lled, 
cheering on culinary failure and off ering rambling 
recipes that puzzled home cooks and left fellow chefs 
feeling inspired and threatened. When television pro-
ducers started calling, Chang again turned to Meehan. 
Their concepts, however, were “too weird to sell to a 
network,” says Meehan. So they decided to release 
these ideas themselves, in the form of a repeatedly 
postponed iPad app whose content is still shrouded 
in mystery (Meehan himself describes it as “a work in 

progress”). To capture the abundance of content they 
were creating, they teamed up with McSweeney’s, 
Dave Eggers’s indie publishing house, and “Lucky 
Peach” (the English translation of momofuku), a sea-
sonal magazine, was born.

The magazine’s tone is so casual it’s almost drunken. 
Its aesthetic is a graphic pulp pastiche of drawings, photo 
essays and kitsch—you’ll discover traces of comic books, 
handwritten script and recipes presented in science-lab 
format. In the mix are contributions from celebrated 
food-world heroes, such as Anthony Bourdain, Ruth 
Reichl and Wylie Dufresne. “Lucky Peach” follows no 
preset pattern and maintains its intelligence and com-
plexity without talking down, a perfect manifestation of 
its creators’ considerable skills. By Charlotte Druckman

Ideas  People

MEETING GROUND Writer Peter Meehan and restaurateur David Chang at Momofuku Noodle Bar, the chef’s beloved ramen shop that sparked the pair’s collaborations. 
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MEEHAN ON CHANG

 THE NIGHT I REALLY MET HIM WAS AT A HOLD STEADY CONCERT IN GREEN-
point. He came up behind me with a beer, and we were both drunk, and, I 
don’t know, we just talked for a few minutes, and we were just happy and 
there’d just been a loud rock concert. I thought, I could either keep writ-

ing about this guy, and obviously he had a career and a trajectory that was going to 
be worth following—but I felt like everybody was already on his tail at that point—
or I could take that beer and we could have a drink together. And I took the beer. I 
do occasionally regret knowing David Chang, but I do not regret taking the beer.

I remember we had plans to spend a month on the 
cookbook, nothing else. It ended up being two days, 
and we went out to [restaurateur] Ken Friedman’s 
rental house in Montauk. The fi rst night we pulled up 10 
pounds of blue crab and drank all the champagne that 
was still in the fridge. The next day we were sitting on 
the deck and I was trying to get him to tell me stories 
or talk to me about ingredients, and it was like banging 
my head against a wall all day long, in the hot sun, with 
a hangover. But then the fi fth time I’d ask a question 
that day, you know, I’d get to an answer. There’s noth-
ing clean or linear about the way we work together. But 
if we just need to run into each other a bunch of times, 
then that’s the process.

The magazine isn’t the by-product of external pres-
sure. I wasn’t all like, “F— ‘Bon Appétit’; I’m starting 
my own food magazine.” I like “Bon Appétit.” It was 
an opportunity to work with friends at McSweeney’s, 
a chance to try my hand at a new format, and a chance 
to showcase and support some writers and artists we 
know. The fi rst audience I think about is us: Can we 
make something we don’t hate? Then it’s my friends: 
Can I create something they will think is cool even 
though they have to listen to me bitch all the time? 
Then it’s people out in the world. And my secret hope is 
that a certain aspect of the magazine leads them down 

an unexpected alley—reading more Junichiro Tanizaki, or chasing down a Bill 
Orcutt record, or seeking out Kay & Ray’s potato chips.

I think Dave is incapable of stopping himself from following ideas that interest 
him. He doesn’t have a brand he’s worried about; he’s not worried about a message; 
he’s not interested in trying to create something that’s going to be a blockbuster. 
Failure is an option, but only when you’ve done something that says, “This is the 
most honest thing we can put out there.” So that allows us to make it as weird as we 
want because we believe in what we’re doing.

I can’t speak to how he runs his businesses, but he has just scores and scores of 
talented people, and he is creating scenarios where they run this restaurant and 
this restaurant—Dave 
Chang is not the chef 
of it. I’m probably in 
a much more stoney-
baloney sort of way into 
that idea, but, also just 
creatively, that’s excit-
ing to me. You fi nd peo-
ple and let them really 
go out on their own 
with it and then shape 
it as much as it needs to 
land on its feet.  

Edited from Charlotte Druckman’s interviews with David Chang and Peter Meehan

CHANG ON MEEHAN

 I DIDN’T KNOW WHO PETER WAS. HE KEPT COMING TO THE RESTAURANT AND 
sending emails—random things, fact-checking things that we had done on the 
menu. At the time, I didn’t know he was a food critic. So I think we both didn’t 
expect to become friends. But it was an instant like. He was about as negative 

as I am. There was a—rapport isn’t necessarily the word—we just saw the world 
with the right type of pessimism.

We’re like brothers. We always argue about something. He always wins. We 
know how to push each other’s buttons; we know how to get the best out of each 

other. Basically, all we do is make fun of each other all the time. We’re the same 
age [34]. He’s just the one who has the kid. 

“Lucky Peach” is all Pete, Pete and Chris Ying. I can take very little credit for it. 
I just tell them, “Ah! What about this?” And then I walk away. No one had any idea 
that the f—ing magazine would be read. It was an idea; I thought it was like, well, 
okay, whatever. It was something we could do because we had so much s— from 
the app that had yet to be released. All I have to do is write an essay, I think, maybe 
a couple of other things. But, even if I write something, Peter’s going to edit the 
f—ing s— out of it. The way I look at our relationship is, it’s like Bob Zmuda and 
Andy Kaufman. Someone’s writing it and someone’s acting it out. It’s one and the 
same, but done in diff erent ways. 

We’re hoping to succeed; we’re okay with failure. We just don’t want to land 
in between. The app idea, which came fi rst, was a way we were hoping to make 
TV without going through all the TV hoops. The magazine came later. Of course 
you want your peers and the public to engage with something like this, but I don’t 
have any idea of who the people are or what they really think of it. I’m always 
prepared for people to be like, “This is just f—ing too ridiculous,” and then it will 
all be over. That hasn’t happened yet.

We could wind up hating each other, I think, and still end up having a really 
productive working relationship. But we get along, and we should get along for-
ever. I think we’ll keep on working as long as we can do fun projects and produce 
good work. Just fi nding people you get along with, like-minded individuals, I guess 
that’s how things work. FR
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BROTHERS IN BARS Meehan and Chang in Tokyo at La Jetée. 

FOOD FOR THOUGHT The second issue of “Lucky Peach,” Chang and Meehan’s seasonal magazine.
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ODE TO HANDSOME
With bespoke tailoring that merges Savile Row refinement and the hearty practicality of his forefathers’ 

19th-century general store, Kirk Miller is pioneering the frontier of menswear  BY DARRELL HARTMAN 

Photographs by Kathryn Allen Hurni

M A K I N G  I T

JACKET REQUIRED 
Menswear designer 

Kirk Miller dons 
a lightweight wool 

suit, rounded 
spread-collar shirt 
and houndstooth 

tie from his 
Miller’s Oath line.

Places  Things
WSJ. MAGAZINE
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MAKING IT

Places  Things

 T HE LOGO FOR KIRK MILLER’S DEBONAIR
menswear label, Miller’s Oath, is a pickax. 
Although this might seem suspiciously of-the-
moment, given the number of designers cur-

rently mining Americana heritage, for the 33-year-old 
Minnesota native, the frontier-meets-luxe look is a nat-
ural fi t. Around the turn of the 19th century, his great-
grandfather owned a dry-goods store in Groton, South 
Dakota, where he and his eight brothers sold things like 
chicken feed and hand tools and, for $5 apiece, cash-
mere suits. The suits weren’t for lounging. “All this 
clothing...stuff  was meant to be done in it,” Miller says. 
“Farmers wore a jacket and pants.” 

At the designer’s shop in lower Manhattan, a 
pearl-gray dinner jacket with grosgrain lapels is 
draped snugly over a rumpled silk vest and a wing-
collar shirt made of beefy cotton piqué. Should you 
enlist Miller, for $3,000 and upward, he will make 
you one of his very sharp bespoke suits, which take 
up to eight weeks and three fittings. You will get to 
know the store well: the buffalo-hide carpet; a stiff 
pair of black riding boots by the door; and some 
beautiful casual clothes, such as cherry-red cordu-
roys and navy cardigans, folded on top of a weath-
ered picnic table. 

Surrounded by a few well-edited and suggestive 
elements, Miller—blond and blue-eyed, and boyishly 
handsome—sits smack in the center of the store at a 
simple table. (He prefers to handle sales himself, and 
when he must be out of town, he calls his father to step 
in.) Walk into the store in the early-morning hours and 
chances are Miller will be there, sipping a coff ee and 
poring over books of fabric suiting. He loves tweed, TH
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THE STYLISH 
LIFE From top: 
The upstairs 
sitting room in 
Miller’s North 
Fork weekend 
house; his great-
grandfather’s 
South Dakota 
general store; 
Miller, modeling 
his Barker 
Black wingtips. 

DAPPER AS THE DAY 
IS LONG Clockwise 
from left: A Miller’s 

Oath overcheck tweed 
sport coat, rounded 

spread-collar shirt, 
woven silk tie, horseshoe 

pocket square and 
twill trousers; the 

artist James Whistler, 
whose work Miller 

often references; the 
designer’s silk ties, 

including his traditional 
pickax print. 

he says, as he thoughtfully runs his fi ngers over vari-
ous swatches. Miller handles a robust, tightly woven 
Scottish tweed that might make a perfect riding coat, 
then a refi ned and clubby English tweed, followed by 
a loosely constructed Irish tweed. “You can almost 
see the guy coming out of the pub with his newspaper 
stuff ed in his jacket, can’t you?” he asks.

Some nouveau tailors will have you settle into 
an armchair and sip single malt, as if you were Lord 
So-and-So, awaiting a new batch of smoking jackets. 
Miller isn’t one of them. “I kind of loathe those custom 
shops that want you to hang out,” he says. “I mean, I 
want it to feel inviting, but most of my guys aren’t com-
ing here to sit on the couch and talk and drink whiskey. 
They’re here for a purpose.” 

At the back of the shop, which consists of little 
more than a sink and a curtained dressing cabin, a 
beige linen jacket from the spring collection hangs on 
a mannequin. It’s a one-button sportscoat, inspired 
by what the English call a morning coat. The lapels, 
neither wide nor narrow, meet for one brief moment 
before sweeping apart en route up to the shoulders. 
Miller loves cutaway shirt collars, and the rounded 
one he’s paired with this nicely replicates its artful, 
easy lines. Interestingly, the jacket is made out of 
upholstery fabric. All that fi nesse, and yet it doesn’t 
mind being sat on.

The indigo blazer next to it is made of fi ner Italian 
linen but has a felt undercollar. Miller explains that he 
made a sample using “burlappy canvas,” but it didn’t 
hold its shape as well. Both jackets are displayed with 
fl at-front trousers that come with English side tabs, 
negating the need for a belt. “For me,” Miller says, “it 
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Scan QR code
to watch Fe’s
story and
other videos.

“When I had breast cancer, MDAnderson treated me like

I was the ONLYperson in the world. When I got lung cancer,

there was justONE place for me.”

THERE’S ONLY ONE YOU. AND ONLY ONE MD ANDERSON.
Years after beating breast cancer, Fe Crawford faced cancer again. This time, it was
lung cancer. Fe turned once more to MD Anderson, where ourexperts tailored
a plan around her particular circumstances. At MD Anderson, our experienced
cancer specialists have the options they need to customize an individual
treatment plan. That approach helped Fe Crawford beat cancer. Twice. If you’re facing
cancer, call us directly at 1-877-MDA-6789, or visit MakingCancerHistory.com.

Ranked number one in the nation for cancer care byU.S.News &World Report.



MAKING IT

Places  Things

DESIGNING MAN 
From left: Miller, in front 
of his SoHo shop; the 
work of Kurt Schwitters, 
which has influenced 
Miller; choosing fabric 
swatches; Miller’s 
Oath horseshoe, 
pickax and mini-pick 
pocket squares. 

comes down to simple elegance and sophistication and 
walking that line of being new enough.”

Before getting into fashion, Miller had very diff er-
ent designs on what his future would look like. After 
attending the University of Maryland and Boston 
University, where he played soccer, he spent a year as 
a striker in the Irish Premiere League. Always a con-
scientious dresser, he realized toward the end of that 
time that he wanted to pursue a career in clothes—
and that he’d unwittingly picked up all kinds of 
knowledge about them from his father, an artist and 
photographer who wore three-piece suits from Savile 
Row tailors Anderson & Sheppard. “My dad appreci-
ates detail and thoughtfulness—pattern, texture, the 
idea that your bow tie should be a bit skewed, that 
your tweed jacket should get used and bag out a bit,” 
Miller says. Visiting the tailor with his father when he 
was eight remains a cherished memory.

After the year in soccer, Miller began working at an 
impressive range of menswear companies, fi rst at Seize 
sur Vingt, which introduced him to the downtown-
tailor concept, and then as a buyer for Paul Stuart, the 
esteemed American clothier that makes suits for Michael 
Bloomberg and whose work was once worn by the likes of 
Frank Sinatra and Cary Grant. At Paul Stuart he earned his 
“MBA,” as Miller calls it: “construction, mills, quality, how 
garments are produced and made.” In 2003 he went over 
to Thom Browne, the designer known for his avant-garde 
sensibility who almost single-handedly popularized the 
shrunken suit. There, Miller says, he learned “how much 
proportion can change something” and that it really is pos-
sible to alter the way men dress. Two years later, he and his 
older brother, Derrick, boldly refashioned a 19th-century RO
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English shoemaker 
and called it Barker 
Black. A heady 
blend of traditional 
English construction 
and Italian-style bra-
vura, the footwear label 
made a name for both 
Millers. Derrick still runs the 
operation, which has boutiques 
in New York and Los Angeles and sells to such 
esteemed retailers as Colette, in Paris, and 10 Corso 
Como in Milan; Kirk stepped back in 2010 to launch his 
own line and is no longer involved.

As for his next venture, Miller plans to be a bit 
closer to home—possibly fi xing up the barn at his hun-
dred-year-old country house on Long Island’s North 
Fork that he shares with his wife, New York publicity 
and events consultant Alice Ryan, and three-year-old 
son, Grey. It’s loaded with collectible antiques, like an 
old Raleigh bike and sturdy Brooks saddle, left by the 
previous owner. One entire wall is lined with mason 
jars and wooden trays from the property’s days as a 
working apple orchard. The obvious thing to do would 
be to refurbish the stable and build a guest house. But 
one of Miller’s dreams is eventually to dye his own 
fabric, and he envisions the structure holding vats of 
indigo. “I’ve thought about a ton of diff erent things I 
could turn it into, but ultimately I keep coming back 
to the idea of just keeping it as a barn,” he says. “How 
awesome is that? Who has a barn anymore? It’s about 
keeping the integrity of what it was supposed to be.” 
Miller’s South Dakota forefathers would be proud.  

FAMILY 
PORTRAIT 
Miller, with 
his wife, Alice 
Ryan, and 
son, Grey. 

ART APPRECIATION 
Clockwise from right: 

A favorite portrait 
by John Singer 

Sargent; a graphic 
striped canvas by 

Robert Motherwell, 
whose works are a 

source of inspiration; 
Miller’s pickax logo.
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THE MERCHANT
Advertisement

Journey Through Ireland has over 35 years of
experience offering luxury escorted and private tours
of Ireland. Private car, luxury motorcoach or self-drive
tours. Comprehensive itineraries with experienced
driver & guide. Call for free proposal.

(800) 828-0826
irelandtouring.com

Outdoor adventure beckons at Montage Residences
Deer Valley. Atop this grand mountain resort, 81 ski-in/
ski-out residences grant access to stunning views, spa,
culinary experiences and 24-hour concierge services.
From $2M to $10M+.

(435) 604-1850
MontageDeerValleyLife.com

Overlooking the Caribbean Sea on the island of
Barbados, One Sandy Lane boasts eight of the most
unique residences in the world for the most discerning
buyers. Prices upon request. Brokers protected.
Contact: Jessica Dee Rohm, jrohm@onesandylane.com.

(646) 545-2500
onesandylane.com

Elite Ireland Behind The Scenes - Summer 2012
offers discerning travelers three luxury journeys of the
highest caliber. Join owner Patsy Malone and enjoy
5-star hotels, gourmet cuisine, world-class golf,
magnificent houses, castles and gardens.

(855) 292-9505
irelandbehindthescenes.com

Exercise in exactly 4 minutes per day. Special Forces looked at it in 1990 and finally purchased our ROM machines
in 2010. Made in America. Good for ages 10 to 100. For strong or very weak and even ill people. Diabetes, bad
backs, shoulders, knees. Gives a fitness score at the end of the 4 minutes. The 80 pound flywheel adjusts its
resistance every second. Order a 30 day trial in your home or a free DVD online or call.

818-787-6460
RestartFitness.com
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Unforgettable Italy with one phone call. Convenient.
Effortless. Aielli & Benevento’s private travel service
offers busy professionals personalized itineraries
all over Italy. We handle every detail, from restaurant
reservations and guides to hotels and drivers.

(212) 695-1511
aielli-benevento.it

Old Palm Golf Club stands alone as the Palm beaches
premier private golf club community, with estate homes
ranging from $1.5 million to over $15 million. Call us for
a personal tour of Old Palm.

(866) 604-1529
OldpalmGolfClub/wsj.com

For 25 years, French Country Waterways has
been cruising the canals of France. Enjoy six nights in
total luxury. Dine on world-class cuisine, savor our
exclusive wines and gain a rare insider’s perspective
on provincial France.

(800) 222-1236
fcwl.com
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With the twilight of winter upon us, now is your last chance to make a quick getaway. 
Whether careening down the slopes, hiking into the woods or lounging by the sea, let this be 

your guide to looking good in the great outdoors

ESCAPE!

Places  Things

Clockwise from left: Lanvin boots $1,485 barneys.com; Moncler Gamme Bleu jacket $2,260 moncler.com; Stone 
Island backpack $365 stoneisland.com; K2 Triax ski poles $100 paragonsports.com; Harry Winston watch (on poles) 

$23,400 harrywinston.com; Pologeorgis Furs hat $2,500, 212-563-2250; Lange ski boot $550 paragonsports.com; 
Smith Optics goggles $130 smithoptics.com; Jonathan Saunders sweater $505 net-a-porter.com; Diorsnow White 

Reveal Wipe-Off Gel $44 dior.com; Powermonkey solar charger $190 Paragon Sports 212-255-8889 

SKI

A C C E S S O R I E S
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Clockwise from left: Proenza Schouler tote $2,050 proenzaschouler.com; Swarovski 
Swarovision binoculars $2,754 swarovskioptik.com; Incotex pants $400 mrporter.com; 

Diemme boots $395 mrporter.com; Hermès bag $4,300 hermes.com; The Orvis Company 
hat $89 orvis.com; Cobra Society boots $920 A Man and a Woman 212-929-6156; 

Victorinox Swiss Army Rescue Tool $94 swissarmy.com; Tissot watch $850 tissotshop.com 

HIKE

February 2012  39

ACCESSORIES

Places  Things
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ACCESSORIES

Places  Things

Clockwise from left: Eres swimsuit $465, 888-656-3737; Orlebar Brown swim trunks $240 orlebarbrown.com; 
Head tennis racket $190 head.com; Moncler swim cap $195, 646-350-3620; Rag & Bone straw hat $220 barneys.com; 

Givenchy by Riccardo Tisci tote $1,120 Jeffrey New York, 212-206-1272; Etro beach towel $396 etro.com; 
Penn tennis ball $3/can pennracquet.com; Louis Vuitton watch $5,950 louisvuitton.com; Tabitha Simmons espadrilles 

$495 scoopnyc.com; La Prairie sunblock $85 laprairie.com; Ralph Lauren espadrilles $95 ralphlauren.com
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B Y  R I T A  K O N I G   P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  J A M E S  M E R R E L L

 With the help of 
     legendary French interior
       designer Jacques Grange,
Francis Ford Coppola has

transformed a
19th-century 
palazzo in 
his family’s 
Italian hometown 
into a grand 
hotel with 
the romance and 
sophistication 
of the 
Belle Époque

THE COURT OF
COPPOLA 
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AFTERNOON IN ITALY 
Francis Ford Coppola’s suite 
at the Palazzo Margherita, 
which he designed with 
Jacques Grange, including an 
elaborately painted Moorish 
ceiling and Grange’s signature 
zigzag tiled floor (this page). 
The palazzo’s entrance and 
central courtyard (opposite).
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Iquit, quo ad cotis apereti
 linatifeciem nondius is. Veres

 ven tem endaciae ete, ia re, nosta
   renduci seraequod ium hili

          = hinatum iam orum.

FEMININE 
BEAUTY 
A corner of the 
room designed 
by Sofi a Coppola 
with Grange and 
inspired by the 
Villa Favorita near 
Palermo, Italy 
(left). All of the 
bedrooms have 
hand-painted 
paneling on the 
walls and ceilings 
(opposite, below). 
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 T HERE IS SOMETHING ABOUT WAKING UP IN 
Sofi a Coppola’s bedroom at the Palazzo 
Margherita that makes one feel rather like 
a princess. The walls and high ceilings are 

painted with golden trompe l’oeil trellising and faux 
marble, tall doors with long white curtains open onto 
a terrace and a walled garden below, and the bed is 
enormous. It is even lovelier once the chambermaids 
have been through, leaving behind a haze of citrusy 
Acqua di Parma. 

Located in the lively working town of Bernalda, in 
Southern Italy, the palazzo is the fi fth and most luxurious 
in a collection of hotels owned by Francis Ford Coppola. It 
represents a homecoming, of sorts, for the multifaceted 
fi lmmaker, whose grandfather immigrated to America 
from there in 1904. “When it began, it felt like a crazy 
endeavor, but as it continued, the beauty of the place 
seduced me and I couldn’t resist going on without it,” 
says Coppola, who has spent the past fi ve years restor-
ing the 19th-century residence. His fi rst order of busi-
ness was to enlist the expertise of feted Parisian interior 
designer Jacques Grange. Next, he asked members of his 
close-knit family if they would like to contribute to the 
design of their bedrooms. The result is a combination of 
Belle Époque grand hotel and comforting family home. 
Coppola’s suite has wonderful, Tunisian-style painted 
ceilings in homage to his grandmother, who was from 
Tunisia. His son Roman requested Arts and Crafts details. 
His daughter, Sofi a, says of her feminine suite, “Oh, I just 

loved Jacques’s whole ‘sum-
mer palace’ theme, so that 
was the idea behind mine.” 

The extreme attention to 
detail throughout the pal-
azzo is astounding. Every tile 
in the building was taken up, 
cleaned and polished before 
being reinstalled over radiant 
heating. There is central air 
conditioning. All of the rooms 
have enormous televisions 
with Apple TV and a selec-
tion of the best Italian movies 
ever made.  Imagine spending 
a slow morning in the Sofi a 
room, breakfast en famille 
in the kitchen, followed by 
a long soak in the jewel box 
of a bathroom: blush-pink 
walls and a Moorish ceiling 
painted in jewel tones on a 
background of delphinium 
blue, with doors open to the 
terrace. Then: a spell at the 
pool with a book and an ice-
cold Limonata before lunch 
in the garden and a siesta. 
“Everything closes and peo-
ple nap midday when it’s 
really hot; later it’s fun to 
go out in the evening for an 
aperitivo,” says Sofi a of her 
typical routine. “I love the 
restaurant across the street, 
Fifi na, for lunch. It’s great to 
just walk around the town, 
swim and eat.” 

Most of the nine bedrooms 
are on the second fl oor, along 
with the grand salon, where 
there is a huge screen at one 
end and a projector at the 
other for movie nights. There 
is also a Family Bar, a dark and intimate central room 
with an Arts and Crafts Le Manach fabric on the walls 
and a 19th-century wooden bar salvaged from Turin. 
It’s Coppola’s favorite place to have a nightcap before 
bed or sit and eat breakfast in the morning. Throughout 
the palazzo, the walls and ceilings have been painted 
by a specialist with either stripes or panels, giving the 
place a very rich eff ect. In one of the suites, there is a 
fantastically over-the-top scene of a man and woman 
entwined among the clouds, a brilliant combination of 
Grange’s extremely good taste and Italian kitsch fanta-
sia. “This was a restoration project, but the idea was 
to restore it with a younger, summer feeling, hence the 
wicker furniture and the palette, which is so modern 
and fresh,” says Grange, whose inspiration was the 
Villa Favorita near Palermo.  

Coppola’s longtime production designer Dean 
Tavoularis and Sofi a were the driving force behind 
Grange’s being brought on board. Grange recalls his 
introductory email from Coppola. “He wrote, ‘Allow 
me to introduce myself, Francis Ford Coppola...better 

known as the father of Sofi a Coppola....’�” Tavoularis 
and Coppola fi gured out the layout of the hotel and then 
showed it to Grange. “It is always easy to work with art-
ists because they respect the work and they trust you,” 
says Grange, who also fell under the town’s spell. “All 
those people on the street, it is a movie from the ’50s 
or ’60s.” Inspired, he lined the walls of the ground-fl oor 
Cinecittà bar with framed black and white photographs 
of the great Italian stars and directors of that era.

Downstairs, off  the central courtyard, is the kitchen. 
It is really the hotel’s core of operations, mostly 
because it is the domain of Filomena, the palazzo’s 

r 

s 
. 

CANDY STRIPES  
The low furniture 

highlights the 
scale of the rooms.
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STRAIGHTENING UP
A chambermaid 
carries fresh linens to 
an upstairs bedroom. 
The chandelier is 
from Murano, and 
walls and columns 
are faux marble (left). 
The Sofia room, 
with a trompe l’oeil 
trellis that makes 
sleeping in the bed 
feel like lying under 
an arbor (right).
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Imagine spending a 
      slow morning in the

Sofi a Coppola room, 
      breakfast en famille 

in the kitchen, followed by
a long soak in the 

 jewel box of a bathroom.
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 T HE HOTEL IS SITUATED ON THE TOWN’S CEN-
tral square, with large, heavy front doors that 
lead to an inner courtyard, a walled garden 
and a swimming pool. This is, in fact, the only 

private garden in Bernalda, or Bernalda Bella, as it has 
been known in the Coppola family since Francis was 
a boy listening to his grandfather describe his home-
town. “He never said ‘Bernalda’ without ‘Bella’—it 
became a mythical place,” says the fi lmmaker. Coppola 
initially visited Bernalda when he was 22. He was the 
fi rst grandson to return and has done so regularly ever 
since. Owning the palazzo came about by happy acci-
dent. Five years ago he purchased the property from 
the 84-year-old granddaughter of a self-made olive oil 
tycoon who had built it in 1870. As Coppola explains: “I 
can’t say I was steering the car that got me to this place; 

I was more of a passenger. I just went with it—I got 
blown with the winds. I didn’t have a great scheme. It 
was a crazy idea that turned into, ‘It could be a hotel!’�” 
It’s funny to hear this legendary man, whom it’s hard 
to believe has been blown by the winds many times in 
his career, with such a grandfatherly tone in his voice 
about this place. But then, all of his hotels have come 
about through personal desire. 

Coppola’s fi rst hotel in Belize, which he purchased 
in 1981, was a result of his fi lming “Apocalypse Now.” 
“After all that time in the Philippines, I began to fall in 
love with the jungle,” he says. Before they left, Coppola 
and his wife, Ellie, stayed on a small island, the name 
of which they have long forgotten. He became attached 
to it, but Ellie encouraged him to fi nd someplace a lit-
tle bit less far-fl ung. “When Belize became independ-
ent in ’81, I went to explore with my sons,” he says. “It 
was an exciting new country and we found a remote 
and uncivilized property on the edge of a beautiful 
piece of water.” Once he had installed the necessary 
plumbing and staff , friends started to stay and, by 
chance, it turned into a hotel. That property quickly 
led to another one, on the coast. “Once you have one 
hotel, everyone says, ‘Why don’t you have one down 
on the beach?’�” he says. “It becomes a self-propagat-
ing situation.” 

For Coppola the Italian palazzo is about family, eat-
ing well and being together. By his own admission, the 
high point came with Sofi a’s wedding this past summer 
to Thomas Mars, frontman for the French band Phoenix. 
“It was such a great setting,” Sofi a says. “Our friends all 
gathered in the garden, and we had a small ceremony 
at the end of a trellis walk with rosé from my father-in-
law’s winery, Chateau Thuerry, and prosecco at the bar 
after.” The food was prepared by Filomena in the kitchen 
on one side of the courtyard and by Frantoio, the restau-
rant next door, which still has a door on the other side.  

This being Southern Italy, Bernalda is not a fancy 
place. In fact, the town is quite rustic and could have 
been the setting for scenes in Coppola’s “Godfather” 
movies. Its obscure location has guaranteed that it 
has never become a tourist destination. “When you 
are there, you get the feeling that you are in a real 
place,” Coppola says. “In the palazzo, you are in 
heaven. You walk out the door and there is real Italy. 
In the evening, everyone is out, there are children eve-
rywhere. It feels very safe, and I fi nd it a very pleasant 
and authentic experience.”

At fi rst it is shocking to look out of your bedroom 
window and see the modern rooftops, streetlights and 
TV antennas over the garden wall. But very soon it’s 
easy to become fond of the Italian nonchalance toward 
beauty. Not only is it a treat to be the only foreigners 
in town, but it’s also charming to pass some ravishing 
piece of crumbling ancient architecture—for every-
thing is crumbling—with a plastic hairdresser’s sign 
on the side of it, showing a 1980s image of a man and a 
woman modeling new coiff ures. This is all part of the 
real Italy that Coppola talks about, where you can fi nd 
yourself eating at a local’s kitchen table, where there 
are regular late-night dances in people’s homes, and 
where the food is as fresh as the evening air. Other 
parts of Italy are indisputably more beautiful to visit, 
but you don’t come away with any greater sense of the 
people who live there.   
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GARDEN PARTY 
A typical lunch: fresh 
pasta, salads, delicious 
fl ash-fried peppers 
and local wine (left); 
The Family Bar at 
breakfast, with Le 
Manach fabric–lined 
walls and cafe 
tables (opposite).

cook and a serene, remarkable woman who maintains 
a state of calm and order in the kitchen at all times. She 
is a beauty, not from youth but from that inner glow 
of kindness and competence. Here Filomena makes 
her own pasta and generates a continual fl ow of deli-
cious things, often made from ingredients from this 
region of Italy, which Coppola describes as a culinary 
jackpot. There is the nearby coast for fi sh and mus-
sels from the Ionian Sea, vegetables from Lecce and 
Sorrento, and salami and other meats from Calabria. 
The kitchen doubles as the dining room, and this is 
where the grandness of the place is brought back to a 
more informal reality. Guests can sit at the long table 
for dinner, otherwise in the garden under a pergola 
or in the Cinecittà, which opens onto the street and is 
available to the public. 
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    The Family Bar, a dark
     and intimate central room

 with a 19th-century wooden bar
salvaged from Turin, is 
          Coppola’s favorite place

to have breakfast and a 
                  nightcap before bed.

0212_WSJ_Interiors_02.indd   49 12/20/11   4:01:25 AM



50  

In the staid world 
of private planes, 
Thomas Flohr’s 

upstart VistaJet is 
modeling itself as

a luxury designer brand, featuring graffi  ti-tagged planes,
chic stewardess uniforms and a foxy top exec who happens to 

be the owner’s 25-year-old daughter

JET SET
THE

B Y  S T A C Y  M E I C H T R Y   P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  A L E X I A  S
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 D INNER WITH THOMAS FLOHR, THE PRIVATE- 
jet mogul, began with a ruse. He was already 
seated by the time I arrived at the Mila-
nese trattoria, where nearly all diners were 

squeezed two-by-two into white-tablecloth tables that 
nearly touched. Flohr’s table was diff erent. He had told 
the waiters we expected a third person to join us, so 
the staff  adjoined a neighboring table to ours. An extra 
place setting was laid, along with an empty wine glass. 
When a bottle of red arrived at the table, Flohr told the 
waiter to go ahead and pour for the phantom diner. Per-
plexed, I asked who else was coming.

“No one,” he replied. “I hate small tables.”
Flohr wanted a buff er between us and the trattoria’s 

bustle, and concocting a cover story was merely his way 
of securing it. The price of privacy is something of an 
obsession for Flohr. His company, VistaJet, sells fl ights 
aboard private jets for an hourly fee, a business he aims 
to make as seamless and consistent as checking into 
a luxury hotel. A fl ight between London and Moscow 
aboard one of Flohr’s silver jets can be arranged for 
40,000 euros, which is roughly equivalent to “burning 
through four Hermès handbags,” Flohr notes. 

His talk of handbag bonfi res isn’t completely inciden-
tal. Flohr aspires to bring the idiosyncrasy and perfec-
tionism of a fashion designer to the conservative world 
of aviation. He himself doesn’t look like a fashion plate. 
His scraggly hair is long enough to tuck behind his ears, 
like a teenage skateboarder. Jeans, a T-shirt and a pair of 
silkscreened Converse are his idea of business attire. He 
has instead placed VistaJet’s image in the hands of Nina 
Flohr, his 25-year-old daughter with ex-wife Katharina 
Flohr, the creative director of Fabergé and a former 
editor of “Russian Vogue.” When recently asked by her 
father to come up with branding concepts for the com-
pany, Nina took a freshly minted $45 million Bombardier 
jet and had its tail fi n splashed with graffi  ti.

Behind the gilded veneer, however, the Flohr family 
must navigate the perilous straits that come with own-
ing and operating a fl eet of private jets across myriad 
countries and airspaces. The heady days of the private 
aviation industry, when easy credit fueled a race to snap 
up planes, evaporated with the 2008 fi nancial crisis. The 
private jet, once a must-have accessory for the über-
rich and corporate jet set, has now become a symbol of 
excess and, in some cases, shame.

With overleveraged jetsetters scrambling to dump 
their planes in the wake of the crisis, a global glut of sec-
ond-hand jets developed, and the hangover is depressing 
demand for private fl ights and the jets themselves. Flohr, 
meanwhile, is going up against a raft of competitors, 
ranging from charter services to deep-pocketed fi gures 
like Warren Buff ett, whose fi rm, Berkshire Hathaway, 
owns the U.S.-based NetJets, which pioneered fractional 
jet ownership. The fi rm, in its eff orts to recover from the 
fi nancial crisis, has begun selling prepaid private fl ights, 

ALL IN THE FAMILY Thomas Flohr, 
at home in Milan with his daughter, 
Nina, and a work by Barry McGee on 
the wall (this page); a Bombardier 
Global Express VistaJet tagged by 
graffi  ti artist RETNA (opposite).
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bringing it into direct competition with VistaJet. It has 
also sought to expand in Europe, Flohr’s home court, by 
teaming up with a sister company that forged a deal ear-
lier this year with Lufthansa to provide private connect-
ing fl ights within the continent for fi rst-class passengers 
who make long-haul trips with the German carrier.

So far Flohr has managed to defy these gravity-like 
forces, and he maintains that he’s well positioned to profi t 
from the reordering of the global economy. Charging cli-
ents by the hour—rather than requiring them to hold 
stakes in the multimillion-dollar planes—allows the 
chastened jetsetters to “trade down” to VistaJet, Flohr 
says. He has also focused VistaJet’s expansion on emerg-
ing markets, such as Russia, Asia, Africa and the Middle 
East—regions that so far have managed to steer clear of 
the economic malaise that dogs the West.

Most of Flohr’s rivals in the chartering business oper-
ate planes owned by someone else, an arrangement that 
cuts the risk that comes with having a multimillion-dollar 
plane on your books. Flohr has taken a diff erent approach. 

He buys new aircraft in bulk—he currently has 2 billion 
euros’ worth on order from jetmaker Bombardier—and 
sells the aircraft back into the secondary market before 
their warranties run out, a tack that helps contain his 
maintenance costs. By buying his own jets, Flohr also 
exercises total control over the operations and aesthet-
ics of his fl eet. In other words, it’s easier to graffi  ti the tail 
fi n of a plane that you actually own.

So far the strategy is paying off . Flohr is extremely 
tight-lipped about the fi nances of his closely held fi rm, 
but he says VistaJet’s revenue rose 25 percent, to 300 
million euros, in 2011. That doesn’t mean the approach 
is without risk. A sudden drop in the private-jet market 
could blow a hole in the value of his fl eet. VistaJet also 
contends with constantly changing regulations, volatile 
fuel prices and demanding clientele. “You throw all that 
in there and it’s a tough business to run,” says James 
Butler, an attorney specializing in private aviation.

Flohr grew up in the working-class village of 
Erlenbach, in the German countryside, where his father 

taught vocational skills at a local high school. As a 
young man, he applied for fl ight training at Lufthansa’s 
offi  ces in Hamburg but was politely turned away. Flohr 
attended the University of Munich and later moved to 
Switzerland. There, he married Katharina Konecny, 
then a budding fashion editor.

In the decade that followed, Flohr worked his way up 
the ranks of Chicago-based technology fi rm Comdisco, 
taking the reins of the fi rm’s asset fi nance business 
and aggressively expanding it into Europe. In the mid-
1990s, the fi rm’s founder died and Flohr clashed with 
his son over strategy. The tension led to Flohr’s resig-
nation in 2000. Flohr vested his 1.5 percent stake in the 
company, which had a total market value of about $2 
billion at the time. A year after his departure, Comdisco 
fi led for Chapter 11, and, during the bankruptcy pro-
ceedings, Flohr snapped up the biggest parts of its asset 
fi nance business in Europe—the same one he’d built 
from scratch years earlier.

Flohr and Katharina divorced when Nina was fi ve. 
Later, at “Russian Vogue,” Katharina and her elabo-
rate editorial spreads helped put the magazine on 
the map in the late 1990s, when the country’s newly 
minted billionaires were beginning to splash out on 
luxury goods. Nina often tagged along, globe-trotting 
to exotic locations, as her mother groomed her for a 
career. “All she ever wanted for me was to work in the 
fashion industry,” Nina says.

Nina’s time at boarding school—and sitting front 
row at fashion shows in Milan and Paris—also brought 
her into contact with the heirs and heiresses of Europe’s 
wealthiest families, ranging from Margherita Missoni of 
the namesake Italian fashion label to Bianca Brandolini 
d’Adda, who hails from Italian nobility.

For her 18th birthday, Nina’s parents threw an 
elaborate weekend masquerade party for her and 300 
friends in St. Petersburg. The event demonstrated 
both her father’s fi nancial prowess and her mother’s 
fl air for set design. On day one, guests were invited to 
revel amid a historical reenactment of the rise of com-
munism. In a Hollywood-worthy production, horses 
and actors dressed as Bolshevik peasants plodded 
through a faux countryside of high grass, paperboys 
handed out pamphlets and—as the night progressed—
Soviet soldiers marched on the party as the Flohr fam-
ily’s coterie nibbled on hors d’oeuvres. The next night 
was an homage to Imperial Russia, as guests, outfi t-
ted with masks handmade by a local art school, dined 
inside a palatial gallery where Catherine the Great 
once held court.

Both Nina and her father concede that such rever-
ies expose them to unwelcome rich-and-famous stere-
otypes. “I’m sure some people said it was completely 
extravagant, but at the end of the day, in everything we 
do, we try not to be utterly outlandish,” Nina says.

What might appear to be decadence is actually 
devotion to detail, according to Flohr. Nina is known as 
“Nein-a” among friends, Brandolini d’Adda says, for her 
Teutonic sense of order and self-discipline. Flohr says 
his obsession with aesthetics is also what propelled 
him toward the aviation business. Flohr’s work in asset 
fi nance required constant travel, so in 2003 he decided 
to buy his own plane, a secondhand Learjet. “This guy 
turned up at our Paris air show in jeans and a T-shirt, 
which is a bit of a fi rst for us,” says Bob Horner, head of 

EYES FOR DETAIL Nina 
Flohr’s headline-grabbing 

18th birthday in St. 
Petersburg featured 

a formal dinner in the 
style of Imperial Russia, 

a masquerade ball 
and actors dressed as 

Bolshevik peasants. 

GRAND ENTRY Art by 
Raphael Mazzucco hangs 
in the foyer of the Flohrs’ 
Milan apartment (left).
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worldwide sales for Bombardier, the maker of Learjet. “It 
took a while for our guys to take him seriously.”

Flohr wanted his jet to cut a fi gure on the runway, so 
he had it painted metallic silver with a red stripe down 
its side. The jet became so popular that Flohr found 
himself constantly chartering it out to third parties. His 
solution: Buy more planes and give them a paint job.

Nina is one of the few people 
Flohr trusts to second-guess him, 
and when she fi nished high school, 
Flohr tapped her for an assign-
ment that would pave the way 
for entering the fi rm years later. 
Flohr had recently purchased a 
small aircraft management fi rm 
in Salzburg, Austria, and he was 
struggling to overhaul its leader-
ship, which had grown resistant 
to change. Flohr says he initially 
lacked the “guts” to fi re his man-
agers and bring in a new team.

Flohr sent in his teen daughter 
to size up the situation—a move 
that raised eyebrows in Salzburg. Nina recalled getting a 
lecture on the meaning of life from the wife of the com-
pany’s former owner, who was still involved in running 
the fi rm. But Nina’s assessment was unsparing—the com-
pany needed new management—and Flohr acquiesced. 

In 2008, VistaJet had its fi rst taste of real turbulence. 
The collapse of Lehman Brothers froze credit markets, 
unleashing panic across the global economy. Financing 
to buy and operate private jets dried up as fl ying in a 
private jet became a symbol of corporate excess. In one 
of the industry’s lower moments, General Motors then–
chief executive Rick Wagoner and other auto executives 
were publicly upbraided for traveling by private jet to 
Washington, D.C., for congressional hearings on emer-
gency bailouts for their respective companies. “That 
was bad judgment,” Flohr says sotto voce.

For Flohr the fi nancial crisis was also a major gut 
check. The day Lehman collapsed, VistaJet had tens of 
millions of dollars tied up in orders for new jets. Flohr 
did not back out of his commitments with Bombardier; 
days later he took deliveries for three jets.

Bigger planes also meant Flohr had a more promi-
nent canvas for his inner designer. There were more 
crew members to dress, more meals to serve and more 
details to obsess over. Nina was again called upon in 
2010—this time as the company’s new brand manager. 
She chucked the cabin’s polyester blankets and replaced 
them with cashmere throws. Finer wine began to fl ow, 
and crew uniforms were redesigned.

In her boldest move, Nina pushed her father into a 
partnership with graffi  ti artist Marquis Lewis, better 
known by his tag, RETNA. Flohr hosted an art exhibit 
for Lewis in SoHo last February, and weeks later Nina 
fl ew out to Lewis’s Los Angeles studio to talk him into 
plastering his tags all over the tail fi n of a brand-new 
Global Express. They eventually agreed on having the fi n 
painted by aviation specialists in Munich using Lewis’s 
designs. It was an unorthodox stunt, for sure, but one 
that paid off  after the plane’s unveiling in May, when it 
garnered VistaJet headlines across the trade press.

On a recent morning, the high-fl ying work of art was 
sitting on a tarmac in Rwanda. For Flohr, located a world 
away in his Milan apartment, the plane was but one of 
dozens he tracks daily from his MacBook, receiving 
real-time updates on their whereabouts, staff  and pas-
sengers. Each piece of data gets crunched and analyzed 
by the former asset manager—all part of Flohr’s end-
less quest to wring cost savings from a business built on 
self-indulgence. “We really are detail-obsessed,” he says. 
“But the joy is seeing the big picture.”  

What followed in 2009, Flohr says, was a year of 
“sleepless nights.” Flohr slashed his hourly rates by up 
to 20 percent and pushed his sales force for bookings. 
He also had some luck. By the end of the year, the jet 
prices had begun to stabilize, allowing VistaJet to break 
even or, as Flohr put it, book a “black zero.”

The next year he shifted strategy. Instead of buying 
lower-cost Learjets, which can’t 
make long-haul fl ights without 
refueling, Flohr focused on buy-
ing bigger Global Express planes, 
Bombardier’s $45 million fl ag-
ship jet. The larger planes were 
much more expensive, but they 
also retained more of their value, 
Flohr says, making them easier 
to resell than Learjets. The big-
ger jets would also allow Flohr to 
focus on fl ying Russian oligarchs, 
Chinese entrepreneurs and 
Middle Eastern oilmen across 
continents rather than target-
ing travelers seeking only short 

“hops” within Europe and the U.S. The change helped 
Flohr consolidate his presence in the emerging markets 
now driving his growth. “If you would have asked me 
three years ago to quote you a price from Ulan Bator to 
Shanghai, I would have said forget it. Today it’s a daily 
route!” Flohr says.

The cost of a f light 
between London 

and Moscow is 
roughly equivalent 

to “burning 
through four 

Hermès handbags,” 
says Flohr.

FLIGHT PLAN 
Clockwise from 
top: The interior 
of a Bombardier 
Challenger VistaJet, 
with cashmere 
throws; Flohr with 
fl ight attendants 
in uniforms designed 
by Giancarlo 
Petriglia; a digital 
rendering of the 
graffi  tied plane; 
father and daughter 
at work.
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TREASURE

BURIED

    Archaeologists are
  racing to save Afghanistan’s

            cultural heritage before
the Chinese start digging

on one of
the world’s most 
valuable new 
copper mines 
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B Y  M A R I S A  M A Z R I A  K A T Z   P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  L E O N  C H E W

DESERT STORM 
A dig in Mes Aynak 

reveals the remains of 
an ancient Buddhist 

monastery (opposite). A 
guard and a relic at the 

National Museum of 
Afghanistan (this page).

 F OR 1,500 YEARS, THE SANDSTONE CLIFFS OF AFGHANISTAN’S BAMIYAN VALLEY 
encased two towering Buddhas peering sleepily from their caves onto 
patches of magnolia trees. Nearly 11 years ago, however, the statues were 
destroyed by tanks, explosives and antiaircraft weapons on the orders of 

the Taliban government, which condemned the Buddhas as “idols.” So if you fl ew 
into the smog-fi lled skies of Kabul today, interested in looking for one of the coun-
try’s most important Buddhist sites, you’d have to head 25 miles southeast, where 
you’d fi nd yourself at Mes Aynak, on the edge of the tiny but strategically located 
Logar province.

Mes Aynak is a sprawling, mountainous, 9,800-acre site studded with artifacts 
that archaeologists believe are as signifi cant as the Bamiyan Buddhas, as well as the 
remains of civilizations that stretch back to the time of Alexander the Great. It is 
also, coincidentally, a copper mine—in fact, it’s the site of the second-largest copper 

deposit in the world. Mes Aynak is one of dozens of known sites across Afghanistan 
brimming with rich deposits of other minerals—iron ore, lithium and cobalt.  

Not surprisingly, the Afghanistan government is determined to cash in, especially 
since the United States plans to pull out most of its combat troops by the end of 2014 
and reduce accompanying aid in the coming years. Afghanistan has struck an esti-
mated $3 billion deal with the China Metallurgical Group Corporation, a Chinese 
government–owned company, to mine the copper deposit within the next 30 years. 
While this certainly could be a jackpot for the poverty-stricken country, it could also 
come at the price of Afghanistan’s cultural heritage.

The Chinese beat out bidders from Australia and India to win the project, but with 
a stipulation that mining would not begin until 2014, so archaeologists could dig. The 
Chinese provided infrastructure and equipment for the excavation, for which the 
World Bank and the American Embassy, among others, kicked in around $10 million of 
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time. “Considering the damage done by the destruction of the Bamiyan Buddhas, 
Mes Aynak could be a chance for redemption,” explains Marquis. “It’s an opportu-
nity for the Afghans to take control of their cultural heritage.”

Back in Kabul, Omar Sultan, an archaeologist who is now deputy minister of cul-
ture and heritage in the Ministry of Information and Culture, is banking on Marquis’s 
success. “Just like the minerals, only 10 percent of Afghans’ cultural heritage is out of 

the earth,” says Sultan, sitting in his cavernous offi  ce, 
in a building tucked behind a towering concrete wall 
wrapped in barbed wire in the center of the capital. 
“And with the help of these minerals, we are going to 
save our cultural heritage.”  

Until 1978 a major source of Afghanistan’s income 
was tourism, explains Sultan. Back then visitors 
included mountain climbers lured by treks across 
Noshaq, the country’s highest peak, and sightseers 
seeking out the ancient shrines and archaeological sites 
of the Balkh province. Security and a potentially viable 
cultural infrastructure have Sultan thinking there’s a 
chance tourists may one day come back. “If, God will-
ing, this country is going to stand up on its own two 
feet, it is going to be because of tourism,” he says.

Critics at home and abroad continue to fi re accu-
sations of corruption and incompetence at the Karzai 
government. The former minister of mines, Mohammad 
Ibrahim Adel, for instance, was accused of receiving 
roughly $30 million in bribes from the Chinese to win 
the Mes Aynak bid. (Adel stepped down but has denied 
the allegations.) But the preservation of cultural herit-
age isn’t just rhetoric. The progress here in the Logar 
province is evidence of its importance to those who are 
trying to rebuild Afghanistan.

“The best thing about the Mes Aynak mining oper-
ation is the link between commercial activity and 

the estimated $28 million budget. The Chinese have installed an impressive concrete-
and-barbed-wire fence along the perimeter, and the Afghan police have provided a 
brigade of 1,600 guards to protect the copper. For years the site has been plagued 
by vandals who have chopped body parts off  of countless statues to sell on the black 
market. “The black side of this country is drugs and war, but another Afghanistan, 
where suff ering isn’t the story, could exist,” says Philippe Marquis, the director of the 
Délégation Archéologique Française en Afghanistan (DAFA), who has been leading 
the excavation to extract as many treasures as possible before the drilling begins. 

On the day that I visit, Marquis and his team—which at any given time can 
include up to 30 trained archaeologists, 50 university students and 150 workers—
face a new obstacle: The excavation has been temporarily halted because of some 
administrative snafu in the Afghan government. Although Marquis is careful not to 
show his angst, every day that passes means less time to excavate. 

We walk up a fl ight of stairs chiseled into the cheek of a dusty hillside where 
white tarps enshroud a city of relics, including grand terra-cotta structures used 
for worshipping, a corridor leading to a small chapel with a seated Buddha, and 
fragments of faded red frescoes (although most have been removed by the archae-
ologists, others have been ravaged by looters). Beyond that, more corridors and 
Buddhas, some with legs crossed, wrapped in what looks like billowy linens. Narrow 
lookouts carved into cappuccino-colored, baked-brick walls skirt the edges of the 
monastery. “Preferably, a dig of this nature would remain in situ,” Marquis says. 
“But because of the proximity to the future mine, everything that can be removed 
must go. Eventually this entire area will become a huge copper pit.” 

It’s a daunting task—the treasures are spread out over nearly 100 acres, and the 
clock is ticking—but Marquis is optimistic his team can complete the excavation in 

UNEARTHING HISTORY Clockwise 
from left: Philippe Marquis, far left, 

and Nicolas Engel, director and 
deputy director of the Délégation 

Archéologique Française en 
Afghanistan, oversee excavations; an 
intact ruin that was once a museum; 

a detail of a stupa in Mes Aynak.
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SAVING GRACE The president of the 
National Museum of Afghanistan, Omara 

Khan Massoudi (top); archaeologist and 
ethnographer Besmillah Popal spends his 
days preserving historical artifacts (above).

The offi  ce of the museum’s president, Omara Khan Massoudi, overlooks armed 
guards standing below budding cherry blossom trees. “Art is our responsibility,” says 
Massoudi. “It is the one thing that gives the message to people outside who only hear 
about killings and bombings that we are not just fi ghters and terrorists.” As he speaks, 
he snakes tasbih, Islamic prayer beads, around his fi ngers. “And all of these monu-
ments, including Mes Aynak, are the bridges. Every antiquity has a voice of its own 
that can help send these messages.”

Massoudi’s sentiment is felt most sharply on the campus of Kabul University, 
where pine and fi r trees shade boxy, Bauhaus-inspired structures. Students in 

traditional dress mix with those in acid-washed jeans and col-
lared shirts. All of the young women have their heads covered, 
but some of them bare strands of bangs. In one mustard-yellow 
and rust-colored building, a group of archaeology students 
have gathered to discuss past trips to Mes Aynak and their 
hopes of one day returning. The possibility that more archae-
ological sites will appear in the near future has resulted in 
exponentially growing class sizes in the past couple of years. 
But as Ahmad Zia Haidari, a junior, explains, the decision to 
study in the department was not just about the sector’s poten-
tial economic benefi ts. “I had many chances to choose other 
professions, but it was the deep emotional connection I got 

when visiting archaeological sites that made me know it was right,” he says. At 21, 
Haidari has only ever known Afghanistan in a state of war. “I looked down, saw the 
relics and knew,” he says, pausing to glance at the other students. “The only way 
we are going to show the world how strong and powerful we were and could be is 
through our culture.”   

protecting cultural resources,” says Michael Stanley, a mining specialist for the 
World Bank. Stanley believes that Mes Aynak could establish a model in which each 
new mine containing antiquities would be accompanied by archaeological surveys 
and cultural investments in the surrounding areas. 

Indeed, the Ministry of Information and Culture is spearheading the creation of a 
new museum in the heart of Logar to house artifacts from Mes Aynak—a much needed 
project, since the National Museum of Afghanistan in Kabul cannot handle the scale 
of the excavation. At one time the museum, located on the outskirts of town, facing a 
charred former king’s palace, contained some of the most important fi nds in Central 
Asia, including ivory from India, bronze from the Roman Empire, 
and lacquer from China—all recovered from the time when the 
region was a vital transport stop along the Silk Road. During the 
country’s civil war in the 1990s, however, the museum lost more 
than 70 percent of its collection to looting and bombings. The 
gray stucco building was abandoned for years until the fi ght-
ing subsided. Fresh coats of paint have erased the blemished 
and puff y traces of years of water damage. Stunning relics, like 
the clay head of a goddess from the fi fth century A.D., sit under 
loosely hung track lights in rooms without guards. One main gal-
lery displays a new exhibition—some early fi ndings from Mes 
Aynak. Here, modest glass cases enclose one of the world’s old-
est seated wooden Buddhas and four torsos from as early as the third century, each 
missing their heads due to looters. Although the U.S. has pledged $5 million to resus-
citate the museum, and an extra $1 million for partnering with an American institu-
tion to train employees, the conditions here are still precarious, with no heating and 
cooling system in place and only eight conservators on staff . 

“Art is the one 
thing that gives the 
message to people 

outside that we 
are not just fi ghters 

and terrorists.” 
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SITE IN PROGRESS 
The Chinese 
camp where up to 
200 people will 
stay while digging.
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THE LOOK OF SPRING
Trying to keep up with the cycles of fashion can be an exercise in futility. Herewith, 

a peek at the top five collections with the accessories of the moment. 
When the going is this good, sometimes a new shoe or handbag is all you need

PROENZA SCHOULER
If a downtown art-house darling were to dress up as a 1940s screen siren, she’d pluck her wardrobe 

from Jack McCollough and Lazaro Hernandez’s spring collection: retro Hawaiian fl orals with 
skin-baring cutouts, A-line eelskin skirts in geek-out stripes. Of course, this vixen would carry only the 

essentials to get around town, and for that there’s a burnt sienna camera bag to swing from the wrist. 
Camera case $1,850 proenzaschouler.com; shirt $925, skirt $2,650 barneys.com

P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  Z O Ë  G H E R T N E R   S T Y L I N G  B Y  P O L I N A  A R O N O V A
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PRADA 
Prada’s pastel swing coats, bandeau tops and 

pleated skirts feel youthful and reminiscent 
of a decadent summer spent among the spiky 

palms and expansive vistas of 1950s Southern 
California. For a touch of playful, drive-in-

theater cheekiness, there are clutches and heels 
tricked out with silhouettes of classic cars.

Bag $2,280, heels $950, skirt $3,380 
select Prada boutiques, prada.com
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LOUIS VUITTON 
Sweet is sexiest when there’s a hint of 

deception. At Louis Vuitton, icy-blue bags and 
acid-yellow mules complement nipped-waist 

dresses drowning in oversize plastic 
daisies and peekaboo broderie anglaise. Going 

this fl uff y is actually an act of boldness.
Bag $33,000, mules $1,520, dress $60,930 louisvuitton.com
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CÉLINE 
For a woman who prefers straight-lined 

minimalism to convey a sense of 
understated power, Phoebe Philo off ers the 

allure of androgynous fashion—and 
this brick-red envelope clutch. This is what 

cool looks like right now.
Clutch $1,700, trousers $2,100, top $1,900 barneys.com; 

pumps $950 saks.com; cuff  $405 Kirna Zabete 212-941-9656
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JIL SANDER
This season Raf Simons explores a slightly eerie, repressed side 

of femininity. Neon paisleys, lavender gingham skirt suits, 
white nurse shoes and structured patent frame bags are pieces 

that feel at once innocent and complicated.
Bag $900 jilsander.com; dress $1,350 Jeffrey New York 212-206-1272 G
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THE REAL 
DEAL Americana 
collector Hitoshi 

Tsujimoto, founder 
of high-end 

workwear brand 
the Real McCoy’s, 

in his Kobe 
headquarters 

among a few of his 
approximately 100 
Warhols. Opposite: 

Toru Matsui, a 
salesperson at 

NYLON, one of 
Tsujimoto’s Kobe 

stores, wears a 
varsity jacket 

from the label.
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 IMAGINE GOING INTO AN ESPRESSO BAR, AS I DID
in Tokyo, ordering a single shot, and being told that 
it’s not on off er. The counter at No. 8 Bear Pond may 
feature the shiniest, spiffi  est, newest La Marzocco, 

as well as a Rube Goldberg–esque water-fi ltration sys-
tem, but the menu, which lists lattes and Americanos, 
makes no mention of espresso or cappuccino. “My boss 
won’t let me make espressos,” says the barista. “I need 
a year more, maybe two, before he’s ready to let cus-
tomers drink my shots undiluted by milk. And I’ll need 
another whole year of practice after that if I want to be 
able to froth milk for cappuccinos.” 

Only after 18 years as a barista in New York did his 
boss, the cafe’s owner, feel qualifi ed to return home to 
show off  his coff ee-making skills. Now, at Bear Pond’s 
main branch, he stops making espressos at an early 
hour each day, claiming that the spike on the power grid 
after that time precludes drawing the voltage required 
for optimal pressure. 

Such obsessive—some might say insane—pursuit of 
perfection, in coff ee and cuisine, clothes and comforts, 

isn’t unusual in Japan: In a tiny tapas place in Kyoto, 
while drinking perfectly poured cañas—small draft 
beers—and eating deep-fried croquetas de jamón, 
I reach for a napkin, which turns out to be just a thin 
sheet of waxy paper that doesn’t so much absorb oil 
as push it toward another, cleaner, part of my hand. “I 
think these are Spanish napkins,” Gonzalo, my Bilbao-
born companion, says in disbelief. It’s almost too ridic-
ulous to think that anyone would import such a shoddy 
implement from halfway around the world. But the 
owner of this restaurant tracked down these servietas, 
priced them out, shipped them in, and stacked them up 
in custom metal dispensers, all because, in one frus-
trating wipe, they re-create the experience of consum-
ing tapas in a packed barroom in Spain. Whether or not 
the diners appreciate this is beside the point. 

It used be that the Japanese off ered idiosyncratic 
takes on foreign things. White bread was transformed 
into shokupan, a Platonic ideal of fl uffi  ness, aerated and 
feather-light in a way that made Wonder Bread seem 
dense. Pasta was almost always spaghetti, perfectly 

MADE 
BETTER

IN
JAPAN

For decades, Japan 
simply imported 

the wares of foreign 
cultures, but 

recession has led 
to invention. 

The country has 
begun creating 

the fi nest 
American denim, 

French cuisine and 
Italian espresso in 

the world. Now 
is the time to visit.
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cooked al dente, but typically doused 
with cream sauce and often served 
with spicy codfi sh roe. Foreign imports 
here took on a life of their own, becom-
ing something completely diff erent and 
utterly Japanese. 

During the robust economy of the 
’80s, Japan’s exports ruled, and the 
country would import the best that 
money could buy from the rest of the 
globe, including Italian chefs and 
French sommeliers. Which made Japan 
an haute bourgeoisie heaven where 
luxury manufacturers from the West 
expected skyrocketing sales forever. 
But now 20-plus years of recession 
have killed that dream. Louis Vuitton 
sales are plummeting, and magnums 
of Dom Pérignon are no longer being 
uncorked at a furious pace. That doesn’t 
mean the Japanese have turned away 
from the world. They’ve just started 
approaching it on their own terms, ven-
turing abroad and returning home with 
increasingly more international tastes 
and much higher standards, realizing 
that the apex of bread making may not 
be Wonder Bread–style loaves, but pain 
à l’ancienne. Japanese chefs are now 

cooking almost every cuisine imaginable, combining 
fi delity to the original with locally sourced products 
that complement or replace imports. When they pre-
pare foreign foods, they’re no longer asking them-
selves how they can make a dish more Japanese—or 
even more Italian, French or American. Instead they’ve 
moved on to a more profound and diffi  cult challenge: 
how to make the whole dining experience better.

As a result of this quest, Japan has become the 
most culturally cosmopolitan country on Earth, a place 
where you can lunch at a bistro that serves 22 types of 
delicious and thoroughly Gallic terrines, shop for Ivy 
League–style menswear at a store that puts to shame 
the old-school shops of Cambridge, Massachusetts, and 
spend the evening sipping rare single malts in a serene 
space that boasts a collection of 12,000 jazz, blues and 
soul albums. The best of everything can be found here, 
and is now often made here: American-style fashion, 
haute French cuisine, classic cocktails, modern luxury 
hotels. It might seem perverse for a traveler to Tokyo to 
skip sukiyaki in favor of Neapolitan pizza, but just wait 
until he tastes that crust. 

 F OR MANY YEARS, BEFORE JAPAN OPENED 
itself to the world, the port of Kobe was one 
of the only places in the country where locals 
could view the styles, hear the music and taste 

the food of foreign cultures. It’s here, in a cavernous 
industrial building, where Hitoshi Tsujimoto rules his 
men’s fashion empire, the Real McCoy’s, specializing in 
better-than-perfect versions of classic American cloth-
ing, everything from James Dean–style red windbreak-
ers to denim cut like it’s 1955. (He also owns seven Real 
McCoy’s stores and three NYLON stores in Japan.) 

Tsujimoto’s obsession with American clothing 
began on a 40-day road trip across the U.S. in 1978, 
when he was 18. He brought home jeans, athletic jer-
seys and sweatshirts, and sold them at a swap meet in 
Osaka. The Japanese vintage industry was just begin-
ning to boom; he soon opened a small used-clothing 
shop in Amerikamura, an area of Osaka that became 
a magnet for U.S. fashion and youth culture. None of 
this would be particularly surprising—blue jeans, col-
lege sweatshirts and other American fashions were 
then popular the world over—if not for the fact that 

SEEKING 
PERFECTION

Katsuyuki Tanaka, 
owner of No. 8 

Bear Pond, requires 
his baristas to 

train for at least 
a year before 

they can serve 
espressos (above); 

retro Americana 
on display at the 

Real McCoy’s Tokyo 
shop (right).
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Tsujimoto and others like him would go on to design 
and construct versions of iconic American wardrobe 
staples that are far better than anything now, and 
probably ever, made in the U.S. These designers didn’t 
open their businesses to beat Americans; Tsujimoto 
started the label because he wanted to sell the best 
vintage clothing in the world, but the good old stuff  
was running out. His solution was to make his own 
fl ight jackets, chambray work shirts, loop-wheeled 
cotton sweatshirts and selvage blue jeans. 

“The biggest innovation in clothing history was the 
invention of jeans,” Tsujimoto says, standing in a stock-
room fi lled with his denim. “It’s the garment that con-
quered the world.” But with jeans, as with everything 
Tsujimoto makes, it’s not about merely imitating classic 
styles. “It’s not so diffi  cult to make something that’s 100 
percent the same as the original,” he says. He holds up a 
heavy, metal zipper, American-made new old stock. “I’ve 
got 500,000 of these. Enough for the next 40 years.

“But the key isn’t just getting the details right—it’s 
knowing when to change things,” Tsujimoto continues. 
“My style has to be an improvement: With 1 percent 
more here, 2 percent less there, we create something 
that looks better. You have to change the fi t because all 
these classic garments were designed with extra room 
to carry tools or weapons.”

He takes a deerskin-lined fl ight jacket off  the rack 
and points out the colorful American military design 
stitched onto the back. He passes me what appears to 
be a standard-issue ’50s-style gray cotton sweatshirt 
until I actually touch the thing. The heft of the loop-
wheeled cotton makes it the thickest, heaviest sweat-
shirt I’ve ever felt. These kinds of items might suggest 
that Tsujimoto aims for a young, casually dressed clien-
tele, but his price point tells a diff erent story: The jacket 
retails for about three grand, the sweatshirt $250. “My 
customers are guys age 30 to 50 who grew up obsessed 
with this kind of clothing,” he says. “They bought 
American stuff  at thrift stores when they were younger. 
Now they’ve moved on to my stuff .” That Tsujimoto dis-
sects the details of great American clothing of the ’50s 
and then brings that style to life again in new and bet-
ter ways indicates the extent to which the pure, unadul-
terated power of obsession drives brands like the Real 
McCoy’s. But it also signals something else: Tsujimoto 
is the poster child for a highly specifi c Japanese male 
subculture, and it’s the connection to this subculture 
that drives his customers to spring for $350 jeans in the 
midst of a two-decade recession. 

Tsujimoto’s clothes have been featured in Japanese 
men’s magazines like “Lightning” and “Free & Easy,” 
which are categorically diff erent from anything in the 
U.S. or Europe. The November 2011 issue of “Lightning” 
weighs in at a whopping 482 pages, while November’s 
“Free & Easy,” at a more modest 290 pages, devotes 
42 of them to the World Navy Blazer Championship. 
There’s a reason J.Crew men’s stores in New York City 
now sell these magazines even though they’re without 
English translations: These fashion bibles reveal just 
how much more educated and sophisticated Japanese 
consumers are than others in the world. These publi-
cations don’t just help readers understand the subcul-
ture they want to be a part of, but they also explain 
in fetishistic detail why garments like Tsujimoto’s are 
the ultimate expression of that identity.
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The Real McCoy’s 
constructs versions 
of iconic American 
wardrobe staples 
that surpass anything 
made in the USA.

SIGNS OF THE 
TIME Keisuke 

Tomiya, a 
salesperson at 

NYLON, wears a 
jacket inspired 

by Robert De 
Niro’s in “Taxi 

Driver” (right); 
the view outside 

Tsujimoto’s Tokyo 
store (below).
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 T HOUGH MANY JAPANESE FOODIES AND CRITICS 
deride the Michelin Guide for a perceived igno-
rance of traditional Japanese food culture, the 
publication of the fi rst Red Guide to Tokyo just 

four years ago signaled a tectonic shift in the interna-
tional culinary scene. In the latest guide, 247 of Tokyo’s 
restaurants have stars—almost four times the number 
in Paris, and more than the total number in London, New 
York City and Paris, pointing to the spectacular appeal 
of this city to foreign palates. (And it’s not just Tokyo: 
The Kansai region also has more starred restaurants 
than those foreign cities combined.) It’s no surprise to 
see the top ranks of Japan’s Red Guide populated by tiny 
sushi bars and extravagant kaiseki restaurants, but each 
year there are also more and more non-Japanese res-
taurants earning stars for their creative cooking. One of 
Tokyo’s three-star establishments—an honor awarded 
to only 15 restaurants in the main cities of Europe but 
to 16 in Tokyo alone—is Quintessence, which serves 
contemporary French food created by a young Japanese 
chef named Shuzo Kishida. 

The place, located in the tony, mostly residential 
district of Shirokanedai, is small, inconspicuous and 
unpretentious—everything that three-star restaurants 
in France generally aren’t. The heavy black menus off er 
no dishes, only a short manifesto from the chef explain-
ing that he will choose what we eat. After taking away 
the menu, the maître d’ returns bearing two small white 
bowls containing goat-cheese bavarois, made from Kyoto 
goat’s milk. The soft pillows of stark white cheese, topped 
by off -white macadamia slivers, are ringed by bright yel-
low olive oil. The cheese has the texture of the softest tofu 
and just a hint of tanginess from the goat’s milk. Cut by 
a dash of pure olive fl avor, complemented by the crunch 
of the nuts, with just a few fl akes of sea salt on top, the 
cheese is transformed from something rich-tasting and 
farm-fresh into a rounded, subtle and complete dish.

When the maître d’ pours a glass of sweet, crisp 
French white wine to go with the next off ering, I ask him 
why he wears so many hats in a restaurant that could 
aff ord to take on more staff . “If I just manage this place 
but don’t serve dishes, then what’s the point?” he says. 
“I want to see exactly how each customer responds to 
what we put before them.” He comes back with the dish 
that matches the sweet white: Quintessence’s take on a 
traditional boudin noir tart. In the center of a gray slab 
of slate sits a small rectangle of thin pastry, topped by a 
layer of fruit compote and a coating of deep-black blood 
sausage, with a dollop of foie gras. I cut off  a corner and 
spread on a tiny dot of yuzu sauce, a paste made of a 
Japanese citrus fruit mixed with pepper and salt, which 
brings the disparate elements of the dish together in an 
original, fresh, spicy way. 

Later Kishida joins me for a coff ee. Thirty-seven and 
slightly built, he carries himself in a way that manages 
to be both authoritative and humble. After we discuss 
the details of the dishes, I ask him about what the maî-
tre d’ told me. “I bought this restaurant myself just a 
few months ago from the group that owned it since it 
opened,” he says. “I did that for one reason: to cook how 
I want in a way that connects me to each customer. I 
refused to make this place any bigger. I need to person-
ally taste every single dish that leaves my kitchen.”

The concept of tiny restaurants that rely on personal 
interaction is fi rmly rooted in Japanese tradition. So, 

247 Tokyo restaurants 
have Michelin stars—

more than that of 
London, New York 

and Paris combined. 

THE RIGHT STUFF Tsujimoto’s vast 
collection of artifacts includes a poster 
for “The Towering Inferno,” globes, 
vintage signs and hundreds of T-shirts.
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what’s special about what’s happening at a place like 
Quintessence? Like many chefs in Japan, Kishida traveled 
to France to apprentice and spent years there perfect-
ing his craft. According to almost every non-Japanese 
chef I’ve spoken to, Japanese chefs, even those cook-
ing non-Japanese cuisines, are the most highly trained 
and technically adept in the world. Patrice Martineau, 
a French chef now in charge of Peter restaurant in the 
Peninsula Tokyo, put it this way: “I’m living the dream of 
every French chef I know. I have an entire kitchen staff  of 
Japanese working under me. There’s no one in the world 
who works harder, faster, better.” 

When Japanese chefs fi nally return home to cook, the 
restaurant business gives them a kind of auteur status 
that’s virtually unheard of in the rest of the world. Cesar 
Ramirez’s Chef’s Table at Brooklyn Fare, which was 
recently awarded three Michelin stars, famously seats 
only 18. But there are hundreds of such tiny non-Japa-
nese restaurants in Tokyo alone, and many thousands 
more Japanese places. By keeping their spaces small, 
their staff  skeletal and their selection limited, they have 
the chance to develop their cuisine without the fi nancial 
pressure of a larger business. Even when these ventures 
succeed, as Quintessence most defi nitely has, their 
aim still isn’t to serve hundreds of guests a night. All 
of which indicates something diff erent—and better—
about dining in Japan: Whereas Gordon Ramsay and 
other superstar chef brands seek to expand and conquer 
the city, the country, the world, the goal here is to con-
nect a chef with the people he’s feeding.

 I T’S BRUNCH TIME 
on Saturday at the 
Peninsula Tokyo, and 
a line of dark-suited 

men and kimono-clad 
women suddenly assem-
ble inside the hotel’s 
entrance. Moments later 
an ancient Rolls-Royce 
pulls up front and a bride 
dressed in a extravagantly 
decorated Shinto wed-
ding dress climbs out and 
steps slowly through the 
lobby, carefully balanced 
on her wooden zori. At the 
end of the receiving line 
stands Malcolm Thomp-
son, the hotel’s general 
manager, who bows and 
then claps with the wed-
ding guests. Flanking the British-born Thompson are a 
couple of elegantly attired Japanese men who look like 
boardroom presidents but spend their days in the lobby 
greeting guests. “We realized early on,” Thompson says, 
“that some Japanese guests felt intimidated if everyone 
working at the hotel was much younger than them, so we 
hired older gentlemen to make them feel at home.”

While Japanese-run restaurants, labels, stores and 
bars have come to dominate the scene, in Japan’s high-

CUISINE ART 
The entrance to the 
Tokyo restaurant 
Quintessence 
(above), which 
earned three 
Michelin stars and 
where chef Shuzo 
Kishida (left) insists 
on testing every 
dish before it 
leaves his kitchen.
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end hotel business, foreign brands rule. Yet what’s 
interesting is that they haven’t thrived by simply 
imposing their outside vision of luxury accommoda-
tions on Japan. The Peninsula Tokyo (whose parent 
company is based in Hong Kong) has been successful, 
Thompson explains, by incorporating deep Japanese 
hospitality into its model. “In other parts of the world, 
I would have to train staff  on how to behave toward 
guests,” Thompson says. “Here, that’s the kind of 
knowledge every Japanese employee already possesses 
on an almost instinctive level.”

In many cities around the world, hotels cater to so 
many foreigners that it matters most to deliver high-
level, albeit generic international hospitality. But the 
Peninsula, with a client base that is now about 60 per-
cent Japanese, was forced to adopt native customs. The 
formality of Japanese culture takes a subtle yet distinc-
tive form at the hotel. Upon seeing a guest returning 
from a run, a doorman outside radios in so that just as 
he crosses the threshold, the runner is greeted with a 
bottle of water and a hand towel. “That’s omotenashi,” 
Thompson explains, “a kind of hospitality that involves 

anticipating what your guest needs.” 
Which is the simplest explanation of 
what a great hotel is supposed to do. 

 THERE’S NO WAY FOR ANYONE 
to ever get to know all the 
great bars of Tokyo,” says my 
friend Nick, a spirits expert 

who’s been living in the city for 10 
years. Looking around the city’s drink-
ing mecca, Ginza, it’s easy to see why: 
The blocks are fi lled with multistory 
buildings housing three or four bars 
per fl oor. “There are hundreds of build-
ings like this just in Ginza,” Nick says. 
There are bourbon bars that stock 
more stuff  than anywhere in the Bour-
bon Belt, bars that serve only drinks 
made with the freshest fruit, others 
that have perfected one thing, such as 
Rockfi sh, where the whiskey highball 
craze that recently swept Japan found 
its most perfect expression. 

Then there’s Star Bar. There are 
fl ashier bars, showier bartenders and 
places with edgier off erings, but owner 
Hisashi Kishi is a bartender so master-
ful and revered that fellow bartend-
ers are often too intimidated to enter 
his place. It’s small, of course, and the 
lighting and music are just right. But 
what it all comes down to here is how 
Kishi works to transform ingredients 
available to every good barkeep into 
cocktails that are colder, brighter in 
fl avor and sharper in the balance of 
sweet, alcoholic and bitter tastes. 
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The devotion to 
cocktail craft is 
especially interesting 
considering many 
Asians lack the enzyme 
to process alcohol.

GRAND HOTEL 
Clockwise from top 

right: The Peninsula 
Tokyo’s chief 

doorman Yoichiro 
Nagumo prepares 

to greet a guest 
back from a run; the 

hotel lobby; Misaki 
Matsunaga, a page 

at the Peninsula 
Tokyo, offers service 

with a smile. 
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Assembling a Manhattan, he carefully maneuvers 
each ice cube into the tumbler and then pours everything 
by eye, decisively, smoothly, without spilling a drop. He 
stirs as if mesmerized by the motion, tastes his creation, 
nods an OK to himself and pours the brown liquid until it 
reaches the rim of a glass. It’s only slightly sweet, with a 
hint of bitters, chilled as cold as can be. But what’s really 
so diff erent about this Manhattan? After a certain point 
of technical perfection, don’t cocktails just come down 
to set and setting, like the LSD gurus used to say?

Despite winning a worldwide cocktail competition, 
Kishi decided to remain a junior bartender rather than 
open his own shop right away. “There was more to learn,” 
he says. This devotion to craft becomes especially inter-
esting when Kishi reveals that many of Japan’s top bar-
tenders can’t drink much themselves. (About 40 percent 
of East Asians lack the enzyme to process alcohol.) 

It’s this embracing of bartending as a vocation that 
makes Japan’s bars better than those anywhere else in 
the world. There’s also the hyperspecialization encour-
aged by the fact that bars can be so small—and that 
almost every narrow pursuit can fi nd enough custom-
ers to at least break even. But maybe the central reason 
this city is so amazing for drinkers is that the quest to 
fi nd the best is, by defi nition, a Sisyphean task. “And 
the thousands of bars I have to hit along the way to that 
impossible goal aren’t too bad either,” Nick says.

 THE MOST OBVIOUS PROOF THAT JAPAN IS 
fast becoming the best place in the world to eat, 
drink, shop and sleep is that America is starting 
to import non-Japanese wares from Japan. Six 

years ago New Yorker Gordon Heff ner, who had worked 
in the Garment District for a decade, and his Japanese 
business partner made a bet that Japanese denim was so 
good, despite its expense, that Americans would come to 
covet it. The two opened SoHo shop Blue in Green, which 
stocks only Japan-made jeans, as well as the Real McCoy’s 
clothes. Now they’re not just successful, but they also 
have competition in what seems to be a niche market. 
And Japan’s best designers are even migrating to our 
shores: One of the most acclaimed boutique brands, Engi-
neered Garments, is helmed by Japan native Daiki Suzuki 
but manufactured in New York City. Suzuki, also head 
designer for Woolrich Woolen Mills, brings a distinctly 
Japanese sensibility to traditional American attire. 

High-end consumer culture in Japan survived 20 
years of economic decline and has actually become 
much better, in critical terms, though also less profi t-
able than it was when Japan, Inc., ruled the world. The 
Japanese, animated by the principles of perfection, 
specialization, craft and obsession that they have long 
brought to their own culture, have applied the same 
standards to Basque cuisine, Rhum Agricole cocktails, 
American-style outerwear, and almost everything else 
wondrous and obscure from the rest of the world. 

And while the Japanese have done an admirable job 
of exporting their native cuisine and culture, perhaps 
the next challenge for their fl agging economy is to learn 
to export everything they do best. While some of these 
ventures do well fi nancially, others just seem to hang on. 
Japan’s superior cocktails, cuisine, clothes and hospital-
ity deserve to catch on globally, but who knows if they 
will even continue to last in Japan. Which is precisely 
why this is the moment to visit.   

COCKTAIL HOUR
Trainees Yoshinori 

Tanaka and Tatsuya 
Yoshida at Tokyo’s 

Star Bar (above), 
where owner-

bartender Hisashi 
Kishi, winner of 
many domestic 

and international 
competitions, works 

his magic (right).
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SETS AND THE 
CITY Creative Time 
president Anne 
Pasternak becomes 
the star of her 
own show, with her 
face projected 
on a billboard in 
Times Square.
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THIS WOMAN 
IS CHANGING

THE WAY WE 
SEE ART

Anne Pasternak has installed floral 
carpeting in Grand Central, set off  fi reworks 

in Central Park and soothed a 
mourning city by bringing light to the 

September 11 memorial. Meet the infectious 
visionary forging the path of public art

whose every move is monitored by other public 
institutions around the country, but Pasternak and 
Creative Time have thrived even as federal funding 
for the arts continues to be slashed year after year. 
Her most powerful asset has been her opinionated, 
and often contrarian, voice. 

Seeing a few of Nick Cave’s sculptures as she tours 
the fair, Pasternak says, “I think his earlier work was 
more raw.” On a Gerhard Richter painting: “When you 
see a Richter, you think, ‘That guy can f—ing paint.’” 
Of pieces by the California-born Fred Tomaselli: “Look 
at the colors and the scale. I’m a huge fan.” Of a big 
tree by Ai Weiwei: “It’d be a great outdoor piece, but 
you have to fi nd out if the artist is OK with it getting 
weathered and attacked by bird poop.” Of the sculp-
ture of a skull with burning incense by the Brazilian 
artist Tiago Carneiro da Cunha: “Sometimes you can’t 
tell if it’s really good or it’s really bad.” Of art in gen-
eral: “You always pay attention to the artists other 
artists love.”

Pasternak, 47, joined Creative Time in 1994, when, 
she says, it was “like a 25-year-old start-up.” The 
organization was founded in the early ’70s when 
Manhattan was on the verge of bankruptcy. The three 
women who started the program, Susan Henshaw 
Jones, Anita Contini and Karin Bacon, believed that 
artists could reanimate life in Lower New York, taking 
over vacant storefronts in the Wall Street area. After 
a few years, they expanded into public spaces and 

 WHILE MOST PEOPLE AMBLE AROUND 
Art Basel Miami Beach paying more atten-
tion to who else is there than to the art 
on the fair’s walls, Anne Pasternak fl ies 

through the crowded halls in an unassuming denim 
dress and silver fl ip-fl ops to match her silver painted 
nails, taking in as much as she possibly can. “I’m not 
a fair person,” says the president and artistic director 
of Creative Time, a public arts organization based in 
New York City. But she’s there partly because the rest 
of the art world is, and partly for the purpose of self-
education. More than once Pasternak notes that Crea-
tive Time, which has built an impressive reputation 
for commissioning and supporting projects that hope 
to engage average Americans with art, was the fi rst to 
give an artist on display—Doug Aitken, Vik Muniz and 
the Iranian video artist Shirin Neshat, among them—a 
shot at a big public show.  

Wary of the ever-expanding ecosystem of collec-
tors, magazine editors, curators, museum directors, 
donors, hipsters, advisers and all of their various 
hangers-on, Pasternak says she’s tried not to join the 
art world establishment. Instead, she’s played by her 
own rules, supporting large-scale projects that others 
would deem too risky, wading through a bureaucratic 
network that’s murkier than mud. “I like a challenge, 
and I’ll almost never do something I’ve done before,” 
she says. Not only has she transformed a boutique 
organization into a multi million-dollar juggernaut 
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Aitken’s 2007 “Sleepwalkers,” for which the artist 
projected eight billboard-size moving images of peo-
ple strolling the streets at night on the facade of the 
Museum of Modern Art, cost twice as much.) Creative 
Time remains a “progressive,” “social-driven” organi-
zation, one that Pasternak says “very intentionally 
tries to navigate the playful 
and the political, the radical 
and the mainstream.” 

Her fearless conviction 
and knack for private fund-
raising—at a recent annual 
gala, an homage to the ’80s 
nightclub AREA, Pasternak 
and several of her board mem-
bers created a choreographed 
black-and-white music video 
for the LMFAO song “Shots”—
have led other cities across 
the country to start modeling 
their own public arts organiza-
tions on Creative Time. “Anne 
has a laser focus in getting 
projects off  the ground,” says Amanda Burden, direc-
tor of the New York City Department of City Planning. 
“But she does it through this charm and sexy wit and 
this incredible exuberance. She’s irresistible.”

In the past decade, Creative Time has commissioned 
Takashi Murakami to make three infl atable sculptures 

the landfi ll that’s now known as the World Financial 
Center. By the time Pasternak arrived, Creative Time’s 
yearly budget was $375,000 and her position was “the 
one full-time employee.” (She studied art history at 
the University of Massachusetts Amherst and Hunter 
College in New York City before attempting to pro-
duce public art projects out of her own downtown 
loft.) Today she oversees 17 employees and an annual 
budget of $3 million.

 A S THE ECONOMY REMAINS IN A SLUMP AND 
national funding for the arts has continued to 
lessen, the type of projects that Creative Time 
supports has become an especially hot-button 

issue. Should the city, for instance, continue to help 
fund a $150,000 installation—as it did in 2010 when 
Pasternak worked with the  California-born Paul Rami-
rez Jonas to give out keys that unlocked secret sites 
around the fi ve boroughs—when the budget for public 
schools is set to shrink by $301 million next year?

Pasternak says yes: “Our mission and values have 
never changed. It’s important to give artists the 
opportunities to experiment, to push and grow. Public 
spaces are for free expression, and artists matter in 
society and they should be weighing in on how we live.” 
(Because Creative Time pays the artist a professional 
fee as well as for the total production of a new work 
and a presenting fee, the average budget for a project 
runs between $100,000 and $150,000. Some, such as 

and two fl oor sculptures and exhibited them in Grand 
Central Terminal. “Clouds,” by Muniz, involved a sky-
writer drawing a series of clouds over the Manhattan 
skyline. Artist Marilyn Minter curated MTV’s outdoor 
billboards in Times Square. For Creative Time’s fi rst 
national project, New York artist Paul Chan staged a 

site-specifi c production of 
“Waiting for Godot” in post-
Katrina New Orleans. Close 
to 6,000 people attended fi ve 
performances. “Anne risked 
parachuting into New Orleans 
when the city needed more 
than art. They needed water 
and electricity,” Chan says. 
“People were still waiting for 
those things, but she wasn’t 
afraid. She saw it as an oppor-
tunity to think about what 
public art can be.”

Perhaps most famously, on 
March 11, 2002, Creative Time 
built the “Tribute in Light” at 

the World Financial Center to honor the victims of 
9/11. Two beams of light shot seemingly miles into 
the sky, mirroring the footprint of the Twin Towers. 
That project, says Pasternak, was the “hardest thing 
[I’ve] ever pulled off . Tensions were really high, and 
ultimately the team wasn’t really harmonious. And 

“You have to remember 
that our work is 

socially progressive. 
Am I going to turn to 
Vuitton and get them 

involved with the 
‘Waterboard Thrill 

Ride’ at Coney Island? 
Probably not.”

SHOWTIME
“Light Cycle,” an 
explosive event in 
Central Park
(left), by Cai Guo-
Qiang, 2003.

STREET SCENE ”For 
the City,” a written 
projection in Cooper 
Square, by Jenny 
Holzer, 2005 (left); 
“Clouds,” a skywriting 
project by Vik 
Muniz, 2001 (right). 

H
IR

O
 IH

AR
A 

(“
LI

G
H

T 
CY

CL
E”

); 
CH

AR
LI

E 
SA

M
U

EL
 (“

FO
R 

TH
E 

CI
TY

,” 
“C

LO
U

D
S”

) C
O

U
RT

ES
Y 

O
F 

CR
EA

-
TI

VE
 T

IM
E.

 J
A

M
ES

 K
EI

VO
M

/N
Y 

D
AI

LY
 N

EW
S 

A
RC

H
IV

E 
VI

A 
G

ET
TY

 IM
AG

ES
 (

“S
LE

EP
W

A
LK

ER
S”

).

CH
A

RL
IE

 S
A

M
U

EL
 (

A
N

CH
O

R
A

G
E)

; R
O

BE
RT

 W
IL

SO
N

 (
M

U
R

A
K

A
M

I) 
CO

U
RT

ES
Y 

O
F 

CR
EA

TI
V

E 
TI

M
E;

 S
U

ZA
N

N
E 

W
EL

LE
R/

G
ET

TY
 IM

AG
ES

 (“
TR

IB
U

TE
 IN

 L
IG

H
T”

).

74  

0212_WSJ_Profile_02.indd   74 12/20/11   3:56:43 AM

and have them get involved with the ‘Waterboard 
Thrill Ride’ at Coney Island [by artist Steve Powers, in 
2008]? I don’t think so.” 

Presumably, she could have taken an easier path in life 
with a cushier job in the commercial sector, but that just 
isn’t her style. When she was younger, Pasternak says 
she used to be “freaked out” about the divide between 
herself, a self-described “nonprofi t girl,” and Centurion 
Card–wielding collectors. “Now I don’t care. I learned a 
long time ago I can’t bother with what other people have. 
It’s not my reality. I don’t care that I can’t get my hair cut 
more than two or three times a year, or that I could pay 
for my daughter’s education with a Bob Gober drawing 
of a sink I could have had at the Paula Cooper Gallery for 
$800. I’ve chosen meaning and happiness over profi t. 
More people are excited and passionate about art in the 
world, and I feel it. I feel it really quite deeply.”

A few feet-blistering hours later, after covering 
most of the convention hall, Pasternak stops at the 
Printed Matter outpost to buy some reading material. 
She brings several Lawrence Weiner books to the coun-
ter, and the clerk throws in a few free Sandy Plotnikoff  
postcards. While just inside the fair, three editions of 
a sexually aggressive pink silicone sculpture by Los 
Angeles artist Paul McCarthy called “White Snow 
Dwarf (Bashful)” go for $950,000 each, Pasternak’s 
loot rings up at $509. She opens her wallet and takes 
out a green AmEx. “Since I can’t aff ord to buy art,” she 
says, “I buy art books.”   

the art world was skeptical of artists doing anything 
after 9/11.” The project was far from a failure. It made 
the cover of every local newspaper, was shot by most 
news networks and remains one of the most poignant 
memorials of 9/11. “We fail when nobody pays atten-
tion,” she says.

This spring it will be hard to avoid the collaborative 
work of Creative Time and Tom Sachs. Between May 
and June, the mixed-media artist will take over the 
Park Avenue Armory to create an enormous installa-
tion about Mars, a follow-up to his 2007 moon mission 
at Gagosian—bringing to light questions of existence, 
the impossible and infi nity. Creative Time expects an 
attendance of 75,000. “We hope to engage an under-
standing of where we’ve come from, where we’re at 
right now and where we might go,” Pasternak says. 
“Ultimately, that’s what great art does.”

As Creative Time continues to soar under 
Pasternak’s stewardship, the director has become an 
increasingly prominent player on the New York power 
scene. For a woman who considers herself, and even 
takes pride in being, very much an outsider—“Most of 
my friends are artists,” she says—it’s an interesting 
predicament. She has close relationships with many 
of the organization’s board members, including Phil 
Aarons, the founding partner of Millennium Partners, 
and the voracious art collector Beth Rudin DeWoody.

Yet Pasternak lives in the East Village, pretty far 
from the uptown blue-chip art crowd, with her husband, 

artist Mike Starn, and 18-year-old daughter, Paris 99, 
named, in part, for Agent 99 in “Get Smart.” (“When 
she was growing up, every year I’d tell her teachers, 
‘Yes, her middle name is really 99,’” Pasternak says.) 

“I’m candid,” she says. “It gets me into trouble, 
but I’m not really worried about that. I believe this 
country would be better if we had far less unem-
ployment. I believe a little fairness could go a long 
way.” At Art Basel, a collector warned her to stop 
Facebooking about Occupy Wall Street, because she 
would lose donors. “And I felt like saying, ‘You don’t 
know anything about my donors,’�” she says. “My 
donors believe in free expression, and they’re much 
smarter than that. Yeah, we take risks, and you have 
to have that very special supporter who understands 
the world a bit.”

After all, many of the works that Creative Time does 
are controversial. A recent “dining experience” created 
with Upper East Side restaurant Park Avenue Autumn, 
for instance, involved the artist Michael Rakowitz pur-
chasing dinner plates on eBay that once belonged to 
Saddam Hussein. At the end of the project, the Iraqi 
government requested they be returned. “It was actu-
ally the perfect conclusion,” says Pasternak.

Pasternak has even been careful about collaborat-
ing with and seeking funding from fashion brands, 
which has become the art-world norm. “You have to 
remember that some of our work is very socially pro-
gressive,” she says. “Am I going to turn to Vuitton 

MONUMENTAL ACHIEVEMENT “Wink,” in Grand Central Station, 
by Takashi Murakami, 2001 (left). “Tribute in Light,” by John 
Bennett, Gustavo Bonevardi, Julian LaVerdiere, Paul Marantz, Paul 
Myoda and Richard Nash Gould, 2002, at Ground Zero (above).

WALL ART “Matrix 
IV,” a transparent 
grid of red and blue 
lights, part of a 
group show at the 
Brooklyn Bridge 
Anchorage, by Erwin 
Redl, 2001 (left).

BIG PICTURE 
“Sleepwalkers,” 

a projection 
of eight city 
dwellers by 

Doug Aitken, 
2007, at 

the Museum 
of Modern 

Art (above).
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SANCTITY IN PERSPECTIVE
A tiny chamber in the Palace of Urbino holds one of the miraculous feats of the 

Italian Renaissance, as well as secret codes to a duke’s inner life

 O NE OF THE GREAT WONDERS OF 15TH-CENTURY 
art is in the sleepy town of Urbino, in the central 
region of Italy. It is not a painting or a sculp-
ture, and it’s not really a work of architecture 

either, but rather a little of each.
I’m referring to the studiolo, or cabinet of contempla-

tion, designed in 1476 for Federico da Montefeltro, Duke of 
Urbino. Located in his magnifi cent palace, this is where he 
conducted his most private aff airs and retreated to study. 
You will recognize the patron of this room as the great 
statesman with the distinctive hawk nose, the bridge of 
which was reputedly shaved down after the loss of his right 
eye, to make seeing out of his left one easier. Composed 
of intarsia, an illusionistic, two-dimensional woodwork 

technique developed in 
Florence, the studiolo 
is equal parts explora-
tion of the newfound 
discipline of linear per-
spective and narrative 
on the life and human-
istic values of its owner. 
The tiny 12-by-12-foot 
room is packed with 
ciphers and emblems 
that make “The Da Vinci 
Code” look like child’s 
play. Why the image of 
an ermine, symbol of 
purity? Da Montefeltro 
used the chaste creature 
to signal he’d had noth-
ing to do with the mur-
der of his half-brother, 
whose death paved the 
way for his own ascent. 
Why a broom? The duke 

wanted it known he had swept clean the sins of his mis-
spent youth, which included fathering an illegitimate son. 

When you’ve fi nished contemplating the studiolo, a 
secret door opens to reveal a balcony overlooking the 
ducal palace’s hilltop command. It’s like leaving the theater 
and stepping out into the fresh air after a performance. 
Although only a handful of intarsia rooms were ever con-
structed, there is another superb example that was built in 
the 1980s for one of the merchant princes of New York. The 
legendary decorator Renzo Mongiardino designed Peter 
Jay Sharp’s library at 778 Park Avenue in the Renaissance 
technique, this time depicting the modern skyline of 
Manhattan. No word yet on how long we’ll have to wait to 
see if a museum wants it. In the meantime, go to Urbino to 
visit the room that started it all. By David Netto

Open Secret

ANOTHER DIMENSION Walls of the tiny Urbino studiolo are designed in a technique of intricate wood inlay known as intarsia. 
A later twin is in the Metropolitan Museum of Art.

76  February 2012 

A
LI

N
A

RI
 V

IA
 G

ET
TY

 (2
)

0212_WSJ_OpenSecret_02.indd   76 12/20/11   10:32:05 AM

EXPERIENCE a
great awakening.

Enjoy Café-Quality Italian
Espresso for only $175*
(a $445 value)

Exclusive Introductory Offer

For a limited time, you can
purchase the Francis Francis X8
with this very special offer when
you simply order four cans of
iperEspresso coffee capsules.

30-day risk-free trial

Now, senses awaken when you enjoy authentic Italian espresso with the one-touch

Francis Francis X8 machine. The innovative X8 uses next generation technology

featuring a two-stage extraction process, all within a simple, no-mess coffee

capsule. The result? An intensely aromatic, full-bodied espresso with a rich,

long-lasting crema — and an extraordinary new source of inspiration.

*With a four can iperEspresso coffee capsule purchase. Offer valid through 6/1/12 and subject to availability. While supplies last.

To order: illyusa.com/UPWS12 or call 1-877-469-4559. Use Code: UPWS12



Breguet, the innovator.
Invention of the shock-protection device, 1790

Inspired by “subscription watches,” the Tradition 7027BR model daringly
symbolizes the Breguet art of watchmaking through a subtle play on trans-
parency effects and an eminent contemporary architectural design. It
highlights one of Breguet’s most important inventions, the pare-chute,
designed to protect the balance pivots in case of impact, it was the fore-
runner of all modern shock-absorbing devices. History is still being written ...

www.breguet.com/inventions
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