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PEacE, LOvE & mISuNdERSTaNdING | 6.4.12
Forevermark and The Journal hosted the NY premiere of IFC Films’ Peace,
Love & Misunderstanding at the Museum of Modern Art to benefit the Women’s
Media Center. The legendary Gloria Steinem introduced the picture and VIPs
fêted the film during the post-screening celebration at the Royalton.
Photos: Paul Bruinooge/PatrickMcMullan.com

Carol Alt Gina Gershon

Nat Wolff, Marissa O’Donnell, Catherine Keener, Jane Fonda,
Jeffrey Dean Morgan, Chace Crawford

THE amaZING
SPIdER-maN | 6.28.12
The Peggy Siegal Company, The Gerber
Group and The Journal presented a screening
of Columbia Pictures’ The Amazing Spider-
Man at Regal Cinemas, Union Square.
A swanky soirée followed at the W Hotel’s
basement bar, Lilium. Attendees noshed
on gourmet fare from Chef Todd English’s
Olives restaurant and departed with gift bags
filled with Spider-Man hats, t-shirts
and action figures.
Photos: Andrew Toth/PatrickMcMullan.com

Gloria Steinem

SavaGES | 6.27.12
The Wall Street Journal and iShares
sponsored a special screening of
Universal Pictures’ film Savages, directed
by Oliver Stone and starring Blake Lively,
Taylor Kitsch, Benicio Del Toro and
John Travolta at the SVA Theatre in
Manhattan. Guests enjoyed cocktails,
canapés, supper and sweets during the
after-party at Bagatelle.
Photos: Andrew Toth/PatrickMcMullan.com

Christopher Meloni Taylor Kitsch, John Travolta, Blake Lively, Oliver Stone Tyson Beckford Zosia Mamet

Karlie KlossRob Thomas and Marisol Maldonado Max Minghella and Oscar Isaac
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the kid stays in  

the picture
Making his move from critically acclaimed under-

the-radar actor to bona fide international star,  
Australia’s Joel Edgerton takes fame on his own terms.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY COLLIER SCHORR 
STYLING BY DAVID FARBER 

86 
walk with  

the animals
After an era of political and economic unrest, 

tourism has returned to Zimbabwe, allowing the finest 
safari guides in Africa to flourish again.

BY TOM DOwNEY 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY JACkIE NICkERSON 
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A collection of overcoats strong enough to withstand 

the elements without sacrificing finesse.
PHOTOGRAPHY BY ALExANDRE BAILHACHE 
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104 
a maGician  

From memphis
Bill willis, the greatest decorator you’ve never 

heard of, transformed the crumbling 
palaces of the Marrakech medina and preserved 

the city’s glorious design heritage.
BY CHRISTOPHER GIBBS 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY OBERTO GILI 

114 
aGainst 

the Grain
Four American woodworkers sharpen their look 

with fine Italian tailoring.
PHOTOGRAPHY BY ROBI RODRIGuEZ

STYLING BY DAVID FARBER 

120 
at home in 
the world

Scholar and adventurer Patrick Leigh Fermor built 
a humble home—and forged a 

literary legacy—in a remote area of Greece.
BY LAwRENCE OSBORNE 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY kAMILO NOLLAS

cover 
Photography by Collier Schorr in Los Angeles. 

Dolce and Gabbana coat.

this page  
Photography by Andreas Larsson.  

Clothing by Bottega Veneta.

For details see Sources, page 126.
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“Museums have to  
realize that the influential 

images that might  
change our lives are not 

necessarily paintings,  
drawings and sculptures.”

klaus biesenbach, “soapbox” p.  43
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CloCkwise from top left: A fountain designed by decorator Bill 
willis stands at the front entrance of the Marrakech home of Yves Saint 
Laurent and Pierre Bergé; woodworker Evan Haslegrave; Patrick Leigh 
Fermor’s own books, at his home in Greece; on safari in Zimbabwe.
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desiGner

Lighting designer Alison Berger brings an artisan’s
touch to handmade furniture.
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makinG it

The bespoke process behind the one-of-a-kind 
motorcycles being crafted in the heart of Paris. 
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still /liFe

Legendary art director George Lois shares his most 
precious personal artifacts.
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upstart 

How two Parisians have built a brand around the  
quest for the perfect black sweater.
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accessories

Fall’s new accessories embrace bold and brilliant tones.

68 
the shiFt

Three iconic brands—Belstaff, Coach and Berluti—are 
expanding into ready-to-wear.

“We’re not hunting for a 
trophy to hang over our 

mantelpiece. We’re hunting 
for a moment between  

us and the animal. That’s 
much more precious.”

“Walk WiTh The aniMal s” p.  86
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120

Patrick Leigh Fermor  
literally walked  

away from his upper-class    
 background when  
at 18 he traveled  

by foot across Europe  
to Constantinople.
“aT hoMe in The World” p.  120
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editOR’s letteR

putting thiS iSSue together, our editorial staff kept 
saying the same thing every time we examined the wall 
in our conference room, where we display these pages 
before committing them to print: “Wow, that’s a lot of 
men!” Our mission this month—and we chose to accept 
it—was to uncover a select group of exceptional men 
who do (or have done) extraordinary things in the arenas 
that matter most to us and to you: business, art, design, 
fashion, music, travel and food. 

There are woodworkers from Brooklyn (page 114); 
chefs foraging in Scandinavia and pressure-cooking in a 
Seattle laboratory (page 54); cashmere aesthetes (page 
58) and bespoke motorcycle makers from Paris (page 
78). There are glorious homes in Morocco (page 104) 
and Greece (page 120), and the stories of the men who 

created and loved them. We also ventured to Zimbabwe, 
which until recently was a risky place to travel, to 
meet passionate, renowned safari guides (with names 
like Difficult, Fortune, Stretch and Blessing, refer-
ring to the type of childbirth experienced by their 
mothers) who walked us through some of the most 
unspoiled parkland in the world (page 86). In the 
pages that follow, we hope you discover, as we have, 
all kinds of amazing men, who may not be the usual  
suspects or masters of the universe or, even, house-
hold names, but who inspire and remind us how 
wonderful men can be. 

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

work space 
Leanne Shapton’s 
painting, 
Desktop New 
York City, 2012
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AGAINST THE GRAIN p. 114
Executive Style Editor David Farber was working on two discrete 
stories—one about woodworkers and one about classic Italian 
suiting—when he realized they touched on very similar themes: 
acute attention to detail, a modern approach to old-school 
artisan techniques and quality materials worked by hand. So he 
put the clothing from one story on the subjects of the other. 
Photographed in their New York studios wearing the season’s 
softer, shorter, slim-cut suits by Italian designers (ranging 
from Brunello Cucinelli to Brioni), these men who craft 
furniture with timeless style capture the true utility and 
appeal of fine tailoring.

A MAGICIAN FROM MEMPHIS p. 104 
The renowned, and now retired, antiques dealer Christopher 

Gibbs had shops in Islington, Chelsea, Mayfair and Pimlico, 
where, for over 50 years, stylish Brits, friends and clients, 

ranging from the Rolling Stones to Lord Rothschild, would find 
rare conversation pieces to outfit their homes. Gibbs first met 

the late Bill Willis, the wildly influential but little-known 
decorator he profiles in this issue, in the ’60s. He’s known Pierre 

Bergé, and his late partner, Yves Saint Laurent, for that long as 
well, and it is their house, the Villa Oasis, that we feature in 

Gibbs’s story. To photographer Oberto Gili, the house and garden 
are “a good lesson on taste, charm, style and respect.”

 “The house at Majorelle 
is magic, and so is the 
garden,” says Gili.

From left: Paige;
Leon’s album Jeux 
d’Artifices; Truman and 
his dog, Bunny; Rosen.

THE MUSICIAN AND THE PRODUCER p. 50 
Photographer Christina Paige spent a sweaty July morning walking 

the West Village with the subjects of this month’s Partnership: 
musician Sebastien Leon and ex–Condé Nast editorial director 

James Truman, who produced Leon’s new album. “They reminded 
me of two friet nds in school—so fond of one another, excited

 about the same things, so good at making each other laugh.” Slate 
music critic Jody Rosen interviewed Truman at his Manhattan loft, 

where “I was nearly mauled by [his] dog, Bunny,” he remembers. 
“Actually, French-kissed is more like it.”

From left: Standard 41 light; 
Farber adjusting woodworker Evan 
Haslegrave’s tie; Andrew Raible 
in his studio; a light fixture from 
Haslegrave’s company, Home.

WALK WITH THE ANIMALS p. 86 
Writer Tom Downey and photographer Jackie 
Nickerson, who collaborated last October 
on our Sapeurs of the Congo story, teamed up with 
private guide Dave Christensen to report on walking 
safaris in Zimbabwe. Nickerson is the first to vouch 
for the safari guide’s mantra, “Whatever you do, 
don’t run,” when approached by predators. “Early 
one morning, I surprised a lioness having breakfast 
about 12 feet from my tent. She did her mock 
charge, coming within four feet of me, studied me, 
then decided that I didn’t look tasty and ran off.”

 Zimbabwean safari 
guides are known as the 
 best on the continent.

From left: Gili; Villa Oasis; 
Willis and Gibbs at a 
cricket match at J. Paul 
Getty’s, circa 2004.  

From left: Nickerson 
and Downey on safari; 
Downey; the tracker 
and guide at Pamushana.
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on the cover

34  october 2012 

On a hazy mOrning in LOs angeLes, a few hours before 
he’s photographed for this month’s cover story, the 
Australian actor Joel Edgerton is chatting about the swift 
rise of certain Hollywood careers: “You know the way 
Errol Flynn used to climb up castles in old movies?” he 
asks. “He would somehow manage to get from one side 
of the moat to the top of the turret in three moves. That’s 
what kids here can do now.” At 38, Edgerton’s own rise 
to stardom has been less agile. “I banged my knee and 
scratched my nose and did it in 12 moves as opposed to 
three,” he says, laughing. Still, with several hot-ticket 
projects on the horizon, including Kathryn Bigelow’s 
long-awaited thriller about the killing of Osama bin 
Laden, Zero Dark Thirty, this easygoing yet hardworking 
actor has finally landed at the top of the heap. 

Edgerton was undaunted by his disappointing first 
foray to Hollywood, playing Anakin Skywalker’s step-
brother—a role that failed to produce the more illustrious 
jobs he was promised would follow. But even as American 
studios enacted their hot-and-cold routine, Edgerton 
stayed focused, returning to Sydney and committing 
himself fully to Blue Tongue Films, a six-man indepen-
dent film collective that he’d helped found in the early 
1990s. The group includes his brother, Nash, an actor and 
a stuntman; director David Michôd; and Kieran Darcy-
Smith, who directed Edgerton in the upcoming thriller 
Wish You Were Here. Ironically, it was by starring in a Blue 
Tongue film, the critically acclaimed Animal Kingdom, 
directed by Michôd, that he at last captured Hollywood’s 
full attention. (“Now when I want to go home and make 
a movie, everyone’s like, Go back!” he says.) Other plum 
parts soon followed—like his bruising, hyper-athletic 
performance in the Mixed Martial Arts drama Warrior. “I 
really took my good time getting things done,” he says. 
“But I never felt like I wasn’t moving forward.”

If Edgerton’s rise to stardom has been slow, his 
reluctance to succumb to superheroes-and-villains fare 
may be partly at fault. But Zero Dark Thirty may allow 
him to sidestep what he calls “putting on the tights.” 
Details about Bigelow’s follow-up to The Hurt Locker 
are shrouded in secrecy, but Edgerton promises it’s 
“going to be incredibly great,” and all signs point to the 
movie going gangbusters. Next summer, he’ll take on the 
part of F. Scott Fitzgerald’s curmudgeonly tycoon Tom 
Buchanan in Baz Luhrmann’s The Great Gatsby. Trailers 
reveal an exuberant take on the classic novel of soured 
’20s-era decadence, as well as Edgerton holding his own 
against A-listers like Leonardo DiCaprio.

“You’ve got to have a sense of humor,” he says about 
the ups and downs of acting. “The stakes are high, but 
it’s a game you can play and sometimes win at, and if you 
don’t….” He drifts off, pondering a fate that now seems 
highly unlikely.  by megan conway

oeL 
eDGerton

on the 
waterfront 
above: edgerton 
lounges poolside  
on set. left: the crew, 
with peacock, in  
pasadena, california. 

image makers 
from left: 

photographer collier 
schorr; members  

of blue tongue  
films at the 2010  

gQ men of the year  
awards in sydney; joel  
and nash edgerton in  

zero Dark thirty.
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MARKET REPORT

about the man as his lifestyle. Peretti wears a pinstripe 
suit with (surprise) a favorite pair of 20-year-old Tod’s 
boots. Three thirtysomething friends pal around their 
hometown of Naples in tailored blazers, jeans and 
driving moccasins. On another page, a gaggle of aging 
aristocrats linger outside the 
Florentine headquarters of 
their private club, cheekily 
named the Winged Order of 
the Rascals of the Goose. With 
their full beards and funny, 
little dog, the men are nattily 
dressed in various tweeds, zip-
up sweaters and neck scarves, 
looking like stylish gents 
who’d rather be uncorking 
another bottle of Barolo than 
posing for a picture.

It’s enough to make a man 
want to run out and buy a pair 
of wide-wale corduroys in 
some shade of rust. Pronto.  

EnglishmEn havE impEccablE tailoring. The French, 
a polished savoir faire. The Americans a preppy prac-
ticality. The Italians have something perhaps more 
authentic: a composed ease that comes from a deep 
understanding of fit, function, style and excellent-
quality cashmere. From the bustling streets of Milan 
to the sun-dappled hillsides of Tuscany, Italy’s men 
manage to do dressing very well. Colors, often in 
earthy browns and olives, are mixed. Rarely does a 
jacket match the pants. Layering is a given. And most 
men are keenly aware of dressing appropriately for 
their age.

Tod’s, which has long reflected the sporty ele-
gance of the Italians, has put together a book called 
Italian Portraits featuring some of the country’s most 
exceptional sartorialists—generations of leading busi-
nessmen, entrepreneurs, industrialists and aristocrats 
casually photographed at home, relaxing with the con-
fidence of kings.  The elegance of business executive 
Ferdinando Brachetti Peretti, in his art-filled family 
home, overlooking the 17th-century Villa Borghese, in 
Rome, is lovingly captured in images that are as much 

gentlemen  
in repose
clockwise from 
above: ferdinando 
Brachetti peretti; 
(L-r) ferrante 
Benvenuti, 
gaddo della 
gherardesca and 
gianmaria carioni; 
(L-r) Ludovico, 
Lucio and Luchino 
Bonaccorsi. 

Band of Brothers
Left: (L-r) filippo 
sgalbazzi, Matteo 

d’aloja, andrea rossi 
and carlo Bozzomeo. 

Below: andrea and 
fabio giangrasso with 

Luca rubinacci 
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Tod’s debuts a coffee-table 
book on notable men with a 
knack for effortless style  

Oh, ThOSE 
CRAZY
ITALIANS
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TO BREAK THE RULES,
YOU MUST FIRST MASTER
THEM.

ROYAL OAK
IN PINK GOLD WITH
DIAMOND-SET BEZEL.

FOR 2012 THE ROYAL OAK REINVENTS ITS HERITAGE AS THE

ORIGINAL RULE-BREAKING HAUTE HOROLOGY SPORTS

WATCH. THIS ICONIC PIECE CELEBRATES THE PURPOSEFUL

ROYAL OAK STRONGBOX ARCHITECTURE, AND THE ARTISANAL

FINESSE AND ELEGANCE OF THE ENGINE-TURNED “GRANDE

TAPISSERIE” DIAL.

THE USE OF 18 CARAT PINK GOLD CREATES A DISTINCTIVE

PRESENCE, AND IS OFFSET WITH A CROWN OF DIAMONDS

OF ULTIMATE PEDIGREE. EACH STONE IS INTERNALLY

FLAWLESS AND PERFECTLY MATCHED, AN ALLURING

MASTERY OF BOTH WATCHMAKER’S AND JEWELLER’S ART,

AND SIGNATURE AUDEMARS PIGUET.

DIAMOND SET BEZEL.
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1

2

1 Missoni
2 Jaeger-LeCoultre watch

3 Etro bag
4 Car Shoe moccasin

5 Monique Péan Homme cuff links
6 Michael Bastian

7 P.S. by Paul Smith shirt
For details see 

Sources, page 126.

BIRDS OF PARADISE Clockwise from top left: Sean Lennon; David Hockney; Mick Jagger; Lapo Elkann.

4

7

3

5
6

Embrace the more 
flamboyant side of fashion, 
à la David Hockney or 
Lapo Elkann. Who says 
your shirt need always 
match your pants or shoes? 

DON’T FEAR
THE flAIR
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Options shown.
*2013 ES 300h EPA-estimated 40/39/40 (city/highway/combined) MPG. Actual mileage will vary. Lexus reminds you to wear seatbelts, secure children in rear seat, obey all traffic laws and drive responsibly. ©2012 Lexus.

#NewLexusES

TheEntirelyNewES.The First Ever ES Hybrid. When style and
substance compete, one wins. But when they collaborate, the result is
stunning. The bold new look of the 2013 ES is an aesthetic achievement,
but it’s also a victory for aerodynamics as well—boosting ES Hybrid fuel
efficiency up to an EPA-estimated 40 MPG.* The spacious interior is
surrounded by hand-stitched, precision-crafted detail—enriched by an
available 15-speaker system, acoustically balanced for concert-quality
sound. The next-generation technologies are empowering—and elevated
by available ambient lighting. In the 2013 ES, style and substance aren’t
just on the same team. They’re one and the same.
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 The latest all-terrain 
chronographs are 
graced with a racy 
sportiness inspired 
by classic cars

STEERing 
MAnuAl
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1 Audemars Piguet 
2 Tag Heuer
3 Omega
4 David Yurman
5 Bulgari
6 Ermenegildo Zegna
for details see  
sources, page 126.

1

2

3

6

5

4

MissiOn COnTrOl The sleek dials on the dashboard of a 1965 sunbeam Tiger gT are echoed in today’s watches.
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Free Checked Bag: Baggage fee waiver is for domestic travel and does not apply to oversized or overweight bags.
Double Miles: Earn 2 AAdvantage® miles for every $1 you spend on eligible American Airlines purchases.

American Airlines reserves the right to change the AAdvantage® program and its terms and conditions at any time without notice, and to end the AAdvantage® program with six months’ notice.
American Airlines is not responsible for products or services offered by other participating companies. For complete AAdvantage® program details, visit www.aa.com/aadvantage. American Airlines and
AAdvantage with Scissor Eagle design are trademarks of American Airlines, Inc. Citibank is not responsible for products or services offered by other companies. Cardmember benefits are subject to change.
© 2012 Citibank, N.A. Citi, Citibank, Citi with Arc Design and Platinum Select are registered service marks of Citigroup Inc.

THE NEW CITI® /AADVANTAGE® CARD

THE JOURNEY IS JUST BEGINNING.

The NEW Citi
®

Platinum Select
®

/ AAdvantage® card.

LOVE THE JOURNEY.Learn about all the enhanced benefits at citi.com/journey

FREE CHECKED BAG PRIORITY BOARDING EARN DOUBLE MILES AND MORE



Blue period 
Klaus Biesenbach stands 
in the courtyard at 
MoMA PS1 in front of 
Wendy, an installation 
by the firm HWKN, 
which won this year’s 
Young Architects 
Program. The piece 
neutralizes pollutants  
in the air.  

Ideas & PeoPle
S oA p B oX

In 1982, a wIry man wearing a fisherman’s jacket and 
a fedora went on German television in Düsseldorf to 
sing a peppy song about ending the Cold War. Thirty 
miles away, watching this on TV, mesmerized, was 
Klaus Biesenbach, a 15-year-old art lover who would 
eventually become the chief curator at large of New 
York’s Museum of Modern Art and director of its con-
temporary offshoot, MoMA PS 1.

Biesenbach, now 46, says this television performance 
from artist Joseph Beuys, Sun Instead of Rain/Reagan, 
with its blend of pacifist politics and pop appeal, sin-
gle-handedly endeared him to a life in art—especially 
the kind that’s enacted rather than hung forever in a 
frame. On his watch, MoMA has become a hotbed for 
experimental art: Two years ago, Marina Abramović 
spent three months sitting immobile in its atrium while 
onlookers lined up to stare her down; before that, Swiss 
video artist Pipilotti Rist sheathed the same towering 
space in fuchsia curtains and floor-to-ceiling videos of 
fecund flowers and fruit. No museum, especially the 
arbiter of modern art, has ever looked so luscious.

In art circles, Biesenbach has always cut an intrigu-
ing swath of his own: He is the wunderkind who moved 
to East Berlin when the Wall came down and turned 
a forgotten factory into a regional hub for new art, the 
Kunst-Werke (KW) Institute for Contemporary Art. (One 
of his first fund-raisers involved culling 60 tons of coal to 
heat the place.) Today, he’s always on the move, turning 
up at artists’ studios, fairs and exhibits the world over, 
hanging out with boldface names like Miuccia Prada and 
Patti Smith and swapping tweets with Courtney Love 
Cobain. It’s a rare feat to transcend from curator to art 
star, but as Biesenbach proves in his own words here,  
he’s clearly got the hang of it. 

klaus 
biesenbach
The Museum of Modern 
Art curator, who’s cultivated 
his own celebrity status, on 
why art should be disruptive 
and deeply inspiring, and 
need not hang preciously 
on the walls
BY kellY crow
photographY BY amY stein 
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Art is not the art market. Art history is not the 
history of the art market. Art is about ideas and civi-
lization, and yet too often it’s marginalized by the 
market in America, censored in China and it suffers 
from too much affirmation in Europe. The art market is 
not something that really interests me. There’s a huge 
difference between a bookstore and a library; both love 
books and writers, but you wouldn’t ask a librarian why 
he isn’t a bookseller. My job is to find significant new art 
forms. I think in contemporary art you can only create 
something new when you present ideas in an inventive 
form or enter some new territory. We curators are pro-

fessional voyeurs. We’re also assistants to the 
artists, enabling them in a provocative way to 
go somewhere they haven’t been.

I can still remember the day I met Marina 
Abramović: June 21, 1992. I was a student, and 
she was already the grand dame of performance 
art in Europe. But when I introduced her in the 
MoMA show a couple years ago, she still wasn’t 
a household name in America, and performance 
art wasn’t a well-established art form people 
expected to see in a major museum—a place for 
art held in frames and on pedestals.

Most museums function as time storage, 
with big shelves where we store civilizations’ 
accomplishments—oh, here’s the Temple of 
Dendur, there’s the Mona Lisa—so it’s difficult 

to indulge in social media. But there are more cell-phone 
pictures taken by people visiting MoMA every day than 
pictures we have on exhibit.

I think the challenge is to understand this completely 
media-saturated society while keeping up the criteria 
for what ultimately should go on the time shelf. It’s 
not easy. We have to open museums for more diverse 
groups of society and somehow lower the threshold.   
I’m from a village where the church comes from the 11th 
century. As a child, I’d imagine what it must have felt 
like, a few hundred years earlier, coming to Cologne to 
see this dome and these stained-glass windows even as 
everyone for miles around lived in earthen huts. You 
come into this cathedral and are hit with organ music, 
incense, colored light and a skyscraper-tall building—
let’s call it architecture or art—but the rest of your 
existence is lived in a mud shack. Wow. It’s an inspira-
tion. Then years later, civilization built museums so we 
could go there and find that inspiration.

Today, the thing that inspires artists, and us, are all 
the images that surround us. So what are those images? 
It might not be Cologne Cathedral as much anymore 
because we have lots of skyscrapers, and it might not 
be paintings because we have YouTube on our phones. 
So museums have to embrace contemporary practice 
as something as wide-spanning as a German band like 
Kraftwerk—along with visual performance, music, 
synesthesia and fashion, and all these possible articu-
lations of boundless creativity whenever they reach a 
certain innovative excellence. Museums have to realize 
that the influential images that might change our lives 
are not necessarily paintings, drawings and sculptures.

MoMA added media and performance departments, 
and this spring after I did the retrospective for Kraftwerk, 
someone asked me if I was now the music curator. No, I’m 
not. I’m a contemporary curator.  G
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nobody InvItes me because 
they want academic research 
on Rembrandt—they ask for me 
when they want disruption.

An exhibition should be chal-
lenging or disturbing so that it 
makes you look at the work differ-
ently, and if that comes in a way 
that’s packaged well, I’m all for it. 
But I’m not for art as entertaining 
distraction, as pure consump-
tion. Museums used to be places 
where you couldn’t buy anything, 
so it’s important now that muse-
ums be participatory without 
being stores. The museum needs to be a sphere in soci-
ety where you come, you have a break in your pace and 
hopefully you leave looking at yourself and the world 
in a new way. It should be a clear interruption in your 
regular consumer day.

But we live in a time when we nearly have too much 
information, and we don’t know what’s true or not. 
Online I have two different ages. There’s an overload of 
information, an overload of offers, an overload of desti-
nations, galleries and products, so that all of a sudden 
the curator’s process of editing and selecting is in dan-
ger of being misused to curate everything—T-shirts and 
chairs. I remember in the 1990s, “curator” sounded a bit 
odd, then it became incredibly fashionable and now I 
think might be overused.

There’s still not a global consensus about what art 
is or what it can do. In America, art is free, but it’s not 
understood as a viable, necessary function in society. 
Art is still thought of as something luxurious or elitist, 
but it’s not. I’m coming from a country where art was 
the first thing to suffer and be kicked out when politics 
changed—and looking at China, you can see how art is 
still such an important seismographic measurement of 
society and what it needs.

SoAPBox

iDeas & PeOPle

edited from kelly crow’s interview with klaus Biesenbach.

Art is not the art 
market. Art history 

is not the history 
of the art market. 

Art is about ideas 
and civilization and 

yet too often it’s 
marginalized by the 

market in America.

StArry nightS 
clockwise from top left: 
Marina Abramović’s 
blockbuster show at 
MoMA, in 2010; 
Biesenbach with artist
Terence Koh; Jennifer 
Allora and Guillermo 
calzadilla’s performance 
piece at MoMA, in 2010. 
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BY Adrienne gAffneY
photogrAphY BY BreA souders

steve stoute
For the music mogul who introduced hip-hop culture  

to Fortune 500 brands, rap icons, shoeless  
meetings and boxing rounds are all in a day’s work 
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In 2003, former musIc executIve Steve Stoute was on 
his way to reinventing himself as an ad man when he bro-
kered an endorsement deal with the hip-hop icon Jay-Z for 
Reebok’s S.  Carter Collection of sneakers. The response 
to the unexpected pairing was explosive, giving Reebok its  
fastest-selling shoe to date, helping the brand step out of 
Nike’s shadow. Stoute, 42, opened his own consulting and 
branding agency, Translation, based on the same canny 
insight: that hip-hop was still an untapped resource in the 
world of Fortune 500 marketing—a notion that’s proven 
incredibly lucrative for Stoute and his clients. 

With Translation, Stoute, who had produced Grammy-
winning albums for Will Smith and Eminem and managed the 
careers of Nas and Mary J. Blige, brought to big companies a 
nuanced understanding of hip-hop culture and an intuitive 

sense that celebrity endorsements only work when they feel 
organic. He unleashed campaigns that revolutionized the 
concept, like Justin Timberlake’s recording of “I’m Lovin’ It” 
for McDonald’s. In 2006, Jay-Z stepped on board as a partner. 
Translation now works with some of the largest companies in 
America, including State Farm and Coca-Cola. In September, 
Stoute and Jay-Z staged the Made in America music festival, 
which Ron Howard filmed for an upcoming documentary about 
Jay-Z, with Stoute coproducing alongside Brian Grazer.

In 2011, Stoute’s book, The Tanning of America, about coming 
of age as part of the hip-hop generation and its cultural and eco-
nomic influence, was published. “We’re the ones who will need 
to grapple with how to keep the American dream alive and well 
in our time,” he writes, “the dream that is still intrinsic to popu-
lar culture, our number one most profitable national export.”

AD mAn Between 
client presentations 

and agency meetings, 
marketing guru steve 
stoute visits a friend  
on his yacht docked  

at Chelsea Piers.

9 a.m.
Wakes up 

in his Tribeca apartment. dresses in jeans,  
blazer, tie and red Balenciaga high-tops.

nas (stoute is referenced in his song  
“a Queens story”) and TV on the Radio  

(“Will do” was used in one of  
stoute’s recent Bud Light TV spots).

soft-boiled eggs, toast,  
fresh fruit, yogurt parfait.

juice, coffee, green smoothie (ingredients:  
frozen banana, green vibrance powder,  

spirulina, raw protein, almond milk and ice).

• The new York Times 
• Women’s Wear daily

Breakfast

Drinks

Eats

Daily reading

On his playlist

Dozens 
of inspirations 

His home is filled with things that  
speak to him, from malcolm X’s letters  

to portraits of muhammad ali.

1012_WSJ_Tracked_01.indd   46 8/22/12   4:14 PM
08222012151736

How many times do you have to announce something before it’s no longer a surprise? According to a recent
J.D. Power and Associates study, the Genesis was ranked “Most Dependable Midsize Premium Car,” outperforming
more expensive European luxury vehicles. Astonishing? Commonplace? Maybe now, it’s both. HyundaiGenesis.com

SURPRISE.
SURPRISE.
SURPRISE.

2009 NORTH AMERICAN CAR OF THE YEAR

2012 “MOST DEPENDABLE MIDSIZE PREMIUM CAR”
- J.D. POWER AND ASSOCIATES

WARD’S 10 BEST ENGINES OF 2011

The Hyundai Genesis received the lowest number of problems per 100 vehicles among midsize premium cars in the proprietary J.D. Power and Associates 2012 Vehicle Dependability StudySM. Study based on 31,325 consumer responses measuring problems consumers experienced in the past 12 months
with three-year-old vehicles (2009 model-year cars and trucks). Proprietary study results are based on experiences and perceptions of consumers surveyed October-December 2011. Your experiences may vary. Visit jdpower.com. Guaranteed Trade-In Value of qualifying vehicle based on independent
source. Consumer will get the higher of the Guaranteed Trade-In Value, less mileage charges and damage costs, or market value which will be assessed at time of trade in. Applicable to new Hyundai Genesis sedan, Genesis Coupe and Equus vehicles purchased on or after January 4, 2012. Not available
on leased vehicles. Valid only during months 24-48 of ownership. Must show proof of vehicle maintenance through an authorized Hyundai dealer at time of trade in. Customer must pay mileage fee of $0.20 per mile over 15,000 miles per year. Customer responsible for all damage to vehicle. Trade-in value
dollar amount must be applied toward a new Hyundai vehicle and must be financed through Hyundai Motor Finance (HMF). This program is not to be considered a guaranteed “trade-in” value or range of guaranteed “trade-in” values as defined by the state of Texas. See Hyundai.com or your Hyundai dealer
for full details. Hyundai is a registered trademark of Hyundai Motor Company. All rights reserved. ©2012 Hyundai Motor America.

Trade-In Value Guarantee - Know the future trade-in value of the Genesis you buy today.



1
Zino Platinum 
cigar smoked

during a morning meeting. Stoute founded the 
brand with the Swiss company Davidoff.

19
times

Stoute has read The Seat of the Soul,
a guide to sensory perception.

90
pounds lost

over nine years of boxing and running.

TRACKED

IDEAS & PEOPLE

20
phone calls placed

10
years

since Run DMC last performed. Stoute 
breaks the news via Twitter 

that they will reunite in September 
for Made in America.

6
ticket-design options

floated by the Nets during the dinner, narrowed 
down from an original 20 created by Translation.

2
glasses of wine

with Jay-Z, who shows up at Fresco 
after the others have left. 

The two discuss the ticket designs.

30
F-words uttered

10a.m.
Arrives at the 

Translation office
in Midtown.

 7:20p.m.
Stops at Chelsea Piers

to visit his friend Jay Schottenstein, 
the chairman of American Eagle and DSW, 

whose yacht is docked there.

2:15a.m.
Asleep

in bed. No pajamas.

12p.m.
Lunch

brought in by his assistant.

Jump rope Pull-ups Punches

“character testers,” which has Stoute pull 
himself across the room on his hands.

Fish, a shrimp and scallop medley 
and a calamari salad.

Eats

2p.m.
Heads across town

to the office of Mediabistro’s AgencySpy 
blog for an on-camera interview.

6p.m.
Leaves the office

and heads to the Aerospace boxing gym, 
where he works out several times 

a week with Michael Olajide, a former 
middleweight champion.

8p.m.
Dinner at Fresco by Scotto

with Brett Yormark, 
the CEO of the Brooklyn Nets.

Including a call to Jerry Seinfeld 
to congratulate him on his new Web series 

and one to Brian Grazer.

Topics of discussion include: Translation 
winning the prestigious Bud Light account.

Afternoon meetings

to discuss Twitter and 
Instagram platforms for the 
Made in America festival.

prospective employee.

fitted to Stoute by a tailor sent over from 
the store—a perk for loyal customers.

3
Ralph Lauren 

Purple Label suits

Steve’s workout regimen

A family-style serving of steak, 
chicken salad, a special coconut 

sorbet (not on the menu). 

Eats

He’s reading it again now.

about potential interview 
subjects (Norman Lear? 

Bill Cosby? Sidney Poitier?) 
for a VH1 documentary series 

inspired by Stoute’s book, 
The Tanning of America.

0
shoes worn

4
espressos 
consumed
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Never miNd that James trumaN and Sebastien Leon 
are Europeans. They’re also archetypal New Yorkers. 
Both have lived out versions of the city’s bootstrapping 
myth: arriving as ambitious young men, plunging into 
the demimonde and ascending to become tastemakers 
and toasts of the town.

Truman, 54, came to New York from London in 
1981, earning a couple hundred dollars a month as a 
music critic for the groundbreaking British magazine 
The Face. Thirteen years later, at just 36, he gradu-
ated to one of the city’s top jobs: editorial director of 
Condé Nast publications. He stepped down in 2005, 
complaining that the magazine business had become 
“conventional” and “business-driven” and now spends 
his days on various entrepreneurial and artistic ven-
tures, including helping run an organic farm in upstate 
New York with his friend André Balazs. Leon, a globe-
trotting Frenchman from the Loire Valley, arrived in 
the city 13 years ago. The 39-year-old worked in mar-
keting but quickly shifted to the art world, cofounding 
an influential downtown gallery while developing his 
own thriving career as a sound installation artist. Now 
the pair has collaborated on a pop record: Leon’s sec-
ond album, Jeux d’Artifices, produced by Truman. It is 
part Gallic, part British—and as quintessentially New 
York as any record you will hear this year.

It’s a lush, cinematic rock suite, with 11 songs 
 burnished to a lustrous shade of noir. The album tells the 
tale of doomed romance during the city’s latest gilded 
age: Beneath the billowing guitar atmospherics, you can 
detect the rustle of hedge-fund dollars, the triumphal 
blare of the city’s new business and art-world elite. The 
influence of Serge Gainsbourg is audible in the opulent 
sonic textures, in the cheeky wordplay of Leon’s French 
lyrics and, especially, in his whispery talk- singing—a 
vocal style pioneered by Gainsbourg that gives every 
song the feel of a slightly scandalous confession.

The album pretends to be a curio, a whimsical 
“game of artifices,” as the title puts it. But Truman 
and Leon can’t hide their ambitions. Neither man is 
prone to operating on a modest scale. One of Truman’s 
latest projects was a postmodern reimagining of a 19th- 
century traveling circus. Leon, who recently designed 
a massive sound sculpture at the Park Avenue Armory 
for Audemar Piguet, is currently putting the finishing 
touches on Golden Horns, a 35-story sound sculpture 
in a residential tower in Istanbul. It’s no surprise that 
Truman and Leon have made something audacious: 
a sprawling old-fashioned art-rock concept album. 
The word that springs to mind is neither French nor 
English, but one in New York’s unofficial second lan-
guage, Yiddish: chutzpah.

wonder twins, 
activate

Sebastien Leon (left)  
and James Truman  

take an Abbey Road  
stroll in New York City.

 ideas & people

partnership

 The musician 
and The  
producer
James Truman has tended 
a farm, built a circus and 
overseen a publishing 
empire. Sebastien Leon 
has held just about every job 
in the art world. Now the 
restless creatives have come 
together on an album

BY JodY Rosen
photogRaphY BY ChRistina paige
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edited from Jody Rosen’s interviews with sebastien Leon and James truman.

pARTNERShip

 ideas & people

i met sebastieN iN december of 2009. We were both in Mustique, during New 
Year’s. He was staying with Jay Jopling, the London art dealer. I was staying with 
Bryan Ferry, the musician. It was these two pockets of London that were sort of 
suspicious of each other, in the way that English people can be. 

We talked about music and 
bonded over Serge Gainsbourg. 
I think you can bond quicker 
over music then anything. It’s 
a throwback to teenage years: 
You know, if you like the same 
bands, you’re probably going to 
be friends.  

He started telling me about 
some songs he had been writing 
and played me some snippets. 
Sebastien had had a particular 
experience of New York. The 
record is quite autobiographi-
cal. It begins with him walking 
through Chinatown. Then he’s at 
the Boom Boom Room. Then two 
songs later he’s at a penthouse 
meeting this fantastically chic 
Japanese girl who becomes his 
love—and his downfall. Anyone 
who’s moved here from any-

where has to have the quintessential crazy New York experience, which is usually 
related to something decadent: drugs, love affairs, nightlife, crazy self-destruc-
tive behavior, crazy ambitions. You come here broke and three weeks later you’re 
at some hedge-fund majordomo’s party, drinking champagne. The record is very 
much in that vein and tells that story—in 
a very romantic way. 

While listening to these songs, I 
became my usual opinionated self. So 
Sebastien ended up saying: “Why don’t 
you produce it?” 

I began my career as a music critic. 
I would say everything that was wrong 
with a record, but it was too late to do 
anything about it. With this, I was able 
to be an actual protagonist rather than 
an after-the-fact assassin. I don’t know 
how to work a mixing board at all, but 
I’d been in the studio with Roxy Music quite a bit, because of my friendship with 
Bryan (Ferry). When he was making a record I’d go in and give my thoughts. I was 
also close with Malcolm McLaren. His style of working was extraordinary. He 
wasn’t a musician, but he’d hire someone who was. He’d sit in the corner and the 
musician would just try things. Malcolm would say, “No, no, no, no.” It was such a 
conceptual approach to making music.

Though this album is in French, it’s a New York record. It sounds good here. 
Most songs today are mixed for the dance floor, but it seems to me the experi-
ence that people are having of music is listening to it while walking through the 
streets. Essentially everyone is in their own movie.  I like the idea of this record as 
a walking record. It is cinematic. This is music for existential strolling, if you will.

James loves beiNg iN the studio. He’s a natural. I love how he speaks about 
music. He’d say, “You know, I feel like this song is like a stroll through the jun-
gle in Tanzania. You have the birds, but I can’t hear the elephants stomping the 
ground.” I’d say, “You mean you need more bass?” “Yes.” It’s fantastic. James is 
like a poet in the studio.

He’s also a perfectionist. He’ll listen to something a hundred times before he 
gives his opinion. And then his opinion is so precise. He’s the perfect producer 

in that respect. The typical James 
move is “that song is too long.” My 
songs tend to be long: six, seven 
minutes. With James it’s “two 
minutes, 50 seconds—no more!”

I started writing songs about 
what was happening in my life, 
my relationship at the time. But 
because I’m kind of a reserved 
person, I didn’t want to write it 
in English. I wrote it in French so 
more people could not understand 

what I was saying. But James didn’t compromise on the content. He said, “If you 
want to be an artist, you have to expose yourself.”

I think French language lends itself very well to rhythm and melody with-
out being sung. And I think that spoken word is easier to do that with. Usually 
when I write, I like finding a 
riff and making it the basis 
of the song. I like the modal 
approach to music, because 
it’s more hypnotic. I try to 
create sound that doesn’t 
have a beginning or an end—
you’re just in the middle of it. 

This album is a very 
New York record. I came to 
the city in ’99. It was the 
Internet boom. I just couldn’t 
believe the energy—and the 
nonsense. It was absurd; I 
couldn’t see the economic 
viability of so many of these 
Internet projects. I was like, 
“This is my kind of place—
a nonsense place!” I really 
dove into the art world. 
That’s what makes New York 
special: The fact that it’s so 
open. Being an artist is a 
natural thing here. When I go 
to Paris and say I am an artist, they say to me: “Okay, but how do you really make 
a living?”

James and I are doing another album together. It’s in English. I feel self- 
conscious giving my lyrics to him, because I’m not a very good writer in English. 
James is a great writer. I think I’ll give him some texts, he’ll make it into poetry, 
and I’ll turn those poems into songs. But James will be James: He is still going to 
shorten the songs.

“James is a perfectionist. 
My songs tend to be 
long: six, seven 
minutes. With James 
it’s ‘two minutes, 50 
seconds—no more!’”

 “It’s a throwback to  
 teenage years: 
You know, if you   
 like the same bands, 
you’re probably 
going to be friends.”

noise machine Leon, in front of a sound installation 
he created for Audemars piguet at the palais de Tokyo in paris.

vegging out Truman overseeing the organic 
farm at Locusts on hudson, which he owns with his 
friend André Balazs.
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For many amateur cheFs, working though a cookbook stuffed with 
demanding recipes is a rite of passage. But with two of fall’s most 
anticipated culinary manifestos, written by radically different think-
ers—Magnus Nilsson, the celebrated Scandinavian ultra-locavore; 
and Nathan Myhrvold, the former Microsoft executive devoted to 
hypermodern cuisine—translating their unique approaches to food 
for the novice might make even fellow kitchen obsessive Jacques 
Pépin blanche. 

Fäviken is the first cookbook from 28-year-old Nilsson, whose res-
taurant Fäviken Magasinet sits in the wilderness just below the Arctic 
Circle. If you follow Fäviken to the letter, you’ll be sourcing ingredients 
within a limited radius around your home—making vinegar, say, in the 
burnt-out trunk of your neighbor’s spruce tree. You’ll also need an extra 
large fridge for the whole animals you’ll be butchering. 

Myhrvold’s Modernist Cuisine at Home, which he coauthored with 
chef Maxime Bilet, reads like a lab manual, complete with detailed 
instructions on vacuum sealing, dehydrating, blow-torching and foam-
ing. Making scrambled eggs? You’ll be instructed to “preheat a water 
bath” (using your immersion circulator) before you pour your eggs “into 
a whipping siphon, charge with two cartridges of nitrous oxide, and 
dispense.” In the mood for a cheeseburger, be advised that Myhrvold’s 
recipe—if you make every component from scratch, as this fastidious 
molecular gastronome hopes you will—is nine pages long.

Both points of view, from the rarified ingredients to the requisite 
appliances required, are intense, possibly visionary—but perhaps 
not terribly practical for the home cook. Is it feasible to “dry-age” a 
cow or “engineer” a salad and still eat before midnight? Let the chefs 
answer for themselves.  

BAT TLE L INES

 ideas & people

worLdS ApArT  
Magnus Nilsson on 
his farm in Jämtland, 
Sweden; Nathan 
Myhrvold in his test 
lab-kitchen in Seattle.

THe FoRaGeR VS. THe sCieNTisT
Two titans of the food world—one a dedicated locavore, the other a self-taught 

molecular gastronomist—aim to convert aspiring chefs to their extreme styles of cooking 
with their new books, which are as different as the forest is from the laboratory

BY charlotte druckman 
 photographY BY erik olsson (nilsson) and eirik Johnson (mYhrvold)

54  OCTOBER 2012 

1012_WSJ_Battlelines_02.indd   54 8/24/12   1:02 PM
08242012120332

shop online hugoboss.com

B
O

S
S

B
la

ck
H

U
G

O
B

O
S

S
FA

S
H

IO
N

S
IN

C
.

P
h

o
n

e
+

1
21

2
94

0
06

00



edited from charlotte druckman’s interviews with nathan myhrvold and magnus nilsson.

Something for an easy 
weeknight dinner?

How important is 
technique? 

How do you compare your 
differing points of view?

What are the basic 
tools to own?

What does your mother 
think of your cooking? 

BATTLE LINES

 ideas & people

Even though a few dishes can be assembled quickly if 
you have the right produce at hand, the point of  

this book is hardly to give people 100 handy 
recipes. It’s more about the approach. The cooking 

at Fäviken is simple but not simplistic. 

Mastering technique allows you to develop your  
skills, precision and focus. But quantities are 

there to act as guidelines, and cooking times or 
temperatures are rarely specified. The hope is that 

readers will try to cook with the same approach.

From reading Modernist Cuisine, I suspect that we 
share an idea that it is essential to really  

understand what is happening when you are  
cooking in order to truly master what you do.

Good stove, oven, fridge, knife and frying pan.  
In most people’s homes, one of these is 

almost always missing, even though there are 
all kinds of fancy gadgets around. 

She likes the recipes, or at least she claims to. 

I think it’s very usable, both as a recipe book but  
maybe more as a book that explains a certain way of 

seeing things, which is the whole point. There are 
parts you could apply to your everyday life, especially 

how we look at produce and the environment. 

We view cooking as being about applying technique. 
Knowing how to do something is what makes it a recipe. 

The book is designed to be a very accessible 
cookbook—everything from sous-vide to salad dressing. 

We realize that sometimes you don’t have 72 hours’ 
notice to whip up a batch of sous-vide short ribs.  

You can make our pressure-cooked carnitas in under an 
hour. If you have 15 minutes, make pasta and 

top it with our pistachio pesto you made in advance. 

My goal is to use technique to isolate the ingredient  
and capture its essence. Ask a winemaker and 

he’ll tell you how he is trying to capture terroir—the 
technique celebrates the produce. 

We love that a cook in the Midwest can find chocolates 
from Ecuador, bananas from Brazil or rice candies from 

China. At the same time it’s wonderful to see people 
embracing local ingredients, as chef Nilsson is doing. 

Do you approve of 
improvisation?

When cooking the way I describe, it doesn’t matter 
whether a spoon contains 8 or 14 milliliters— 

just pick a spoon that seems right and go for it.  
This difference will make the dish your own.

Precision is critical. With our bacon mayonnaise, if  
you overshoot the amount of bacon, no big deal,  

but if you inaccurately measure out the 0.7 grams of 
Xanthan gum, you’re going to have a problem.  

Digital scale, digital thermometer, blowtorch,  
pressure cooker and hand blender.

All the dishes will sound familiar to home cooks. 
Your mother would recognize our roast 

chicken but might not take kindly to being outdone
in the kitchen, so be careful what you serve her. 

myhrvoLdNILSSoN

Is this book practical for 
‘regular’ people? 
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Food For 
ThoughT from 
left: Raw trout to 
be marinated in 

mushroom vinegar; 
Mhyrvold’s Olive Oil 

gummy worms.
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billionaire 
boys club 

Jean-Victor Meyers, 
left, and Louis 

Leboiteux, wearing 
their Exemplaire 

sweaters, at the Plaza 
Athénée in Paris. 

In person, Jean-VIctor Meyers looks more like a 
 hipster fashion photographer than the grandson of 
one of the wealthiest women in the world and, at 26, 
the youngest board member ever to be appointed to 
a publicly held company in France. (In April, after 
years of family drama that pitted generations against 
each other—played out on the front pages of the Paris 
press—he succeeded 89-year-old Liliane Bettencourt 
at L’Oreal, the cosmetics empire his great grandfather 
founded in 1909.) Meyers, in black pants, Dior Homme 
high-tops and a wrinkled T-shirt emblazoned with 
an image of James Dean, is in New York to discuss 
his current passion project: an ultra-exclusive men’s 
cashmere line that he recently launched with his close 
friend Louis Leboiteux.

Exemplaire is part daring retail concept, part case 
study in minimalist dressing. It consists of only 12 
styles of slim-cut sweaters, offered in muted neutrals 
like navy, black, gray and ecru, largely handmade by 
Italy and France’s most reputable cashmere producers 
and designed expressly for millennials with means. 
“The play on words works in French, but I’m not sure 
it works the same way in English,” says Meyers about 
the label’s name, often used by the fashion industry 
in the phrase nombre d’exemplaires (number of sam-
ples). “Exemplaire in French means exactly this: one 
out of 20 or two out of 20 [a reference to the small 
number of pieces available for each style]—almost like 
art. Plus,” he adds with a laugh, “the name was avail-
able for trademark.”

Showing off the sweaters’ subtle details and vis-
ible topstitching, Meyers handles the sleeve of a black 
V-neck and points out the label’s logo at the cuff: an 
elongated raised X. It’s the line’s only hint at branding. 

A Better 
SweAter
Two well-bred Frenchmen 
stake their careers on 
designing the ultimate  
in cashmere
BY candice raineY
photographY BY francois cavelier

As Meyers sees it, there are others like him: young and 
affluent, as discriminating as their forefathers, but 
not interested in broadcasting their standing in the 
world through garish logos or dated status symbols. 
Modern luxury is about imbuing the everyday with 
opulence, and the perfect black cashmere sweater—so 
exceedingly lush and subtle that a man reaches for it 
day after day—is its ultimate expression.

Rather than hiding his privileged background, 

ideAS & people
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you [base the other sizes] on it. 
We did one prototype for each size 
because most of the time the large 
looks too large and too short—it’s 
disproportionate.”

Take the hooded zip sweatshirt 
with drum-dyed lambskin braid-
ing. There’s no toying with fashion 

theory here. It’s a familiar piece delivered in various 
iterations by brands ranging from Uniqlo to Ralph 
Lauren. But none have been hand-stitched and knitted 
with 80 percent cashmere and 20 percent chinchilla. 
According to Meyers, Exemplaire is currently the only 
brand to offer this blend. 

Come fall of next year, Meyers plans on apply-
ing Exemplaire’s exclusive formula to a line of small 
leather goods. Wallets and passport holders in 
exotic skins will be produced entirely in France and 
mostly by hand. There will also be a travel kit, offer-
ing everything an international businessman like 
Meyers could ever want: cashmere blanket, socks, 
eye mask. It’s not that this design duo is oblivious to 
today’s economically challenging times. If anything, 
they’ve done their homework, closely observing 
those who orbit their privileged world. “I had a mar-
keting teacher who told me that sleeping dogs are in 
the middle of the road,” Meyers says. “You have to be 
on one side or the other.”  Ph
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Meyers drew upon it as he created Exemplaire. He 
lives and works in his apartment in the tony Parisian 
suburb Neuilly-sur-Seine, across the street from his 
grandmother’s gated house, and his education befits 
someone groomed to run an international cosmetics 
giant. He attended the prestigious prep school Ecole 
Active Bilingue and graduated from 
the Université Paris Nanterre, before 
earning a master’s in marketing, busi-
ness and finance from the Institut 
Supérieur de Gestion. Along the way, 
he realized he had trouble finding knit-
wear that matched the quality of the 
luxury brands his parents wore with-
out looking so, as he puts it, “classic.” 
Meyers would either alter the sweaters 
he did buy to suit his tastes or succumb 
to the drawn-out made-to-order pro-
cess. Two months, he decided, was too 
long to wait for a sweater.

Meyers and Leboiteux met five 
years ago and bonded over a shared 
interest in fashion by the likes of Tom 
Ford and Hedi Slimane. Before design-
ing their first piece, they diligently 
poured through market research on 
men and their spending habits. They found that, on a 
global level, two percent of men with a high net worth 
(over one million dollars in assets) are under 31. Forty 
percent of high-net men are under the age of 41. “You 
don’t have to be an 80-year-old to afford these kinds of 
things,” Meyers says. “You have more and more young 
people who can afford expensive cars, jewelry, watches. 
It sounds a little egocentric, but I’m making exactly 
what I can’t find.”

Meyers insists that Exemplaire isn’t about capi-
talizing on trends. The beauty of a perfect black or 
navy cashmere sweater is that no man will wonder 
whether he’ll still be wearing it five years from now. 
Exclusivity is even more important: Fifty pieces have 
been made for each of the 12 styles, which include 
variations of V-necks, crew necks and cardigans. 
The sweaters, which retail between $1,200 and 
$3,200, depending on the ply, are available in Paris 
at Montaigne Market, in London at Dover Street 
Market and online at Barneys New York, as well as its 
Los Angeles and New York flagships. The modest pro-
duction and hefty price tags  
can be attributed to the 
sweaters’ quality. Cashmere 
is sourced from countries 
that have been harvesting 
the rare fiber for centuries 
(Mongolia, Nepal, India and 
Tibet) and is so densely knit 
that it prevents pilling.

Though brands like Loro 
Piana and Brunello Cucinelli 
take a similar approach to high-end cashmere, Meyers 
says Exemplaire’s difference is its slimmer fit. An 
older European gentleman’s sweater this is not. “The 
classic cut is a little like this,” says Meyers outlining 
the shape of a box with his hands. “Ours are much nar-
rower, more modern. Usually you make one size and 

Modern luxury is about 
imbuing the everyday with 
opulence, and the perfect 
black cashmere sweater is 
its ultimate expression.

leading by 
exemPlaire 

Clockwise from left: 
The cardigan; cable-
knit turtleneck; and 

shawl-collar pullover.
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The Pink Pony Fund of the Polo Ralph Lauren Foundation

is Ralph Lauren’s worldwide initiative in the fight against cancer.

Our mission is to reduce disparities in cancer care

in medically underserved communities and ensure that

treatment is available at an earlier, more curable stage.

Ten percent of the purchase price from Pink Pony products

benefits the Pink Pony Fund of the Polo Ralph Lauren Foundation.

To learn more, please visiT

RALPHLAUREN.COM/PINKPONY

Pink Pony
RALPH LAUREN

AC C E S S O R I E S

PLACES & THINGS

From left:  
Prada sunglasses  

Coach wallet  
J. Crew tie Dolce 

& Gabbana watch 
Verdura cuff links

Beyond
 THe Brown
From honey mustard to 
deep burgundy, the newest 
accessories are as richly 
hued as a Rothko

PhotograPhy by romain bernardie James   ProP styling by ali gallagher   63
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ACCESSORIES

PLACeS & THInGS

Clockwise from top: 
Cutler and Gross 
sunglasses Tod’s 
document holder 
Stubbs & Wootton shoes 
Girard-Perregaux watch 
Lanvin wallet  
Rolex watch  
David Yurman bracelets
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CITI®
To celebrate 200 years of innovation powered
by Citi, help us pick the most innovative city in
the world. Cast your vote today.

wsj.com/ad/cityoftheyear

MONTBLANC
Montblanc enhances the dynamic StarWalker
Collection with a high-end statement of
contemporary elegance: StarWalker Red Gold.
Visit Montblanc.com to send a personalized
message with your precious gift.

montblanc.com/shop

SALVATORE FERRAGAMO
This fall discover Ferragamo Travel, the maison’s first
collection of luggage for the jetset lifestyle. From
trolleys to toiletry cases, explore the complete luxury
collection marrying innovation to craftsmanship.

ferragamo.com

PAUL STUART
This autumn, join Paul Stuart in an ‘Otherly’ place;
a realm of imagination where the lure of master
craftsmanship is transformed and consummate quality
clothing is made artfully and originally.

paulstuart.com

VILEBREQUIN
From Saint-Tropez to San Francisco.
Vilebrequin, the chic French swimwear brand
opened a new store on Union Square (75 Geary St.).
The brand offers an extensive selection of swimwear
and related ready-to-wear for father and son.

vilebrequinonlinestore.com



ACCESSORIES

PLACeS & THInGS

Clockwise from top: 
Bruno Magli boots  
Paul Smith frames 
Tiffany wallet 
Brioni gloves Salvatore 
Ferragamo folio  
BOSS belt
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Clockwise from top: 
Brunello Cucinelli  
scarf Ralph Lauren  
bag Burberry  
Prorsum umbrella  
John Lobb shoes 

For details see  
Sources, page 126.
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By darrell hartman

not ust  
Another
Acket

Three brands that built their 
reputations on perfecting 
a single accessory are now 
expanding into full fashion lines  

Belstaff, the 88-year-old laBel famous for its iconic 
waxed biker jacket, has a belted leather version for fall 
that feels so plush and meaty that it might present a 
conundrum: If one were to tumble from a Ducati, might 
one be as concerned for the coat as for one’s own skin?

With its range of all-weather gear, the brand has 
always been closely associated with motor sport. But 
last summer, Belstaff was acquired by the Labelux 
Group, which also owns Bally and Derek Lam, with addi-
tional investments from fragrance impresario Harry 
Slatkin and Tommy Hilfiger. Now, a full ready-to-wear 
line is being launched, inspired by the brand’s English 
roots, when daredevil aristocrats, like the so-called 
Bentley Boys, made rip-roaring, gas-guzzling, gritty 
and glamorous vehicles their way of life. “I’m present-
ing a romanticized view of the past, but one that looks  
believable,” says Chief Creative Officer Martin Cooper,  
who has drawn ample inspiration from 
the brand’s 1920s archival pieces.  
“But I wanted to drop vitamins on 
them—amplify the details.”

A silk-cashmere pullover has a rac-
ing stripe down the sleeve. Leather 
pants come with corrugated knees 
inspired by biker body-mapping. A 
collared shirt is made of oiled suede; 
its color, appropriately, is called “pet-
rol.” The highlight of the expanded 
line is a belted overcoat that hits 
below the knee. Belstaff’s ’30s ver-
sion was called the Dispatch Rider; 
considered cutting edge at the time, 
it was made out of a stiff sheet of  
rubber that weighed 20 pounds. The updated 
coat is made of infinitely lighter and more flex-
ible PVC and bonded to seam-sealed neoprene, 
rendering it completely waterproof.

Cooper, who spent 16 years at Burberry, 
says his goal is to make Belstaff “the next 
luxury super-brand.” (Tailored pieces will be 
introduced in the spring.) Still, this is a new 
menswear line with muscle. Even on the hanger, 
these souped-up sportswear pieces flex.

BeLstAFF

PLAces & thInGs

T H E  S H I F T

moTorcyclE madnESS Clockwise from 
top: A look from Belstaff’s fall ready-to-wear 
collection; the current Roadmaster biker jacket, 
which was introduced in the ’70s and quickly 
became the brand’s signature; a motorist in 
Belstaff in the ’30s; Junior T.T. Stormcoat, 
made in England.  ph
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THE SHIFT

PLACES & THINGS

Since itS founding in 1941, Coach has built a business 
around what it calls “glove-tanned” leather: durable 
cowhide imbued with the timeless look and feel of a 
well-worn baseball mitt. The New York–based company 
has impressively aged itself over the years, beginning 
with its wallets and branching out into “wet-pack” 
Dopp kits and other small leather goods. Is there any-
one who doesn’t recall the classic Coach portfolio with 
a top handle that debuted three decades ago and helped 
redefine the American briefcase?

While this isn’t the first season the label has pro-
duced outerwear and cold-weather knits, fall’s new 
group of well-rounded offerings has gone a long way 
toward capitalizing on that sweet spot between con-
servative and trendy. Everything from weekend bags 
to, now, coats and leather iPad sleeves pleasantly look 
as though they’ve belonged to someone else. A waxed-
cotton down jacket smells faintly of woodsy winter 
pursuits and a shearling peacoat seems fit to 
be worn in stables, brushing up against a few 
bales of hay.

These clothes are built to last—“not just the 
craftsmanship, but the aesthetic,” says Men’s 
Design Vice President Jeffrey Uhl. “There’s 
something about functionality that’s inher-
ently masculine.” (The formula appears to 
be working: Under the creative leadership of 
Reed Krakoff, its men’s business has doubled 
since last year, generating over $400 mil-
lion in global sales.) Coach’s signature soft 
construction makes it easier to stash leather 
bags—many of which have been pepped up 
with debossed stripes—into an overhead 
compartment. Nylon sleeves zip out of one 
jacket; rivets reinforce the hangtag on another. 
There’s a sense that these pieces could end up 
in a museum one day as an example of the way 
21st-century men dressed. In the meantime, 
they’re being worn lovingly.

COACH
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history repeats Clockwise from top left: Coach’s Bleecker 
Duffle bag; a coat, messenger bag, scarf and sunglasses from the fall 
collection; the 1978 Brief bag, which still epitomizes Coach’s classic 
style; a Coach ad from 1960.
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his fall, Rochas designer Marco Zanini was in-
spired by his collection of ceramics. On chic slim
pants, straight-lined jackets and even floor-
sweeping gowns, Mr. Zanini revived the hand-
hewn geometric patterns of Wilhelm Kage, a
Scandinavian potter whose midcentury “Farsta”

designs made him one of the foremost ceramicists of the early
to mid-20th century.
Designers have been fascinated with all manner of prints for

several seasons, but for fall, it evolved into a love affair with geo-
metric motifs. These repeated angular shapes have their roots in
ancient Islamic architecture and can be traced through to the 20th

century via the Bauhaus and midcentury Modernism to a ’70s re-
vival in bright, clashing form.
But the era on Mr. Zanini’s brain was that of Mr. Kage’s hey-

day. “Back then they reached a very high peak of sophistication
that feels timeless to me,” said Mr. Zanini, who went to Lyon,
France, for the hand-painting and -screening expertise required
to make his silk fabrics. “It was a labor of love on my side.”
These looks are a long stride away from the haunting digital

prints that have dominated textile design in recent seasons.
Whereas digital printmaking allowed designers to experiment with
photographic hyperrealism to highly innovative effect, fall’s geom-
etry is imbued with nostalgia for bygone moments and methods.
What could be more delightfully bygone than Marc Jacobs’s

richly hued and often bejeweled carpetbag motifs for Louis Vuit-
PleaseturntopageD2

BY CHRISTINA BINKLEY

It’sHiptoBeSquare
Taking cues from architecture and interiors, the season’s freshest prints offer a new angle on geometry

NEO GEO Cotton Poplin
Embroidered Shirt, $695,
Tricotina Wool Pants,
$1,860, Tricotina Argyle
Dress, $3,400, Leather
Shoes, $1,350, Spazzolato
Leather Bag, $3,500,
Prada, 212-334-8888,
Calfskin and Steel Watch,
$1,445, Balenciaga, 212-
206-0872

T

Noodles
Chill Out

Four light, flavorful
Asianinfluenced versions

of ‘pasta salad’ D3 BARGAIN
BURGUNDIES
Jay McInerney on
the exciting and
affordable whites
of Mâcon D6

AIR PLAY
Highly sophisticated flying toys

D12

THE KING OF ARTISANAL HYPERCARS
Dan Neil drives the Pagani Huayra D11

D4 D4 D9 D2

St
yl
in
g
by

M
al
in
a
Jo
se
ph

-G
ilc
hr
is
t
an

d
Pa

ul
a
Kn

ig
ht
,S

et
D
es
ig
n
by

D
SM

,M
an

ic
ur
e
by

So
fi
a
Sh

us
te
ro
v
fo
r
Se

ph
or
a
by

O
PI
/J
ud

y
Ca

se
y,

H
ai
r
an

d
M
ak

eu
p
by

Bo
bb

y
Bu

jis
ic
/J
ud

y
Ca

se
y,

La
na

Pe
tr
us

/W
ilh

el
m
in
a
M
od

el
s

F. Martin Ramin for The Wall Street Journal
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THE BODY
In order to build the Model S’s aluminum

intensive structure, Tesla had to construct its own alu

minum foundry to cast chassis nodes.

BATT
ERY PACK

Tesla’s
battery

pack, less than 5

inches thick and about the size of a coffee table, bolts to

the bottom of the car. The Signature Performance edi

tion will hit 60 mph in 4.4 seconds.

SPEC
IAL FEAT

URES
The car has rearfa

c

ing jump seats
under the fastback glass, and

an optional twinpanel glass roof. Powered

door handles are concealed
in the bodywork.

TOUC
H SCRE

EN

The Model S has a 17inch capaci

tive touchscree
n cockpit interface

.

[ INSIDE ]

It does
n’t sna

rl like
a Lamborghi

ni, but
Tesla’s

new Model S
is no eatyo

urbro
ccoli

allelec
tric car, sa

ys Dan
Neil—

more like eatup
thep

avementwh
ilegrin

ninge
artoe

ar

HIS TE
SLA M

ODEL
S thing you’ve

heard so much about? You know,

all-elect
ric sedan, Silicon Valley,

that guy from SpaceX? This is one

amazing car. I mean, hard-core

amazing. But first and foremost, gentle reader,

it goes like the very stink of hell. Fifty-to-100-

mph accelera
tion in the $97,900 Signature

Performance model I drove is positively

Lambo-like and…wait, let’s stop right there:

People who like fast cars are sensualists.

And scream
ing up through the gears of an

Italian
sports car—getting that flit and loft in

the belly, tasting the saliva of speed—is a

pleasurable and addictive sensation. They

don’t call it dopamine for nothing.

Unfortunately, in a car like a Lambo, other

people can hear you being stupid for miles

around. At full tilt, those cars are like civil-de-

fense sirens, if civil-defense sirens alerted
you

to the presence of awful men in gold watches

and track suits. It’s embarrassin
g.

But in the dreamily quiet Tesla Model S,

when you hit fast-forward, the film speeds up

but the soundtrack doesn’t really get much

louder. The pitch of the electric
whine goes

up, the suspension sinks down, but compared

with an internal-combustion sports car—

quaint thing that it is now—this car slips si-

lently as a dagger into triple-digit speed. You

can cut traffic to bits in this thing and never

draw the jealous ire of your fellow motorists.

The Signature Performance model is pow-

ered by a 416-horsepower AC synchronous

electric
motor producing 443 pound-feet of

torque between zero and 5,100 rpm, with a

zero-to-60-mph accelera
tion of 4.4 seconds

and a quarter-m
ile elapsed time of 12.6 sec-

onds. The SP package
is equipped with a high-

capacity drive inverter and twin 10-kilowatt-

hour charging inverters
for rapid recharge

(about four hours). It should come equipped

with a lawyer. You’re going to need one.

The Model S—indeed, high-performance

electric
vehicles in general—will take some

getting used to, even a new vocabulary. We

currently don’t have a good term for EVs’ dis-

tinctive concentration of mass, with batteries

slung low as possible and centroid to the vehi-

cle. While traction batteries
are heavy, and

I Am Silent,

HearMeRoar

RipeCombo
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Why graphi
c novels

are meant to

be consum
ed on tablets

D3

TAKIN
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K OF BOND

On 007’s
50th annive
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looking

back at his
secret

agent
style D

11

Tomatoes,
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s and corn meet sa
lty feta in an easy summer

salad by chef J
ohnny

Monis D
9
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THE FRUN
K With no engine up

front, the hood covers a 5.3cubic

foot stowage area, which Tesla calls

the ‘frunk.’ There’s a lot more

cargo room in the back.
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N SPANISH, margarita means “daisy.” But in

North America, I believe the translation is

closer to “super fun time.”
Totally fine to think of the cocktail that way,

but let’s put down the ready-made, Day-Glo

sour mix, step away from the margarita ma-

chine and take the drink seriously for just a

moment. The margarita may conjure images of

spring break in Cancún and fishbowl glasses with cac-

tuses as stems or yardstick-long containers filled with

boozy slush. But the cocktail is so much more than that.

It doesn’t take much to elevate the margarita to the top

of the drink canon. Despite its unfortunate reputation as

the Lindsay Lohan of the drink world, it deserves to rub

elbows with the likes of the Manhattan and the martini. A

properly made margarita is like Emma Stone—fun-loving

but, deep down, classy and smart.

Like any other drink, it is only as good as its worst in-

gredient. Fortunately, the basic margarita only has three:

tequila, triple sec and lime juice. Choose a spirit made of

100% agave, stock your bar with a solid orange-flavored

liqueur, squeeze fresh lime juice—think of how strong

your forearms will get!—and nail the proportions and

you’ll have a wonderfully balanced sweet, tangy, slightly

earthy (that’s the 100% agave) drink to sip this Cinco de

Mayo and throughout the summer.

“Where’s the strawberry?” you might be asking. “Can I

get extra salt on my rim?” Purists scoff at alterations to the

margarita—yes, the harshest sticklers say no salt—but the

add-ons are part of the drink’s fun factor. “Margaritas are

like burgers,” said Bobby Heugel, owner of Anvil Bar & Ref-

uge in Houston, one of Texas’s craft cocktail meccas. “There

can be good ones on the high, gourmet level, and good

ones at the low, fast-food-like level, too.” At Anvil there are

several versions of the margarita, a basic one (1¾ ounces

tequila, ¾ ounce Combier, ¾ ounce lime juice, 1 bar spoon

agave) and the special Anvil margarita, which is a blend of

different agave-based spirits as well as orange bitters. (Mr.

Heugel keeps the exact recipe a secret.)

In the margarita experimentation game, as long as you’re

using quality ingredients, you’re winning. That means no

margarita mixes. Variations can be as subtle as swapping one

citrus out for another, choosing an aged tequila over a

blanco or, as in Tommy’s margarita from Tommy’s Mexican

Restaurant in San Francisco, ditching triple sec in favor of

agave syrup. On the more elaborate end of the spectrum,

margaritas can be imbued with fruit purées, rimmed with

chipotle-spiced salt or incorporate spirits outside of standard

margarita territory, such as Campari or green Chartreuse.

But the key ingredient, really, is fun. We’ve gathered

some of the best margarita recipes from around the coun-

try to help you prepare for the warm months ahead. And

if you need an excuse to pull this article out in the fall,

Sept. 12 is Mexican Independence Day. So here’s to the

margarita...and to super-fun times.SEE RECIPES, D2

[ INSIDE ]

Margarita

JOHN PAWSON,
ARCHITECT OF RESTRAINT

The master of light and proportion talks about his romance with

Japan, learning from Trappist monks and how to avoid distraction

RAISED IN A TREELESS YORKSHIRE LANDSCAPE, John Pawson, 62,

worked for his father’s textile manufacturing companies, and then as a

waiter, an English teacher and a sports photographer before becoming one

of his generation’s most celebrated designers. A staunch minimalist who

dropped out of architecture school, Mr. Pawson has created homes for Cal-

vin Klein, Ian Schrager and the late novelist Bruce Chatwin, as well as for

the monks of the Novy Dvur monastery in the Czech Republic. He’s also

designed yachts, door handles and tableware. Married for 23 years to inte-
PleaseturntopageD6

20 ODD QUESTIONS

I

Masteringthe
It’s time to pour themix down the drain and discover

the party cocktail’s deeper side

Palette forthe ParterreChoosing colors (or a lack thereof)
for your garden D7

ORGANIZINGDIGITALPHOTOSTips for gettingyour snapping lifeunder control D12

REVOLUTIONARY FOOD

Alice Waters prepares a special meal

using Jeffersonianera ingredients D9

F. Martin Ramin for The Wall Street Journal
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A weekly magazine in newspaper’s clothing
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Japan, learning from Trappist monks and how to avoid distraction

RAISED IN A TREELESS YORKSHIRE LANDSCAPE,

worked for his father’s textile manufacturing companies, and then as a

waiter, an English teacher and a sports photographer before becoming one

of his generation’s most celebrated designers. A staunch minimalist who

Japan, learning from Trappist monks and how to avoid distraction

RAISED IN A TREELESS YORKSHIRE LANDSCAPE,

worked for his father’s textile manufacturing companies, and then as a

waiter, an English teacher and a sports photographer before becoming one

of his generation’s most celebrated designers. A staunch minimalist who



to understand the evolutionary attraction of 
Berluti, it’s best to start from the ground up. In 1895, 
Alessandro Berluti founded his footwear brand on 
blending handmade craftsmanship with creative 
verve—a mix that still embodies a certain artisanal 
ideal. At the turn of the 20th century, he moved from 
Italy’s sunny Adriatic coast to Paris in order to be closer 
to the epicenter of the Art Nouveau movement, picking 
up clients, such as Jean Cocteau, along the way. John F. 
Kennedy followed, as did Andy Warhol, who was such a 
fan that there remains a Berluti loafer named after him. 
By the early ’90s, Moët Hennessy Louis Vuitton seized 
upon Berluti’s potential, purchased the company and 
soon added accessories, like belts and briefcases. Now, 
it’s launching a collection that’s a sumptuous take on 
refined European style.

These are rarefied, understated clothes that can’t 
be fully appreciated until they’re seen and worn. A 
cashmere cardigan’s horn buttons are burned to give 
them a weathered patina; metal zippers are tipped in 
ebony. Open a lambskin bomber jacket and the inside is 
cashmere with silk-lined sleeves. Key spots, like leather 
details and inside linings, are hand-stitched. Surely, it’s 
by some arcane magic that the armholes are cut high 
and yet the thing doesn’t pinch a bit.

Artistic Director Alessandro Sartori calls the debut 
a “couture brand for men.” This is most evident in 
Berluti’s new sharp, fitted silhouette, featuring suit-
ing with the perfect sloping shoulder, long considered 

ThE ShifT

PLAces & thInGs

BerLutI

SHoE SErvIcE, pluS The original Alessandro 
lace-up from 1985, which Berluti considers to 
be “the purest expression of its affirmed style.” 
left: Actor Eddie Constantine visits Berluti’s 
paris flagship in the ’60s.

by Neapolitans to be the hallmark of fine tailoring. 
The expanded line is a pet project, of sorts, for LVMH 
scion Antoine Arnault. The French luxury conglomer-
ate’s heir recently oversaw the purchase of Arnys, the 
respected tailor of Paris’s Left Bank, in order to intro-
duce a level of bespoke expertise. Intent on making 
the brand a major force in top-tier menswear, Arnault 
also plans to open 70 menswear stores worldwide 
within the next five years. (The first will debut next 
summer on Madison Avenue.) As Sartori likes to say, 
Berluti now dresses men from “toe to head.”  

plum aSSIgnmEnT 
formalwear from 
Berluti’s fall collection.
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Alison Berger’s reverently hAndcrAfted pieces—
light fixtures, furniture and installations—seem more 
like objects uncovered at an antique shop than they do 
the work of a modern designer. That illusion is delib-
erate. At her studio, tucked into a leafy courtyard in 
West Hollywood, shelves line the walls like curiosity 
cabinets—filled with glass designs and the wonders 
that inspired them: a 6th-century wedding goblet; a 
superannuated birdcage stand; a secret society chalice 
etched with its members’ names. “I’m inspired by how 
the past is a connection to all of us,” Berger says, “that 
continuum of humanity.” 

Memory has always fueled Berger’s artistic imagi-
nation. One of her signature lamps—a softly glowing 
filament suspended in a bulb—recalls the fireflies she 
captured as a child in Dallas, Texas. Errant bubbles, sweat 
marks and fingerprints appear in her finished prod-
ucts alongside her signature. Her work is suffused with 
personality, both a subjective sense of the pieces’ own 
individuality and that of the artist who made them.

Berger’s work prizes design above functional-
ity, making her something of an artist’s artist (she 

typically produces only one or two new pieces a year). 
While she is best known for her glasswork, especially 
her minimalist light fixtures, she has long defied easy 
categorization, specializing in several mediums. After 
stints working for Dale Chihuly and Frank Gehry (she 
has a degree in architecture), she opened Alison Berger 
Glassworks in 1994. Even then, her projects continued 
to advance in diverse directions: She made a chandelier 
of antique photographic slides for the Cooper-Hewitt 
museum; an installation for the Comme des Garçons 
showroom in Tokyo; and was the first American to 
design an accessories line for Hermès, a collection of 
crystal bowls, cruets and other wares.

Blending seamlessly with the historical objects in 
Berger’s studio are the early iterations of her debut 
furniture collection, made up of nine finely rendered 
handmade glass and metal pieces, launching this month 
at the Holly Hunt showroom in New York. The line was 
nearly a decade in the making. “I feel like there’s a lot of 
stuff in the world. Why make another coffee table?” she 
asks. “Not only do I want my pieces to be right, I want 
them to be here for a reason.” 

PLACES & THINGS
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renaissance woman 
Berger in her Los Angeles 

studio, where her detailed 
sketches recall her years 
working as an architect.    

d e s i g n e r

DrAwN 
from LIfE
Artist and lighting designer 
Alison Berger launches  
a line of handmade  
furniture inspired by  
classical tradesmanship 

BY Megan ConwaY
photographY BY MoniCa MaY
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Thermador’s Masterpiece® Series Cooktop, Masterpiece® Wall Oven and Freedom® Bottom Freezer
Refrigerator all recently received the coveted #1 ranking from a leading, independent product testing
agency. And our stunning Star-Sapphire™ Dishwasher, with the industry’s fastest full wash cycle, also
earned its highest recognition. While all these accolades are nice, Thermador will never forget who we
really build our appliances for: real cooks who demand real innovation.
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SCAN THE CODE TO FIND OUT MORE OR VISIT THERMADOR.COM/ONE-TWO-FREE
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Perhaps unsurprisingly, the first prototype emerged 
from a “beat-up old typing table” that she found in a 
flea market. “I chopped off the top and put a piece of 
glass on it, then said to myself, I don’t know what this is, 
but I like it,” she says, laughing. “And then eight years 
went by!” A different archetypal tradesperson formed 
the inspiration for each piece in the collection: There 
are tables for a jewelry maker, writer, astronomer and 
painter; a bench for a carpenter; and an oversize trough 
meant to be a light fixture. Each is intended to tell a 
story of a particular process. “When you own one,” she 
says,  “you’re also part of that story.”

The work of Italian still-life artist Giorgio Morandi 
provided the genesis for the painter’s table, if not for 
the entire undertaking. Berger has admired this painter 
of ordinary household items for years, as well as his 
unswerving dedication to his art. Looking at a pho-
tograph of his studio, she noticed a pattern of worn 
circles blanketing his drafting table—the remainder of 
“years and years of taking the same pieces of butcher-
block paper and tracing the still life he was drawing 
that day.” Berger used an abstraction of the pattern for 
the table, carving rings onto its steel surface. “There’s 
something about this quiet obsession—whether it’s 
from the painter, the jeweler, the carpenter—that they 
can’t help but do what they do, whether they get recog-
nition for it or not,” she says. “There’s beauty in that, 
and that’s what these pieces are about.” 

Designing each piece of the collection came with 
a challenge. For the jeweler’s table, it was finding a 
way to render light in a way that honors the “possibil-
ity of uncut stone.” The writer’s table is comprised of 
overlapping planes of glass etched with words—some 
personal text, some from Leonardo da Vinci—that con-
vey the “floating in darkness, can’t-sleep-at-night feel” 
of the solitary scribe. The seat of the carpenter’s bench 
is cast from a thick glass and sits on a frame meant to 
recall the collapsible originals. 

Though sales are increasing, Berger isn’t interested 
in expanding her studio to match. “The idea is one at a 
time, one of a kind,” she says. Besides, one can’t help 
but think going big would destroy some of Berger’s 
inventiveness. The astronomer’s table will feature a 
tactile map of the stars. The map, at least, has no his-
toric, real-world antecedent—the constellations on the 
table’s surface are entirely her own.  

labors of love 
Clockwise from 
right: The jeweler’s 
table, meant to 
resemble a jeweler’s 
loupe; Berger’s 
drawing of the 
table; the writer’s 
table, made from 
etched planes of 
glass; a handblown 
glass table lamp. 

light fantastic 
Clockwise: A 
chandelier made 
from photographic 
glass slides; the 
carpenter’s bench 
from Berger’s 
latest collection; 
the carved surface of 
the painter’s table.
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“There’s something about 
this quiet obsession—

whether it’s from the 
painter, the jeweler, the 

carpenter—that they 
can’t help but do what 

they do, whether they get 
recognition for it or not.”
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On a spring mOrning inside a cavernous Yamaha 
moto showroom in Paris, a sea of nearly identical 
modern-day scooters are parked in tidy rows, their 
inner parts masked beneath monochrome sheaths 
of metal and plastic. But hidden in the back, past the 
garage, something altogether different is happen-
ing. There, two friends—Fred Jourden, 38, and Hugo 
Jezegabel, 28—are making “bespoke” motorcycles by 
soldering together, pastiche-style, parts from their 
favorite vintage BMWs, Hondas and Kawasakis from 
the 1960s through the ’80s. Their shop is called Blitz 
Motorcycles, and the address isn’t listed. 

Jourden and Jezegabel sell mainly by word of mouth 
to business professionals and, increasingly, members 
of the global cool set that share their passion for a 
nostalgic brand of manliness that privileges grease 
and gears over day-trading. Unlike the showroom 
scooters, all the mechanical elements of their bikes—
colorful old engine tanks, spark plugs,  accordion-like 
cylinders—remain very much exposed. The style is an 
homage to the golden age of motorcycles, one that’s 
epitomized, for the duo, by the 1971 Steve McQueen 
cult biker documentary On Any Sunday.

The two friends founded Blitz in 2010, but they’ve 
been customizing bikes for friends for the past sev-
eral years, sourcing parts from swap meets and from 
Le Bon Coin, which Jourden calls “the French eBay.” 
They make only about 10 bikes a year, with each work-
ing on four or five at a time over the course of several 
months. “To us, a motorcycle is two wheels, one 
engine—full stop,” says Jourden. “It’s all naked so 
you can appreciate all the parts. Each bike is unique. 
We don’t ‘industrialize’ any part of the process.” 
And even though they and their customers take the 
bikes as far as southern Spain or Norway, they’re not 
built for speed. “They’re made to hit smaller roads. 

What’s the point of having a beautiful bike if you ride 
it at 300 kilometers an hour and nobody can see it?” 
Those old engines are repaired if need be, he says, but 
never “powered up.”

Such devoted retrofitting comes at a price. Between 
the $15,000 for their retooling services, or what they 
call “artistic direction,” plus the cost of an old engine 
and parts, their bikes can cost in excess of $20,000. 
Yet their reputation is growing. “During fashion week, 

we had so many visitors we couldn’t get any real work 
done,” says Jourden. “It was PR for us all week.”

Public relations is something Jourden, who grew 
up outside Paris building remote-control cars as a kid, 
knows a thing or two about. Previously a marketing 
executive for Lycos (a popular search engine from the 
mid-’90s), he had a weekend love for riding his 1961 
BMW R50/2. “I realized I was either going to spend 
a lot of money having it serviced or learn how to do 

bespoke 
 wheels
A semisecret Parisian 
shop is making one-of-
a-kind motorcycles for 
an international clientele, 
inspired by the romance 
of the open road 

gang of two 
Hugo Jezegabel, 

left, and Fred 
Jourden on their  

classically designed  
bikes in Paris. 

By Tim murphy
phoTography By francois coquerel
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TK

easy rIdIng 
Above: A partially 
deconstructed 
yamaha SR500 
engine. Left: Steve 
mcqueen, who 
coproduced the 
inspirational 1971 
racing documentary 
On Any Sunday 
(poster below). 

grease Is 
the word 

From left: The La 
Parisienne bike, 

based on a BmW 
R100 from 1981, 

features a custom 
seat; Jezegabel 

and Jourden, 
who named their 

shop Blitz after 
the American 

football move. 
Below: Jezegabel’s 

racing bike

it myself,” he says. So he started taking mechanics 
classes at night after work. “All day long, I couldn’t 
wait to get grease on my hands.” 

Jezegabel also grew up outside Paris, the son of a 
newspaper editor and a lawyer. (In addition to a lot of 
silver jewelry and a black onyx ring, he wears a vin-
tage Timex compass watch with a grosgrain band.) 
Unlike Jourden, he’s worked on bikes from an early age 
and has never held an office job. He lives with a friend 
on a boat on the Seine and at night is the social one, 
hanging out at Les Enfants de Paris, a restaurant and 
bar in the trendy Oberkampf area. But in the shop it’s 
Jourden who does most of the talking, especially if the 
topic is the romance of hitting the open road on a bike 
with your buddies. 

Jourden points to his own bike, a 1979 BMW R100/7 
with a beautifully battered dark-blue, black-striped 
engine tank that immediately evokes Evel Knievel 
flying off a ramp into thin air. Jezegabel’s bike, built 
around a chrome-plated BMW R80 engine from 1984, 
stands nearby, ruggedly mud-spattered from a trail 
race in the south of France. Jourden explains how 
the wires that clutter most contemporary bike fronts 
have been run ingeniously inside the handlebars, leav-
ing one to admire the bike’s clean, low-slung lines, 
painted in the handsome, scratch-proof matte black 
that distinguishes so many of their bikes. Pair those 
handlebars with a vintage ’70s yellow headlight, vin-
tage Firestone tires and a custom black leather seat, 
and you’re looking at one impressive two-wheeler. 

Inside the garage, located in the genteel, decidedly 
un-edgy 17th arrondissement, vintage maps adorn 

the walls while engine tanks hang from the ceiling. 
In a makeshift living-room area fashioned from mid- 
century furniture they salvaged from the street, the 
pair receives guests and would-be customers. “Bikers 
are the bad boys,” explains Jourden. “I’m not a bad boy. 
I don’t drink or do drugs, and I give my seat on the bus 
to an old lady. But on the weekends on my bike, I can 
be a bad boy, leave the moneymaking system and be 
free at 90 kilometers an hour. We’re modern cowboys.

“When I worked for Lycos,” he continues, “my grand-
father couldn’t understand what I did all day, which 
was send e-mails. Now he can.”  
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      The Kid 
STayS in 
          The  

 PicTure 

      The Kid 
STayS in 
          The  

 PicTure 

After two decades of supporting 
roles and pet projects, 

Joel Edgerton is finally  
hitting it big. Here, the actor 
kicks back in fall’s easy basics
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Spread, left: Ralph 
Lauren Black 
Label Denim 
shirt. Spread, 
right: Giorgio 
Armani sport coat 
and Edgerton’s 
own sweatshirt. 
Previous page: 
J. Crew sweater, 
Michael Bastian 
pants, Billy Reid 
boots and Ray-Ban 
sunglasses. 
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Spread, left: todd Snyder t-shirt,  
J. Lindeberg pants and bruno Magli 

boots. Spread, center: Dolce & 
gabbana coat. Spread, right: todd 

Snyder sweatshirt, ray-ban sunglasses 
and Edgerton’s own levi’s jeans and belt.

grooming: holli Smith, using oribe  
haircare for total Management;  

Production: Stardust Visions

For details see Sources, page 126.
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T anzania has a spectacular wildebeest 
migration that sends hundreds of thou-
sands of creatures pounding across 
the Serengeti. Kenya has the vast open 
plains of the Maasai Mara, where big 
game is easily spotted alongside tradi-

tional herders. South Africa has private parks where 
you’re virtually guaranteed a sighting of the big five—
lion, leopard, rhino, elephant and buffalo—in just 
a day of game drives. But Zimbabwe, only recently 
reopening to an influx of safari-goers after nearly 
a decade of political and economic upheaval, offers 
something categorically different from anywhere else 
in Africa: the chance to track, approach and get very 
close to wild animals on foot.

 “Everyone always tells you not to run,” says Dave 
Christensen, as we climb down from the Land Rover and 
get ready to approach elephants and antelope drinking 
from a pool at Hwange National Park in Zimbabwe. “But 
my rule is this,” says Christensen, who has been guid-
ing walking safaris for more than 20 years. “Move very 
slowly near animals and don’t ever back away fast or run 
from them—unless I tell you to. Sometimes getting out 
of there quickly is the only option.” 

Zimbabwean safari guides are known as the best 
on the continent. Apprentices must train for years 
under master guides and don’t just learn to spot and 
track animals from the comfort and safety of their 
vehicles. Prospective guides spend years getting close 
to the animals, and before they can even take a rigor-
ous weeklong field exam conducted in the bush—the 

game on  
An elephant fends 
off a lion attack in 

Zimbabwe’s Hwange 
National Park.

After nearly a decade of strife made 
the country a no-go zone for tourists, 

Zimbabwe is now undergoing a major 
economic revival, more political 

stability—and the return of its legendary 
safari guides. Welcome to the most 

intense big-game experience in Africa

           WALk
                with the
    AnimALs
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ShelTerIng SKy   
At dusk, zebra 
gather under  
a rising moon at  
a watering hole  
in Hwange.

The long vIeW Safari guide Dave Christensen watching for 
elephants from a log pile in Hwange.  

toughest guide exam on the continent, by far—they 
must have shot and killed at least five big animals. 
(These are animals that need to be culled, not ones 
killed for sport.) Most guide candidates arrive with 
many more than five kills. When he took the test at 22 
years old, Christensen became the youngest person 
ever to pass the exam until his best friend, Ivan Carter, 
now the most famous elephant hunter in the world, did 
so at age 21 a few years later. 

Christensen, 44, who grew up in rural areas of 
Zimbabwe, sharpened his safari skills by spending his 
early career in the country’s national parks: eight years 
in Mana Pools, much of that time as a canoe guide; five 
in Hwange; and four in Matusadona. By 2004, just as he 
was approaching the apex of his profession, Zimbabwe 
had become a deeply troubled place: White-owned 
farms were seized by militants, many of them claim-
ing to be veterans of the war of independence, with 
the endorsement of Robert Mugabe’s government. 
Opposition leaders were jailed. The economy spiraled 
into ruin as the country’s once strong agricultural sec-
tor collapsed. The national bank frantically printed 
more and more currency, inducing crippling inflation. 
Millions of Zimbabweans were forced to leave their 
country to survive. 

As Zimbabwe’s economy went into free fall and polit-
ical instability made it a no-go zone for most tourists, 
its safari guides were also forced to seek work abroad, 
mainly in Tanzania, Kenya, South Africa and Botswana. 
Christensen had gained enough know-how and profes-
sional recognition to partner with a well-known Kenyan 

guide, Justin Bell, and his company, Wilderness Africa, 
and strike out as a private guide—a kind of uber-guide, 
not wedded to a single park or country, who advises cli-
ents and accompanies them to select destinations. 

But now, four years after Zimbabwe tied its cur-
rency to the dollar and a power-sharing coalition took 
control, stabilizing the economy and the government, 
Christensen and many others like him are starting to 
work again in the landscape they know best and love 
most. As these professionals return—and as tourists 
realize that the country is relatively safe (though it 
remains to be seen whether violence will erupt during 
next year’s elections)—Zimbabwe’s safari industry is 
rebounding. Even though occupancy rates in the high 
season (June to September) are climbing very fast, 
Zimbabwe’s parks are so vast that the country offers 
a safari sweet spot: lots of big game; relatively few 
visitors; and parks that were somehow maintained 
even during the lean years of the last decade.  When 
I ask safari industry insiders in neighboring countries 
where they most want to travel right now, almost all 
give the same answer: on a walking safari in Zimbabwe. 

in contrast to neighboring countries, where 
a big game sighting often provokes a lineup of 
dozens of vehicles vying for the best view, in 
Zimbabwe, it’s just you and the animals. Our 
local guide in Hwange, Dixon, stays behind in 
the vehicle and scans the horizon with bin-

oculars as Christensen and I walk toward the pool of 
water. As we approach the elephants, he takes out a 
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small plastic squeeze bottle containing fine white ash 
and puffs some into the air, gauging the breeze. We are 
downwind and, undetected by the elephants, cover the 
remaining ground quickly and quietly. As we get closer, 
Christensen motions for me to get down on the ground. 
I kneel, take out my binoculars and watch the animals 
drinking from the pool and splashing around with their 
young. A few elephants suddenly look up from the 
water. “They might have spotted us,” says Christensen, 
“stay very still.”

Suddenly there’s a sharp honk from our car horn. 
Christensen looks back toward the driver, who fran-
tically points behind us. Christensen waves for me to 
slowly lay down on the ground, then pokes his head 
up to have a look. Finally he sees, through his bin-
oculars, what the driver is trying to warn us about: a 
pride of lions, stealthily approaching the nearby herd 
of antelope. After he spots the predators, Christensen 
motions for me to follow him back toward the vehicle. 
“The elephants didn’t see us,” he says. “They saw the 
lions. We don’t want to get caught between predator 
and prey. We’re going back to the car—now.”

The lions spot us and 
reroute. By the time we reach 
the car, the antelopes have 
fled the scene and the ele-
phants and lions are facing off. 
Lions don’t normally attack 
full-grown elephants, but they 
sometimes prey on elephant 
calves. As we approach them 
in the vehicle, an elephant bull 
charges a lion as a few other 
lions look on. The elephant 
bull continues to chase the 
lion, holding him at bay and 
allowing the younger, slower elephants to put some dis-
tance between themselves and the super-predators. 

As we watch the confrontation from safely inside 
the Land Rover, I realize what makes getting out of 
the car so special: Down on the ground, walking, 
where we’ll spend the bulk of this safari, you have to 
earn what you see by following animals through the 
bush and approaching them gingerly so they don’t 
bolt. There is also an undeniable adrenaline rush 
from knowing that the only thing protecting you from 
a fierce predator that could effortlessly rip your head 
off is the guidance and know-how of the guy standing 
next to you. 

On the drive back to camp, I ask Christensen what 
he meant when he told us that sometimes you have to 
run. “A few years back I was guiding an older couple,” 
he says. “We were approaching some elephants. An ele-
phant cow started to sniff the ground, and she found our 
scent. Cows are fierce, but you can sometimes outrun 
them if they’re tracking you by scent. We had no choice 
but to run. After about a mile, the woman stopped run-
ning, out of breath. ‘I can’t go any further,’ she told me. 
And she meant it. She was done. But the cow was still 
approaching; it was just a couple of minutes behind us. 
‘I’m going to have to shoot the elephant,’ I said. I took 
my rifle off my shoulder, readying a bullet. Somehow, 
after seeing that, she found a way to run for a half mile 
more, and we managed to lose the cow. That kind of 
thing is rare, but it happens.”

In contrast to neighboring 
countries, where a sighting 

often provokes a lineup 
of dozens of vehicles vying for 

the best view, in Zimbabwe, 
it’s just you and the animals.

CreaTureS greaT 
anD Small   
Elephants taking 
refreshment at a water 
pool in Hwange. 
Below: A hyena at 
Mana Pools; 
accommodations 
at Hwange.
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Our first morning in Pamushana, 
a lodge operated by South Africa’s 
Singita group and located in the south-
eastern part of Zimbabwe, in a private 
reserve filled with ancient baobabs, 
we’re met by Difficult Makumbe, a pro-

fessional tracker whose job it is to help us find rhino. 
Makumbe sits next to Fortune Masuke, our local guide. 
Their names illustrate a peculiar Zimbabwean custom: 
naming a child after the circumstances of his labor and 
childbirth. We drive out a dirt track until Makumbe 
spots some black rhino prints made earlier this morn-
ing, then we jump off the vehicle and prepare to hike. 
Makumbe picks up a long stick from the ground, sharp-
ens its point with his knife blade and leads us into the 
bush. He places the stick on each rhino print he sees. At 
first he proceeds rapidly, skipping quickly from print to 
print. Then, when he loses the trail, he pauses, intently 
focused on the ground around him, and scans the earth 
for any trace of rhino. 

Makumbe learned to track the way many Zimbabwean 
trackers have: As a child, he was in charge of his family’s 
herd of cattle, and at the end of each day he had to find 
them to round them up. When he first came to work at 
Pamushana, he kept quiet about his tracking skills and 
was given the job of unloading food and drinks, setting up 
tables for sundowners and serving Pamushana’s guests. 
The lodge sent him to a tracking school in South Africa 
for training and was surprised when he earned some of 
the best marks ever seen in the course. When he came 
back to Pamushana, he wasn’t slinging soda anymore.

That morning Makumbe follows the black rhino 
tracks for two hours. Though we are feeling energized 
to stay on their trail, Christensen turns to me and says, 
“I think we should stop now. Tracking takes an incred-
ible mental toll. Whenever we track for long distances 
we always switch off every hour or so, or you get com-
pletely exhausted.” We don’t find black rhinos that day, 
but at the end of our walk, we spot two white rhinos. 
“Rhinos have terrible eyesight,” says Christensen, “so if 
they charge you just get behind 
a tree or some other nearby 
object and you’re almost 
always safe.” On this walk, I 
notice Christensen carries no 
gun. “If someone has to shoot 
a rhino here,” he says, “I don’t 
want it to be me.”

Pamushana is the brainchild 
of American hedge-fund bil-
lionaire Paul Tudor Jones, who 
built a trust to safeguard this 
land, located about 300 miles 
southeast of the capital, Harare, near the Mozambique 
border. We had reached Pamushana by private plane, 
before being chauffeured up a steep, winding drive 
that delivered us to a lodge built high into the hillside, 
looking down at a man-made lake and the wild plains 
beyond. For now, contributions to the trust help run the 
lodge, fund community development projects and pay 
for a rapid-response anti-poaching force—the reason 
that rhino are still so easy to spot here. 

Pamushana is far and away the most lavish lodge in 
Zimbabwe and its reversal of fortune in the last two years 
marks the return of high-end tourism. “Just a few years 
ago we were empty over 300 days a year,” says Jason 
Turner, a Zimbabwean who returned home to oversee 
the opening of Pamushana in 2007 after spending sev-
eral years in the European and American hospitality 
industries. “Last year we had guests for over 300 days of 
the year.” The lodge currently operates at a loss, but the 

plan, eventually, is to make the 
place self-sustaining and use 
tourism revenue to protect the 
park, employ local people and 
aid neighboring communities.

“One of the things we’ve 
had to convince people of,” 
says Turner, “is that their 
money isn’t funding a gov-
ernment they might oppose. 
About two percent of what 
guests pay goes to the gov-
ernment, the rest goes to the 

Zimbabweans who work here and feed their families 
from these wages. As people learn that, more and more 
guests decide to visit.”

It’s just possible, if you close your eyes on the way 
from Victoria Falls Airport to the Victoria Falls Hotel 
and only open them once you’re safely ensconced 
inside its colonial-era walls, to encounter the nearby 
falls as travelers did long ago. From the veranda in the 
rear, as you sip a stiff drink, the iron bridge across the 

Down on the ground, 
walking, you have 
to earn what you 

see by approaching 
the animals gingerly 

so they don’t bolt. 
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naTural WonDerS 
Clockwise from top left: 
Breakfast at Mana Pools; 

veteran safari guide 
Stretch Ferreira prepares 

to take clients into 
the wild; the swimming 

pool at Pamushana lodge; 
the bar at Pamushana; 

the park office at Hwange. 
Opposite: Victoria Falls 
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Zambezi River is visible in the foreground, across the 
lawn, down the canyon. In the background is a massive, 
foggy spray of mist that shoots up hundreds of feet into 
the air. Out the back hotel gate, there’s a dirt trail, often 
occupied by baboons and an occasional waterbuck, that 
leads to the park entrance. Victoria Falls, viewed from 
inside the park, is grand, magnificent and completely 
mesmerizing, until you get so wet and cold that shivers 
send you running out of its footprint and back into the 
sun, the trail and, inevitably, to the Victoria Falls Hotel 
veranda. There, with Christensen, we meet a former 
guide he hasn’t seen for years, Blessing Munyenyiwa, 
who trained in the national parks, earned his license, 
left the country just as Christensen did but had 
returned to work at this hotel. 

When Zimbabwe’s economy and safari industry 
ground to a halt, Munyenyiwa decided he wanted 
to learn American-style hospitality, so he headed 
to Orlando, Florida, where he trained to become a 
tour guide at Disney World. After his initial screen-
ing he was selected to become a guide in the Animal 
Kingdom’s Kilimanjaro Safari ride. He didn’t tell his 
teachers that long before he donned his Mickey Mouse 
hat, he’d spent years in the wilds of Africa as an actual 
safari guide. He passed his final exam with flying colors, 
garnering some of the highest marks instructors had 
ever seen. “I was trained by the best,” Munyenyiwa told 
them, still not tipping his hand. 

Munyenyiwa’s story reminds me of what’s drawn 
these men and others like them back to Zimbabwe and 
its game parks. Many of Africa’s safaris, no matter how 
magnificent the game-viewing, offer a kind of Disney 
World experience in which you watch from inside the 
ride as the world unfolds around you. But in this coun-
try, you can approach dangerous animals virtually 
alone, living the thrill of the hunt.

stretch ferreira, a tall, bearded 58-year-
old Zimbabwean who has been guiding 
walking safaris for the last 25 years is 
definitely still living the thrill of the hunt. 
Before he started guiding he was a profes-
sional hunter, and though he lost the desire 

to kill animals, he’s retained a hunter’s mania for track-
ing his quarry. He’s got lion on the brain. 

Ferreira now runs a safari operation in Mana Pools 
called Goliath Safaris, a few hundred miles downriver 
from Victoria Falls on the banks of the Zambezi, just 
across the water from Zambia. It’s the most old school 
of all the camps we visit, with traditional canvas tents 
erected just for the season and a spectacular location 
where you can look up from the breakfast table and 
watch hippos and crocs diving and surfacing on the 
islands in the river. The game concentration at Mana 
Pools is extremely high, especially during the dry season 
when the animals congregate on the flood plains, where 
fruit trees offer them much-needed food. Mana’s ele-
phant bulls, lions and wild dogs are all approachable—as 
long as you have a wily veteran like Ferreira at your side.

From the minute I arrive, Ferreira tells me that he 
is determined to help me have a “moment.” When I ask 
what, exactly, he means by that, he just says, “You got to 
have one, then you’ll know.” Ferreira’s camp is small—
just seven tents—and usually filled with repeat visitors, 
who come not just for the wildlife and natural beauty of 

mornIng glory   
A male kudu basks 
in the early light at 

Mana Pools.
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CloSe enCounTerS
Above: Ferreira, second 
from left, takes his clients 
within a few yards of 
an elephant known as 
JD (short for Juvenile 
Delinquent), as the 
animal pulls down chunks 
of branches to eat. Right: 
Christensen, center, 
confers with Difficult 
Makumbe, left, and 
Fortune Masuke as they 
track a black rhino. 
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sunrise highway
A road in the Hwange 

National Park at 
dawn. Early mornings, 
when prints are fresh, 

are the best time 
to track animals. 

Mana but also to spend time with Ferreira, one of the 
great characters of Zimbabwe’s safari world. As it’s still 
early in the season, he doesn’t yet have a good grasp of 
where the lions are hanging out during the day. Early 
each morning he drives off alone to track down his favor-
ite animals so that he can bring guests back to see them.

The day we arrive Ferreira takes us to a pack of 
wild dogs he’d located. We turn off the main road and 
drive across a dry river and then 
Ferreira inches along a sandy road 
and, finally, rolls to a quiet stop. 
Christensen and I hop off the vehi-
cle, and he tells me that we’ll crawl 
on our bellies to approach the 
dogs. We plant our stomachs in the 
sand and start to slink toward the 
speckled animals lying listlessly in 
the shade. As we creep into range, 
they run off into the adjacent 
scrub. “That means their den is in 
the other direction,” Christensen says. “They have pups 
in the den right now; they’ll always lead us away from 
that place.”

The next morning at Mana, Ferreira takes me out 
in search of my moment. We drive along the riverbank 
and he spots a middle-aged elephant bull known as 
JD—short for Juvenile Delinquent. Ferreira parks the 
truck, unsheathes his rifle, slings it over his shoulder 
and motions for me to follow as he stoops down and 
slowly walks toward the elephant. Whenever we set out 
on a walk like this, Christensen first preps his bolt-action 

rifle and then loads a pencil flare into his breast pocket. 
He doesn’t believe in warning shots, but he does believe 
in first trying the flare, which tends to stop the charge. 
“The last thing a guide ever wants to do is kill an animal,” 
Christensen says, “but you always have to be ready.” 

Zimbabwe is one of several African nations that still 
permits regulated hunting of big game, provided that 
hunters pay a sizable fee to the government for each 

animal they intend to hunt and 
kill only in designated private-
hunting concessions. Though 
Christensen and Ferreira long 
ago renounced hunting for 
themselves, these two guides, 
like almost every guide of their 
generation, grew up hunting in 
rural Zimbabwe. “I’d shoot bush-
pigs as a teenager, then sell the 
meat for spending money,” says 
Christensen. “What we do on 

safari is a lot like what hunters do when they track their 
prey and prepare for a kill.” 

“But we’re not hunting for a trophy to hang over 
our mantelpiece,” says Ferreira. “We’re hunting for a 
moment between us and the animal. That’s much more 
precious. And they don’t end up dead!”

When we get close to JD, we slow down. Ferreira 
pauses and says to me intently, “Even if he charges, 
don’t back away. If he sees you back up, things can get 
very bad.” We walk to the tree nearest JD and then 
Ferreira leads me, stooped over, closer and closer to 

the enormous elephant. Finally he motions for me to sit 
down and we shuffle even closer. JD feeds on the tree 
that towers above us and then, after ripping out all he 
can chew, he approaches us. 

A woman in our small group is alarmed and stands 
up to back away, and just as Ferreira said, JD seizes the 
opportunity to move in quickly to confront us, tusks 
waving near us. Ferreira picks up a stick and motions the 
elephant away, saying, “Easy, my boy. Easy JD.” As JD 
backs up a bit, Ferreira turns to me and says, “Of course 
he doesn’t understand what I say, but he knows my voice 
and he knows not to be afraid. I’m not a threat, so there’s 
no reason for him to attack.” By now JD has worked his 
way up to the tree branches right over our heads. He 
stretches out his trunk, stands up on three legs, pulls 
down huge hunks of the tree and then delicately manip-
ulates them into his mouth. Ferreira motions to me to 
slowly exit the scene while JD focuses on his food. 

As we walk back to the truck, Ferreira turns and says, 
“Now you’ve had your moment. You get it?” I nod.

As Ferreira starts to obsess again over finding lions, 
I think about the many moments that have set this trip 
apart. During eight days in the bush we’ve spotted lion, 
leopard, elephant, buffalo and rhino and, apart from the 
leopard, all on foot and at close range. On other safaris, 
my visual memories were, essentially, not unlike what 
you might find in any guidebook. Here in Zimbabwe, 
what I’m left with are vivid scenes of interacting with 
the animals—plotting how to find them, staying safe 
as we track, approaching them undetected. And then, 
finally, earning a moment.  

“Even if he charges,” 
warns our guide, 
“don’t back away. 

If he sees you 
back up, things can 

get very bad.”

1012_WSJ_Safari_02.indd   95 8/24/12   12:19 PM
08242012111942



THE
COAT

MAKES
THE

 MAN

The ultimate sartorial statement is a fashionable 
overcoat. From fur collars to Glen-plaid checks, 

the best are polished enough for a suit and  
still ruggedly handsome for the great outdoors

PhotograPhy by  andreas  larsson  styling by  david farber

boss coat and pants 
burberry london 
shirt and brioni boots. 
Opposite: dolce 
& gabbana coat 
berluti suit salvatore 
ferragamo shirt and 
Johnston &  
Murphy boots
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Louis Vuitton coat, 
shirt, kimono, tie 
and pants. Opposite: 
Ralph Lauren Purple 
Label trench Dior 
Homme pants and 
Bruno Magli boots

99

1012_WSJ_Coats_02.indd   99 8/23/12   1:42 PM
08232012124412



burberry Prorsum 
coat and tom ford 
turtleneck and 
pants. Opposite: 
lanvin coat and 
pants Calvin Klein 
Collection shirt  
and hUgo boots 
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Salvatore 
Ferragamo coat 

and Tom Ford 
sweater, pants and 

shoes. Opposite: 
Gucci coat, cardigan  

and scarf 
and Burberry  

London suit

Grooming: Anna 
Bernabe for Exclusive 
Artists/Malin + Goetz   

Model: Nicolas 
Ripoll/Whilhelmina

Location Scout: John 
Hutchinson

For details see 
Sources, page 126.
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 A MAGICIAN 
FROM 
MEMPHIS

revival artist  
Willis, shot by Andee 
Nathanson in 1967, 
when he first arrived 
in Marrakech with 
Talitha and J. Paul 
Getty Jr. Opposite: 
The salon vert at Villa 
Oasis; the consoles  
on the right were 
painted by Jacques 
Majorelle, who was 
responsible for the 
original layout of the 
Villa and its garden. 

Moroccan 
craftsmanship was 
on its way 
to extinction  

when an unknown decorator arrived in 
Marrakech in the 1960s. Bill Willis 
revived the skills of artisans—and the 
crumbling homes of expats—with a 
glory yet unmatched. At Villa Oasis, 
home of Yves Saint Laurent and Pierre 
Bergé, Willis’s talent shines undimmed
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Sometimes the survival of ancient skills 
hangs by a frail thread, springing to new life 
through the passions of one person whose vision 
inspires a surge of creativity. Such was the case 

with Bill Willis, Memphis-born and a longtime fixture of 
the sacred yet seamy quarter of Sidi Bel Abbes near the 
heart of the Marrakech medina. Morocco had almost 
forgotten its indigenous architectural and design his-
tory, until Willis’s fresh eye came along to rejoice in its 
contrast of grand sobriety, rainbow palette and subtle 
variations on ancient Islamic themes. His disciples are 
legion, and echoes of his lively vision can still be found 
everywhere in his adopted country. 

Willis had arrived in Morocco in the mid-1960s after 
an adventurous decade that took him from the Stella 
Adler school in New York to England, then to Rome, 
where he opened an antique shop near the Spanish Steps 
that dazzled for a moment. Wildly handsome in a green-
eyed shock-haired Irish fashion, Willis was orphaned 
before he turned 20 and blew his inheritance on a jaunt to 
Europe sampling every hedonistic rapture he could dis-
cover before his self-imposed exile to Tangier in 1966. In 
the following spring, his newly married friends, Talitha 
and J. Paul Getty Jr., arrived from Rome and swept him 
off to Marrakech—virgin territory for all of them.

Together they explored a city very different from 
the throbbing hub it is today. Only a few years earlier 
the power of France in Morocco had waned, and King 
Mohammed had returned to rule. The city was small, 
dilapidated—everything was for sale. The old palaces 
and riads of the medina were being abandoned by their 
owners for French villas in Gueliz—the suburb that con-
sul general Hubert Lyautey had conceived of 40 years 
earlier. As the comforts of the modern world proved 

Grand entranCe 
The vestibule at 
Villa Oasis features 
traditional Moroccan 
treatments such 
as carved plasterwork, 
marble and tile floors 
and tooled metalwork 
on the arched door. 

Paradise fOund
An eight-point 

star of multicolored 
tile designed by 
Willis serves as a 

fountain at Villa Oasis’s 
front entrance; 

the cactus garden 
was redesigned by 

Madison Cox in 2008. 
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raise HiGH  
tHe rOOf Beam  
A view into the dining 
room, guarded by Pierre 
Bergé’s Shibu Inu, Echo. 
The vestibule colors 
are original to the ’20s. 
The coffered cedar 
ceiling in the dining 
room features traditional 
Moroccan motifs. 
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mirrOr, mirrOr 
In the library, entirely 
designed by Willis, 
employing traditional 
wood-carving and 
stenciling techniques, 
armchairs from 
Brazil once belonged 
to the decorator. 
On the wall hangs 
Bergé’s collection of 
Orientalist paintings.  
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more seductive than their tumbling family palaces, 
their former courts and painted rooms were gradually 
invaded by rats, snakes and pigeons. 

The incomparable beauty of the city’s set-
ting, with great palm groves to the north and 
the curtain of snow-capped High Atlas to 
the south, ravished the three friends as they 

searched for a holiday retreat. They eventually settled on 
the Palais du Zahir in the quarter of Sidi Mimoun, near the 
city’s rosy southern ramparts, purchased from its exiled 
French owner for about 10 thousand dollars. Willis, who 
had already decorated the Gettys’ apartment in Rome, 
was commissioned to reawaken this sleeping beauty.

He felt instantly at home in Marrakech, exploring its 
dusty alleys, unearthing subtle evidence of its ancient 
culture and discovering craftsmen still working with 
skills harking back to its medieval past. One maalem 
(or master craftsman), in particular, opened many 
doors for the decorator: Ma’alem Houman, who was 
skilled in the brickwork and tadelakt (a glazed plaster 

mixed with pigment and soap) that Willis brought out 
of the hammam (or bathhouse) and into Moorish inte-
riors. Houman would introduce Willis to masters of 
other crafts, including zellige (glazed tile mosaic), gebs 
(carved and incised white plaster) and mashrabiya 
(intricately carved cedar for pierced screens). Not all 
were local. For centuries, silver-bearded turbaned 
craftsmen from Fez and Meknes had been coming to 
work in the ancient mosques and palaces of Marrakech, 
instructing sloe-eyed youths in their arts. 

Willis soon discovered Jean Gallotti and Albert 
Laprade’s Le Jardin et la Maison Arabes au Maroc, a 
magnificent book featuring Lucien Vogel’s photographs 
of the finest work from the ’20s and line drawings 
clarifying, with great precision, the techniques used—
naming, for example, each tiny shape that creates the 
great sunburst of zellige. The Gettys’ palace, with its 
four courtyards, ancient harem and great green-glazed 
garden court, still retained much of its 19th-century 
grandeur, as well as decorative traces from the ’20s 
and ’30s. Thus, learning a new design language, Willis 

worked his spell, knitting everything together with con-
fidence, subtlety and gaiety. 

The Gettys’ place sprung to life as Gore Vidal, 
Marianne Faithful, Michelangelo Antonioni, Dado 
Ruspoli, the Rolling Stones and Lords Warwick and 
Lichfield visited to bask in its sudden refreshment. 
Others, simultaneously drawn to this city of the plain, 
were soon lured by Willis and the Gettys from their 
medina hideaways to Sidi Mimoun, enticed not only by 
the charms of its inhabitants, but by the grace, wit and 
sparkle of Willis’s décor, which became swiftly legend-
ary. Among the very first were Yves Saint Laurent and 
Pierre Bergé, who sensed instantly that here was an 
artist of exceptional gifts and imagination. They were 
to become his most constant, loyal, supportive and cre-
ative clients—mentors and friends as well—working 
with him for over 40 years as they transformed their 
own kingdom around the Jardin Majorelle. 

Saint Laurent and Bergé had discovered their run-
down corner of paradise soon after their arrival. The 
painter Jacques Majorelle had lived in Marrakech for 

COlOrs Of 
Paradise 
The view through 
a pair of painted 
doors into the library.  
Left: A small nook  
in the library, which  
Yves Saint Laurent said  
was his “favorite  
room in the world.”

In 1967, Talitha and Paul 
Getty arrived from 

Rome and swept Willis 
off to Marrakech—virgin 

territory for all of them.
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master Builder  Below: Willis’s office 
in his house, in the heart of the medina. 

Right: Willis, circa 1970, photographed by 
Bergé at Dar El Hanche, the first house he 

owned with Saint Laurent. 

dream weaver 
Above: A boudoir 
designed by Willis 
for Dar Zuylen, 
Marie-Hélène de 
Rothschild’s home 
on the outskirts 
of Marrakech. Left: 
A watercolor sketch 
for one of Willis’s 
unrealized projects. 

uP On tHe rOOf Talitha and Paul Getty 
in the ’60s, on top of the palace complex Willis 
restored and renovated for them. 

HOme frOnt The main 
drawing room at Willis’s 
house, which was one wing of 
a palace in Marrakech.

Our CrOwd Above: 
The still popular restaurant 
Dar Yacout in Marrakech, 
designed by Willis. Right: 

Willis with Saint Laurent 
(far right), Bergé (middle) 

and Saint Laurent muse 
Betty and her husband, the 
designer Francois Catroux. 
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editing, enriching and echoing earlier 
work, created the richly wrought plea-
sure dome that became their home 
(Dar es Saada was converted to a guest-
house). From the marbled central hall, 
with its raised platform for musicians, 
rooms flow: on the right, the wondrous 
library and bedroom; on the left, the 
salon vert—its ceiling green and white; 
the salon bleu, with its shimmering 
fireplace and paintings by F.L. Schmied 
and Boutet de Monvel; a small dining 
room with bold flowering panels and a 
deep-scarlet steeply beamed ceiling; and 
out to the garden and the green-roofed 
pavilion that seems to float above the 
pools of water lilies. 

Everywhere the rich repertory of 
Moorish decoration is celebrated, using 
a surprising palette that at times echoes 
the freshness and gaiety of the surround-
ing garden; at other times—as in the 
ravishing library—applies more sombre, 
mysterious, crepuscular tones. Many 
people contributed to this astonishing 
creation—Jacques Grange to the furnish-
ing; Messieurs Dominique and Filloucat, 
both of Marrakech, to the woodwork 
and the painting, respectively—but it 
was always Willis who interpreted, with 
boundless verve and imagination, the 
yearnings of his more fastidious, most 
favored and like-minded clients. This 
secret, beautiful world, consisting of 
two private houses and the public Jardin 
Majorelle, has been saved from extinc-
tion by the Foundation Jardin Majorelle, 
run by garden designer Madison Cox, 
Bergé’s longtime friend and restorer of 
their gardens.

W illis was capable of 
working in many veins. 
In his own home—a frag-
ment of a medina palace, 

its great room with a high-painted dome overlooking 
a desolate graveyard—his use of marble and zellige 
was spare. Elegantly detailed brickwork, tadelakt 
and painted wood boldly articulating the architecture 
were his private pleasures. He lived among fragments 
of antiquity and talismanic objects from primitive cul-
tures, creating a setting for him alone—not especially 
comfortable for visitors, although he was an exem-
plary host, serving delicious food rather later in the 
day than most. Early in his Marrakech career, he built 

more than 40 years until his death in 1962. Like his 
father, he was interested in decoration, but his great skill 
and passion was gardening, and here he created a garden 
with noble collections of palms, bamboo and cacti.

At first they bought Dar es Saada, a modest, 
neglected house next door to Majorelle’s garden where 
Willis helped them make a holiday retreat with rooms 
for guests—simple, elegant, cool and welcoming. 
Later, in the early ’80s, they bought the much larger 
Villa Oasis—Majorelle’s own house—and, with Willis 

swan song
The master bedroom—
Willis’s final project, 
begun a month before 
his death—was 
completed by Bergé. 
The cedar paneling 
is painted with 
Moroccan motifs. 

Saint Laurent sensed  
instantly that Willis was an 

artist of exceptional  
gifts and imagination. 
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Everywhere the rich 
repertory of Moorish 

decoration is 
celebrated, using a 

surprising palette that 
at times echoes 

the freshness  
and gaiety of the 

surrounding garden.  

COzY COrner
An alcove in the salon 

vert brings together 
several traditional 

techniques: a richly 
painted carved  

cedar arch; intricate 
tile work; and a slick 

marble floor.
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Everywhere the rich 
repertory of Moorish 

decoration is 
celebrated, using a 

surprising palette that 
at times echoes 

the freshness  
and gaiety of the 

surrounding garden.  

a little jewel of a house at Sidi Mimoun—all brick, at 
once graceful and robust. If you follow the western 
wall of the king’s new palace, just past the Gettys’ 
house (which is now owned by Bernard-Henri Lévy 
and his wife, Arielle Dombasle), there it is, unchanged, 
at least outwardly. The interior was exquisite, and 
hopefully remains so. 

Willis was not enthusiastic about the concept of 
“progress.” He found it coarsening, unappealing and 
preferred the city as he remembered it. So, as life 
rolled on, he spent more time at home listening to 
opera and watching tennis. He was not grieved that 
so many of his ideas had been hijacked by far less 
gifted architects and soi-disant designers, nor did he 
trumpet the truth that so much happening in mod-
ern Moroccan architecture and decoration had once 
flowed from his pen and his head of wild curls. Time 
and Jack Daniels took their toll, and he left home 
less and less. His interment in Marrakech’s Christian 
cemetery (where he lies in the company of old drink-
ing companions) was attended by several dignified 
Moroccan men representing the guilds of the city’s 
craftsmen and builders. They came to show their 
respect and to honor the memory of someone who 
came from far away and made an extraordinary con-
tribution to their work and livelihood.  

Green daY  
Bergé in the garden. 

Right: In the salon 
vert, a lacquer panel 

by Jean Dunand hangs 
above a seating 

area designed by 
Jacques Grange. 

Below: A corner of 
the salon vert.
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Palo Samko wears a Brioni suit. 
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AgAinsT
THE

gRAin

PhotograPhY BY  roBi  rodriguez  StYLiNg BY  david FarBer

Though 25 years have passed since Michael Douglas played a mercenary corporate 
raider in Wall Street, his character’s petroleum-slick style has remained the ideal of 
power suiting. But what once epitomized glamour and excess—pinstripes, suspend-
ers, poofy pocket squares and, implausibly, a tennis bracelet—now looks better fitted 
for a Don Corleone type. Perhaps it’s the economy. Or the evolution of the modern, 
more enlightened man. A new look for titans of industry had to emerge eventually. 
It’s no surprise that the same Italians who propagated decades of double-breasted, 
box-cut finery would be the first ones to get it right.

Today, established brands, like Brioni and Canali, are offering updated takes on 
the classic banker’s suit. The cut is slimmer. The lapels are narrower. And the body 
length, which was once tailored to hit at the end of the thumb, has now inched up 
to the palm. If that weren’t enough, silk fabrics have been replaced by luxuriously 
textured, nubby blends such as cashmere and wool. Pinstripes—then as chalky as 
that other substance for which the ’80s were so well known—are subtle and blurred, 
and come in subdued colors like pearl gray and burgundy. Complementing this more 
youthful silhouette, ties are also narrower and made of wool. And shirts are meant to 
be worn in obscure shades, like dusty taupe and dove blue.

To demonstrate just how far the banker’s suit has come, we decided to photo-
graph them on a particularly nonestablishment group of men: brilliant woodworkers 
who, while appreciative of craft, have about as much need for a tailored jacket as a 
glue gun. Wearing the top Italian brands in their New York studios, these artisans 
look sublimely at ease. After all, isn’t a suit that looks as good among power tools as 
PowerPoint the smartest design of all?

Four leading woodworkers, 
more accustomed to denim and sawdust, pay respect to 

the distinct tailoring of fine Italian suiting
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Evan & OlivEr 
HaslEgravE

Brothers Evan, 29, left, and Oliver, 33, specialize in rustic-
backcountry-chic restaurant interiors. Their work, for their 

company, Home, can be seen in New York at Goat Town, 
Kings County Distillery and Van Leeuwen Artisan Ice Cream.

Evan wears an ermenegildo zegna suit. 
Oliver wears a Brunello Cucinelli suit.
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andrEw raiblE
At his Standard 41 studio, Raible, 45,  

designs clean, modern furniture with surrealist twists, 
such as a table that sits at an asymmetrical tilt. 

Andrew wears a Kiton suit.
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PalO samkO
Samko, 37, designs one-of-a-kind furniture with whimsical 
details, such as a table inlaid with a client’s astrological sign 

and wooden stools with tiny carved birds. 
Palo wears a Canali suit. for details see Sources, page 126.
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A 
famous anecdote, told by Patrick Leigh Fermor himself in his book Mani, 
relates how on one furnace-hot evening in the town of Kalamata, in the 
remote region for which that book is named, Fermor and his dinner compan-
ions picked up their table and carried it nonchalantly and fully dressed into 

the sea. It is a few years after World War II, and the English are still an exotic rarity in 
this part of Greece. There they sit until the waiter arrives with a plate of grilled fish, 
looks down at the displaced table and calmly—with an unflappable Greek stoicism—
wades into the water to serve dinner. Soon the diners are surrounded by little boats 
and out come the bouzouki and the wine. A typical Fermor evening has been consum-
mated, though driving through Kalamata today one has trouble imagining the scene 
being repeated. The somniferous hamlet of the far-off 1950s is now filled with cocktail 
bars and volleyball nets. The ’50s, let alone the war, seems like another millennium.

 Fermor, or “Paddy,” as many educated Greeks knew him, died last year at the age 
of 96. He is remembered not only as the greatest travel writer of his generation, or 
even his century, but as a hero of the Battle of Crete, in which he served as a com-
mando in the British special forces. 

“For as long as he is read and remembered,” Christopher Hitchens wrote upon 

Land’s end 
The promontory in 
Mani where Fermor 
built his house in the 
1960s. His terrace 
is visible at the 
cliff’s edge. Above: 
Fermor in an undated 
photograph. 

AT hOMe
IN The

WORLD

War hero, self-made 
scholar and the greatest 
travel writer of his 
generation, Patrick 
Leigh Fermor lived on 
a remote peninsula 
in the Peloponnese 
until his death last year. 
From a humble house 

he built himself, now being restored by 
an Athens museum, he explored Greece’s 
romantic landscape—and forged a profound 
link to its premodern past
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Fermor’s death, “the ideal of the hero will be a real one.” Hitchens placed Fermor at 
the center of a brilliant English generation of “scholar warriors,” men forged on the 
battlefields of the mid-century: This included poet John Cornford, martyred in the 
Spanish Civil War, and the scholar and writer Xan Fielding, a close personal friend of 
Fermor’s who was also active in Crete and Egypt during the war, and a guest of the 
aforementioned dinner party. When Fermor said Fielding was “a gifted, many-sided, 
courageous and romantic figure, at the same time civilized and bohemian,” he could 
have been describing himself.

But Fermor was a man apart. Born in 1915 into the Anglo-Irish upper class—
the son of a famous geologist—Fermor, literally, walked away from his social class 
and its expectations almost at once. At 18, he traveled by foot across Europe to 
Constantinople—a feat later recorded in his books A Time of Gifts and Between the 
Woods and the Water. In the ’30s he traveled through Greece, mastering its lan-
guage and exploring its landscapes with meticulous attention. He fell in love with a 
Romanian noblewoman, Balasha Cantacuzene (a deliciously Byzantine name), and the 
outbreak of war found him at her family estate in Moldavia. 

Because of his knowledge of Greek, the British posted him to Albania. He then 
joined the Special Operations Executive (SOE) and was subsequently parachuted into 
German-occupied Crete. In 1944 Fermor and a small group of Cretan partisans and 
British commandos kidnapped General Heinrich Kreipe, commander of the German 
forces on the island, and drove him in his staff car through enemy lines disguised in 
German uniforms. (They would have been shot on the spot if discovered.) Kreipe was 
later spirited away to British Egypt, but as they were crossing Mount Ida, a legendary 
scene unfolded. Fermor described it himself:

“Looking across the valley at [the] flashing mountain-crest, the general mur-
mured to himself: ‘Vides ut alta stet nive candidum Soracte.’ [See how Mount Soracte 
stands out white with deep snow.] It was one of the [Horace odes] I knew! I continued 
from where he had broken off... The general’s blue eyes had swivelled away from the 
mountain-top to mine—and when I’d finished, after a long silence, he said: ‘Ach so, 
Herr Major!’ It was very strange. As though, for a long moment, the war had ceased to 
exist. We had both drunk at the same fountains long before; and things were different 
between us for the rest of our time together.”

A
fter the war, now decorated for his heroism, Fermor settled in 
Greece. He and his wife, Joan Rayner, a well-traveled Englishwoman whom 
he’d met in Cairo, built a house just outside the village of Kardamyli, a few 
miles down the jagged coast from Kalamata, in the wild and remote Mani. 

It was a place that, even in the early ’60s, almost no one visited. “Homer’s Greece,” 
as he put it admiringly. 

“It was unlike any village I had seen in Greece,” he wrote in Mani. “These houses, 
resembling small castles built of golden stone with medieval-looking pepper-pot tur-
rets, were topped by a fine church. The mountains rushed down almost to the water’s 
edge with, here and there among the whitewashed fishermen’s houses near the sea, 

great rustling groves of calamus reed 
ten feet high and all swaying together 
in the slightest whisper of wind.” It was 
timeless. Kardamyli, indeed, is one of 
the seven cities that Agamemnon offers 
a scowling Achilles as a reward for his 
rejoining the paralyzed Achaean army at 
Troy in The Iliad.

“Not a house in sight,” Fermor later 
wrote of his adopted view, in a letter to 
his friend the Duchess of Devonshire, 
“nothing but the two rocky headlands, 
an island a quarter of a mile out to sea 
with a ruined chapel, and a vast expanse 
of glittering water, over which you see 
the sun setting till its last gasp.”

Fermor and his wife 
built a house in the 
wild and remote Mani. 
It was a place that, 
even in the ’60s, 
almost no one visited. 
 “Homer’s Greece,” 
as he put it admiringly.

rough magic  
Fermor’s house, 

with the Taygetus 
mountain range in the 

background. Below: 
The living room, a 

place seemingly 
designed for reading 

and conversation. 
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The house, still largely untouched from when Fermor lived there, was bequeathed 
to the Benaki Museum in Athens. As I walked through it alone during a visit there 
this spring, it reminded me in some ways of Ian Fleming’s Goldeneye in Jamaica, a 
spartan but splendidly labyrinthine retreat devoted to both a productive life and to 
the elegant sunset cocktail hour. In one bedroom stood a set of Shakespeare volumes 
with painstakingly hand-penned spines; on a wall, a painted Buddhist mandala. In 
the living room there were faded wartime photographs of Fermor on horseback, 
armed and dressed like a Maniot. The whole house felt like a series of monastic cells, 
their piety replaced by a worldly curi-
osity, an endless warren of blackened 
fireplaces, bookshelves and windows 
framing the sea.

Fleming and Fermor were, perhaps 
predictably, close friends. Fleming’s Live 
and Let Die freely quotes from Fermor’s 
book about the Caribbean, The Traveller’s 
Tree. It was Fermor who made Fleming 
(and, of course, Bond) long for Jamaica. 
But where Fleming retreated to Jamaica 
to knock out six-week thrillers, Fermor 
lived in his landscape more deeply; he 
explored with dogged rigor its ethnog-
raphy, its dialects, its mystical lore. His 
books are not “travel” in the usual sense. 
They are explorations of places known 
over years, fingered like venerable books 
and therefore loved with precision, with 
an amorous obsession for details.

Fermor led an active social life, and 
the house in Mani, however remote, 
was a place that attracted many 
friends, literary luminaries and even 
admiring strangers over the years. His 
circle included the historian John Julius 
Norwich and his daughter, Artemis 
Cooper; the literary critic Cyril Connolly; the Greek painter Nikos 
Ghika; and the writer Bruce Chatwin. In an obituary for Fermor in 
2011, The New York Times put it thus: “The couple’s tables, in Mani 
and in Worcestershire, were reputed to be among the liveliest in 
Europe. Guests, both celebrities and local people, came to dine with 
them. The journalist and historian Max Hastings called Mr. Leigh 

Fermor ‘perhaps the most brilliant conversationalist of his time, wearing his lit-
eracy light as wings, brimming over with laughter.’ ” 

Standing on Fermor’s terrace, with its fragments of classical sculpture and its ver-
tiginous view of a turquoise cove of stones, I felt as if the inhabitants of 40 years ago 
had momentarily gone inside for a siesta and would soon be out for a dusk-lit gin and 
tonic. It seemed a place designed for small, intimate groups that could pitch their talk 
against a vast sea and an even vaster sky. 

It also had something neat and punctilious about it. While sitting there, I could 
not help remembering that Fermor had once sternly 
corrected Fleming for a tiny factual error in his novel 
On Her Majesty’s Secret Service. Didn’t Fleming know 
that Bond could not possibly be drinking a half bottle 
of Pol Roger? It was the only champagne, Fermor 
scolded, never sold in half bottles. It was exactly the 
sort of false note that Paddy never missed, and that 
the creator of Bond should not have missed either. 
Truth for Fermor lay in the details, and his books 
show the same straining eye for the small fact, the 
telling minutiae.

Life and Legend 
clockwise from top: 
Fermor in ithaca, in 

1946; among the items 
on his mantelpiece is 
a card with his closest 

friends’ phone numbers; 
Fermor’s desk; his 

portrait, painted by his 
friend, the greek artist 

nikos ghika.o
pe

n
in

g
 s

pr
eA

d
: p

H
o

To
 B

y 
jo

A
n

 l
ei

g
H

 F
er

M
o

r
, c

o
u

r
Te

sy
 T

H
e 

n
ew

 y
o

r
k 

r
ev

ie
w

 o
F 

Bo
o

k
s 

(F
er

M
o

r
). 

TH
is

 p
Ag

e:
 j

o
A

n
 l

ei
g

H
 F

er
M

o
r

, c
o

u
r

Te
sy

 T
H

e 
n

ew
 y

o
r

k 
r

ev
ie

w
 o

F 
Bo

o
k

s 
(F

er
M

o
r

); 
n

ic
o

lA
s 

g
H

ik
A

, c
o

u
r

Te
sy

 o
F 

Be
n

A
ki

 M
u

se
u

M
 (

pA
in

Ti
n

g
)

  123

1012_WSJ_Fermor_01.indd   123 8/22/12   12:27 PM
08222012113025



Ireland, where the Duchess was staying. 
“I’m told,” he writes, “there’s a stream that flows under your window, up which 

I propose to swim and, with a final effort, clear the sill and land on the carpet…But 
please be there. Otherwise there is all the risk of filleting, meunière, etc., and, worst 
of all, au bleu…”

M
ani, meanwhile, was a far cry from English country houses and fox-
hunting parties. Its remoteness and austerity—especially immediately 
after the war—were truly forbidding. As Fermor pointed out, this was a 
place that the Renaissance and all its effects had never touched. It was 

still sunk in Europe’s premodern past—a place still connected by a thousand invisible 
threads to the pagan world.

Above Kardamyli rise the Taygetus range and the forests that Fermor loved to 
wander. Steep paved footpaths called kalderimi ascend up into half-abandoned vil-
lages like Petrovonni and, above it, the church of Agia Sophia, which looks down on 

the Viros Gorge. In Mani Fermor remem-
bers that it was here, near the city of 
Mistra, that Byzantium died out a few 
years after the fall of Constantinople, 
and where the continuously creative 
Greek mind lasted the longest. It is a 
delicate, luminous landscape—at once 
pagan and Christian.

Fermor discovered that Maniots 
still carried within them the demonol-
ogy of the ancient world, filled with 
pagan spirits. They called these spirits 
the daimonia, or ta’ xotika: supernatu-
ral beings “outside” the Church who 
still—as Nereids, centaurs, satyrs and 
Fates—lived in the streams and glades 
of the Mani. They still believed in “The 
Faraway One,” a spirit who haunted sun-
blazing crossroads at midday and who 
Fermor deduced to be the god Pan. The 
Mani was only Christianized, after all, in 
the 10th century. Fermor also described 
how an illiterate Greek peasant, wander-

ing through archaeological museums, might look up at ancient statues 
of centaurs and cry, immediately, “A Kallikantzaros [centaur]!” To 
him, it was a living creature.

I hiked up to Exohori, where Bruce Chatwin had, 25 years ago, dis-
covered the tiny chapel of St. Nicholas while he was visiting Fermor. (I 
had, in fact, been given Chatwin’s old room in the hotel next to Fermor’s 
house.) Chatwin venerated the older writer, and the two men would 
walk together for hours in the hills. Fermor, for his part, found Chatwin 
enchanting and almost eerily energetic. Yet Chatwin was inspired not 
just by Fermor but by where he lived. When Chatwin was dying, he 
converted to Greek Orthodox. It was Fermor, in the end, who buried 
Chatwin’s ashes under an olive tree next to St. Nicholas, in sight of the 
sea of Nestor and Odysseus. 

Exohori felt as deserted as the other strongholds of the Mani, its 
schools closed and only the elderly left behind. It possesses an atmo-
sphere of ruin and aloofness. I remembered a haunting passage from 
Mani in which Fermor describes how villagers once scoured out the 
painted eyes of saints in church frescoes and sprinkled the crumbs into 
the drinks of girls whom they wanted to fall in love with them. So, one 
villager admits to Fermor that it wasn’t the Turks after all.

As a former guerrilla of the savage Cretan war, Fermor felt at home 
here. It was a thorny backwater similarly ruled by a warrior code. Its 
bellicose villages were, almost within living memory, frequently car-
peted with bullet casings. It was a vendetta culture.

The Mani was for centuries the only place in Greece apart from 
the Ionians islands and Crete (which, nevertheless, fell to the Turks 
in 1669) to remain mostly detached from the Ottoman Empire. Its 

I noticed, meanwhile, a handsomely stocked drinks cabinet inside the house, in the 
cool, cavernously whitewashed living room lined with books—the selection dominated 
by a fine bottle of Nonino grappa. On the mantelpiece stood a card with the telephone 
numbers of his closest friends, Artemis Cooper (whose biography of Fermor is being 
published this month) and Deborah Mitford, later the Duchess of Devonshire.

Fermor had been at the heart of many aristocratic circles, including those of the 
notorious Mitford sisters. The youngest of the Mitfords—“Debo,” as she was known—
became Fermor’s lifelong intimate and correspondent. Their polished and witty 
letters have recently been published in the book In Tearing Haste. 

He was a frequent visitor at her country estate, Chatsworth, and the two were 
platonically entwined through their letters well into old age. They were, however, 
strange epistolary bedfellows. The Duchess hated books (“Quelle dread surprise,” 
she writes upon learning that a famous French writer is coming to dinner), while 
Fermor was the very definition of the dashing, encyclopedic gypsy scholar. In one 
letter the Duchess boasts that Evelyn Waugh gave her a signed copy of his latest 
book, which turned out to have blank 
pages throughout; he knew she hated 
reading. But the gardening-mad Duchess 
slyly understood all her correspondent’s 
erudite gags. 

Their gossip was gentle and civi-
lized, and underneath it flowed a kind of 
unrequited love. In his first letter of the 
collection, written in 1955 from Nikos 
Ghika’s house on Hydra, Fermor pro-
poses having himself turned into a fish 
by a young local witch and swimming all 
the way from Greece to Lismore Castle in 

war and peace 
clockwise from top: 

Fermor, seated at 
center, with the team 

that kidnapped a 
german commander 

in crete; Fermor 
and his close friend, 

the duchess of 
devonshire; a dashing 

Fermor wearing a 
traditional Fustanella. ©
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we find an enchanting glimpse of a riotous Fermor visit to Durrell 
in Cyprus just after the war. The two men stayed up half the night 
singing obscure Greek songs, rejoicing in shared Hellenic lore and 
making a lot of noise.

“Once as they went through Paddy’s vast repertoire of Greek songs 
far into the night, the lane outside the house filled with quiet neigh-
bors, among them the usually boisterous Frangos, who told Larry, 
‘Never have I heard Englishmen singing Greek songs like this!’ ” Their 
shared virtuosity in the Greek language was remarkable.

Greece, for some of the young prewar generation, held a special 
magic. It was a youthful Eden, a place linked to the ancient world 
that was doomed to disappear in the near future. It’s a mood can-
nily incarnated in Henry Miller’s The Colossus of Maroussi, which 
records journeys that Miller and Durrell undertook together in 
1939. But no one sang Greece more profoundly than Fermor, and 
no one tried more ardently to argue its core importance to Western 
culture, both now and—a more radical argument—in the future. 

Roumeli and Mani are his twin love songs to Greece, but it is in 
Mani that he most eloquently lamented the disappearance of folk 
cultures under the mindless onslaught of modernity and celebrated 
most beautifully what he thought of as an immortal landscape in 
which human beings naturally found themselves humanized. 

Consider his illustration of the Greek sky that always seemed to 
hang so transparently above his own house: “A sky which is higher 

and lighter and which surrounds one closer and stretches further into space than 
anywhere else in the world. It is neither daunting nor belittling but hospitable and 
welcoming to man and as much his element as the earth; as though a mere error 
in gravity pins him to the rocks or the ship’s deck and prevents him from being 
assumed into infinity.” 

people—an impenetrable mix of ancient Lacedaemonians, Slavs and Latins—were 
never assimilated into Islamic rule, and their defiant palaces perched above the 
sea never had their double-headed Byzantine eagles removed. Here, Fermor wrote, 
was “a miraculous surviving glow of the radiance that gave life to this last comet 
as it shot glittering and sinking across the sunset sky of Byzantium.” Mani, there-
fore, explores wondrous connections 
in our forgotten Greek inheritance (it 
argues, for example, that Christianity 
itself was the last great invention of 
the classical Greek world). But Fermor’s 
philhellenism was not dryly bookish. It 
was intensely lived, filled with intoxica-
tion and carnal play. 

His contemporary and fellow Anglo-
Irish philhellene Lawrence Durrell was, 
in so many ways, his kindred spirit in 
this regard. They were also close friends 
and had reveled together at the famous 
Tara mansion in Cairo during the war. 
Mani, in any case, stands naturally 
beside Bitter Lemons and Prospero’s Cell 
as love songs to the Greece of that era. 
In Ian MacNiven’s biography of Durrell, 

Leading Light
A portrait of Fermor in 
1987. Below: A sunset 

view from Fermor’s 
house, which was 

bequeathed to the 
Benaki Museum.  

“‘For as long as 
he is read and 
  remembered,” 

Christopher  
  Hitchens wrote 

upon Fermor’s 
death, “the ideal 

of the hero will 
be a real one.”©
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etro.com; Car Shoe moccasin, 
$395, mrporter.com; Monique Péan 
Homme cuff links, $10,925, barneys 
.com; Michael Bastian jacket, $1,785, 
and shirt, $585, barneys.com; Michael 
Bastian tie, $185, and pants, $645, 
bergdorfgoodman.com; P.S. Paul 
Smith shirt, $255, mrporter.com
Page 40
Audemars Piguet watch, $37,200, 
audemarspigeut.com; TAG Heuer 
watch, $4,900, tagheuer.com; OMEGA 
watch, $4,700, omegawatches.com; 
David Yurman watch, $7,200, 212-752-
4255; Bulgari watch, $32,100, bulgari 
.com; Ermenegildo Zegna watch, 
$5,700, zegna.com

beyond the brown

Pages 63-67
Page 63
Prada sunglasses, $310, 212-226-8276; 
Coach wallet, $118, coach.com; 
J.Crew tie, $79.50, jcrew.com; Dolce 
& Gabbana watch, $21,500, Dolce & 
Gabbana Beverly Hills; Verdura cuff 
links, $8,750, verdura.com
Page 64
Cutler & Gross sunglasses, $500, 
cutlerandgross.com; Tod’s document  
holder, $395, tods.com; Stubbs 
& Wootton shoes, $450, 
stubbsandwootton.com; Girard-
Perregaux watch, $35,400, 
646-495-9915; Lanvin wallet, $435, 
212-450-8300; Rolex watch, $36,850, 
rolex.com; David Yurman bracelets, 
(left to right) $250, $495, $295, 

Cover
Dolce & Gabbana coat, $2,275, 
dolcegabbana.it

table of Contents
Pages 21-28
Page 21
Bottega Veneta coat, $3,350, sweater, 
$1,550, shirt, $410, and tie, $200, 
bottegaveneta.com

Market report: trend
Pages 38-40
Page 38
Missoni jacket, $1,655, pants, $1,055, 
cardigan, $840, shirt, $690, scarf, 
$865, and boots, $755, missoni.com; 
Jaeger-LeCoultre watch, $11,400, 
310-734-0525; ETRO bag, $1,715, C

o
ll

ie
r

 S
C

h
o

r
r

davidyurman.com
Page 66
Bruno Magli boots, $1,075, 
brunomagli.it; Paul Smith “Claydon” 
frames, $270, 212-627-9770; Tiffany 
wallet, $495, tiffany.com; Brioni 
gloves, $450, brioni.com; Salvatore 
Ferragamo folio, $1,350, 800-628-
8916; BOSS belt, $95, hugoboss.com
Page 67
Brunello Cucinelli scarf, $655, 212-
813-0900; Ralph Lauren bag, $4,500, 
select Ralph Lauren stores; Burberry 
Prorsum umbrella, $850, burberry 
.com; John Lobb shoes, $1,350, 212-
888-9797

a few good Men
Page 81 
J. Crew turtleneck, $158, jcrew 
.com, starting December 1; Michael 
Bastian pants, $465, parkandbond 
.com; Billy Reid boots, $495, 
billyreid.com; Ray-Ban sunglasses, 
$149.95, available at Sunglass Hut

the kid stays 
in the piCture
Pages 82-85
Page 82 
Ralph Lauren Black Label Denim shirt, 
$350, select Ralph Lauren stores
Page 83 
Giorgio Armani sport coat, $2,095, 
armani.com
Page 84 
Todd Snyder T-shirt, $70, barneys.com; 
J. Lindeberg pants, similar styles 
jlindeberg.com; Bruno Magli boots, 
$545, nordstrom.com
Page 85
(Page 85, left, and this page) Dolce & 
Gabbana coat, $2,275, dolcegabbana 
.it; (page 85, right) Todd Snyder 
sweatshirt, $175, Barneys New 
York; Ray-Ban sunglasses, $149.95, 
available at Sunglass Hut

the Coat 
Makes the Man
Pages 96-103
Page 96 
BOSS coat, $1,895, and trousers, $345, 
800-HUGOBOSS; Burberry London 
shirt, $250, burberry.com; Brioni 
boots, $850, brioni.com
Page 97 
Dolce & Gabbana coat, $2,695, 
dolcegabbana.it; Berluti suit, price 
upon request, berluti.com; Salvatore 
Ferragamo shirt, $310, 800-628-8916;
Johnston & Murphy boots, $295, 
johnstonmurphy.com 
Page 98 

Ralph Lauren Purple Label trench, 
$6,995, select Ralph Lauren stores; 
Dior Homme trousers, $1,000, 212-
421-6009; Bruno Magli boots, $545, 
nordstrom.com
Page 99 
Louis Vuitton coat, $2,900, shirt, 
$540, kimono, $460, tie, $245, and 
pants, $790, louisvuitton.com
Page 100 
Burberry Prorsum coat, $3,595, 
burberry.com; Tom Ford turtleneck, 
by special order, and pants, $820, 
212-359-0300
Page 101 
Lanvin trench, $4,150, Jeffrey NY 212-
206-1272, and pants, $950, 646-439-
0380; Calvin Klein Collection shirt, 
$295, 212-292-9000; HUGO boots, 
$545, 800-HUGOBOSS
Page 102
Gucci coat, $2,250, cardigan, $795, 
and scarf, $315, gucci.com; Burberry 
London suit, $1,295, burberry.com 
Page 103 
Salvatore Ferragamo coat, $3,470, 
800-628-8916; Tom Ford pants, by 
special order, turtleneck, $1,310, and 
shoes $1,350, 212-359-0300

against the grain
Pages 114-119
Page 114 
Brioni suit, $860, brioni.com; Seize sur 
Vingt shirt, $220, 212-625-1620; Canali 
tie, $150, canali.it; Paul Stuart pocket 
square, price upon request, paulstuart 
.com; Raf Simons shoes, price upon 
request, mrporter.com
Page 116 
Ermenegildo Zegna suit, $2,895, 888-
800-3462; Burberry London shirt, 
$295, burberry.com; BOSS tie, $145, 
HUGOBOSS.com; J. Crew shoes, price 
upon request, jcrew.com
Page 117 
Brunello Cucinelli suit, $4,035, 
312-266-6000; Seize sur Vingt shirt, 
$220, 212-625-1620; BOSS tie, $145, 
HUGOBOSS.com; Johnston & Murphy 
shoes, $295, johnstonmurphy.com 
Page 118 
Kiton suit, $7,985, kiton.it; Brunello 
Cucinelli shirt, $495, and pocket 
square, $160, 312-266-6000; Brioni 
tie, $225, and boots, price upon 
request, brioni.com
Page 119 
Canali suit, $2,500, canali.it; Ralph 
Lauren Purple Label shirt, $450, select 
Ralph Lauren stores; Michael Bastian 
tie, $185, 212-228-3400; Thomas Pink 
Pocket Square, price upon request, 
thomaspink.com

SOURCES

rare birds After 
a stop-and-go start, 
actor Joel Edgerton, 
star of Zero Dark 
Thirty, is finally hitting 
the big time.
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Ferragamo swiss timepieces: legendary italian
styling featuring masculine carbon fiber case, deep
dish textured dial, 24 hr gmt movement with big date,
brilliant orange luminescent indexes & hands, matching
caoutchouc band & dual deployant buckle.

(866) 425-9882
sugg. retail: $1925
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2 TOWERS, 5 STARS. BEllEvuE TOWERS
Rooftop gardens, expansive views, luxury amenities
and contemporary interiors, all set in the heart of
Bellevue, Washington, the Northwest’s newest
urban neighborhood. Priced from $450K to over $6M.

Realty Trust City, Inc.
(425) 454-9922
www.BellevueTowers.com

41 Acre Private Canadian Island. Pristine & unspoiled
w/yr-round furnished home, boat, vehicles. 5 mi from
Eastport, ME. Deep water. Watch whales & other
exotic wildlife. Over 2 mi of shoreline. Features coves,
beaches, highlands & meadows. $1.2M

www.cascobayisland.com

THE MERCHANT
Advertisement

PRIvATE YACHT vACATIONS—Experience the
ultimate vacation onboard a private luxury yacht almost
anywhere in the world.Weekly Charter Rates from
$20,000 + expenses. Contact the Team at Worth
Avenue Yachts today:

(561) 833-4462
WorthAvenueYachts.com

Equestrian/Sporting Estate “long Meadows Acres”. This spectacular 135 acre estate & working farm has a
8,300 sq/ft custom built architecturally significant main residence with swimming pool and tennis court plus 3 addi-
tional houses. 12 horse stable and 6 pastures encompassing 50 acres. Excellent white tail deer & turkey hunting.
15 miles from Camp David, MD; 15 minutes from Gettysburg; 90 minutes from Washington, DC & Baltimore;
45 minutes from Harrisburg, PA & Frederick, MD. Inquiries to Martin Benchoff jmbenchoff@comcast.net.

(978) 853-6673
www.Longmeadowacres.com

Private luxury Rentals in Europe, the Caribbean,
USA and beyond. Find the finest listings, both public
and private, as well as customized services from
In Villas Veritas, LLC.

(203) 987-4280
www.InVillas.com

Turquoise Place’s spacious floor plans include
luxurious finishes, gourmet kitchens, private balconies
with hot tubs and outdoor kitchens, and an array of
upscale resort amenities. Don’t miss this opportunity
to invest in the best on the Gulf coast.

(855) 842-1166
SpectrumRealtyAL.com

The ultimate Country Estate and Championship
18 hole Golf Course. One of the world’s great estates.
50,000 sf Manor on 200 acres + golf course on 800
acres for $30M. Furnished Manor home for $20M.
PleasantValleyManor.net or MagnificentProperties.com

(214) 698-1736
Hoffman International Properties



OBJECTS OF MY AFFECTION: (From left) This bronze Corinthian helmet 
was worn by a Greek hoplite in the 6th century BC and excavated within 
sight of my father’s birthplace; the American flag as painted by my son 
Harry, then 5 years old, a few months after the assassination of President 
Kennedy (As he was painting it, two of the white stars started to drip. 
“Harry, it’s dripping,” I said. “That’s America crying, Papa,” he replied.); 
the Art Directors Club Hall of Fame Award, designed by me in 1972 and 
awarded to me in 1978; a snapshot of Rosemary Lewandowski and me, 

10 minutes after we met at Pratt—it was love at first sight and we’ve been 
married for 61 years; Superfocus Glasses, prescription lenses that allow 
you to focus at any distance—I did all the branding and advertising for 
them; a powder horn, decorated and inscribed July 8th, 1776, and carried 
by Colonel Samuel Brewer during the American Revolution; Muhammad 
Ali’s private punching bag, given to me by Ali in 1975; a copy of my 
latest book, Damn Good Advice (For People With Talent!); Buck Rogers’s 
25th-century rocket pistol.

art director, new york city

PHotoGraPHy By david Prince   StyLinG By cHriStine rudoLPH

STILL/LIFE

george loisgeorge lois
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MATTE BLACK HIGH-TECH CERAMIC

A powerful aesthetic unites with watchmaking excellence in the J12 Calibre 3125. Exquisitely crafted in 18K yellow gold
and matte black high-tech ceramic, a highly scratch and stain resistant material, this arresting timepiece features a self-winding

mechanical movement: the CHANEL - AP 3125 (40 jewels, 21,600 vibrations per hour).
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