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Invention of the Tourbillon, 1801

The Classique Grande Complication Tourbillon 5317 provides the perfect 
setting for Breguet’s most spectacular invention and undeniably the most 
beautiful of all horological complications, developed over 210 years ago 
to compensate for the effects of gravity. On the back, the “B-shaped” 
oscillating weight reveals the beauty of the meticulously hand-engraved 
movement. History is still being written...

Breguet, the innovator.
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F
OR MANY OF HIS FANS, Woody Allen will always 
be synonymous with New York City—a bespec-
tacled embodiment of the Gershwin-scored 
opening sequence of his 1979 masterpiece, 

Manhattan. During the past decade, however, the 
director has been on a cinematic world tour, taking 
advantage of the largesse of European governments 
that have subsidized his production costs in exchange 
for setting his films there. Anyone can debate the highs 
and lows of Allen’s ouevre, but the majority of his films 
are transplendent (yes, that’s an Annie Hall reference). 
Recall the rainy streets of Midnight in Paris, the glori-
ous views of the Thames in Match Point, the wondrous 
Gaudis of Vicky Cristina Barcelona and last year’s sun-
soaked To Rome With Love, and it’s easy to see why 

foreign capitals have courted him. This month, with 
the release of Blue Jasmine starring Cate Blanchett, the 
city of San Francisco falls under Woody’s transforma-
tive lens once again. 

For those wishing to turn such cinematic escapes 
into a reality, meet Ruzwana Bashir, the CEO of  
the travel concierge website peek.com. Her com-
pany curates custom adventures, as wild or as tame 
as you like. In this issue we also visit Jamaica, where 
Chris Blackwell is bringing farm-to-table dining to 
guests of his luxury resorts, and Osaka, birthplace of 
a restaurant style that’s being imitated around the 
globe. In “The Last Maharaja,” Kelly Crow travels to 
Rajasthan to report on how an innovative approach to 
conservation is saving an endangered part of India’s 

rich cultural heritage. Magnificently photographed 
by Robert Polidori, this story encapsulates how jour-
neys abroad can enlighten, challenge and inevitably 
change one’s perspective. 

It’s also a reminder of what a pleasure it is to edit 
a magazine with such far-flung interests. Now get out 
and see the world.

editor’s let ter

ILLUSTRATION BY ALEJANDRO CARDENAS

LION COUNTRY  Bast scans the veldt for big game while Anubis shares a drink with a new friend. Both are wearing Tom Ford.

GOING PLACES
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laChlan bailEy
dream weavers  p. 62

Working on location in a large abandoned house in Old Westbury, New York, photographer  
Lachlan Bailey (pictured here with his daughter, Scarlett) and stylist Clare Richardson captured 

up-and-coming model Andreea Diaconu in a perfectly mussed fashion story featuring the season’s 
most delicate couture looks. “We wanted to do something very pure and ethereal,” says Bailey.  

“I just wanted to play with light, something soft without being too romantic. I wasn’t really trying  
to tell a story, more trying to capture a feeling.”

24 wsj. magazine
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howiE kahn and bEn hassEtt
kitchen and kin  p. 84

When writer Howie Kahn (far left) and photographer Ben Hassett set foot in San Sebastián  
to cover the Arzaks, a family of Michelin-starred restaurateurs, they were blown away by  
not only the food but by the city’s level of hospitality. Kahn says, “When you go into a bar in  
San Sebastián and they figure out you are visiting the Arzak family, the food does not stop.  
It’s plate after plate after plate.” Hassett adds: “They were more concerned with sitting  
us down for lunch than making pictures. The shoot was one hour, and the lunch was three.”

For frequent WSJ. contributor Terry Richardson (with Allen, near left), the experience of shooting 
Woody Allen was something of a dream come true—and provided the added thrill of working in 
the screening room where Allen has cut his films for 33 years. Writer Charles McGrath, who knows 
Allen from their days at The New Yorker together, found it difficult to pick a favorite from Woody’s 
vast output of films. “I’m torn, I think I really like some of the silly, early stuff,” says McGrath.  

“I loved Bananas. I loved Everything You Always Wanted to Know About Sex. It’s the one where he 
plays a sperm so memorably. He’s the greatest sperm in the history of cinema, don’t you think?” 

CharlEs MCgrath and tErry riChardson
how woody sees it  p. 70

In a blend of old world meets new, model Daria Werbowy documented her visit to Varanasi, one 
of India’s oldest and holiest cities, with her iPhone’s Instagram app (her moniker is @dotwillow), 
on a journey that took her from the Himalayas to a massive Hindu pilgrimage known as Kumbh 
Mela. On why she chose to trek through eastern India, Werbowy says, “India was always a place 
I was interested in, and I like to travel off the beaten path. I’m not a big planner. I came for a job 
and ended up staying for two and a half months.” 

daria wErbowy
my own private india  p. 56

Photographing Rajasthan’s most majestic palaces and the modest maharaja who has maintained 
them was a study in sharp contrasts for photographer Robert Polidori. He says of Maharaja Gaj Singh, 

“I found his demeanor to be very personable and humble. I felt that you could see it in his portrait; 
there was a lot of pink powder [left on his face and in his hair] from the day following the Holi festival, 

where he participated in an uninhibited way. It was touching.” 

robErt polidori
the last maharaja  p. 76
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WSJ. asks six luminaries to weigh in on a single topic. This month: Risk.

BEAR 
GRYLLS

“Risk has been an inher-
ent part of my life for 
as long as I can remem-
ber—from early days 
growing up as a young 
boy on a little island off 
the coast of England 
and getting rescued 
by the Coast Guard for 
foolishly believing I 
could navigate across 
the quicksand of our 
local harbor at low tide 
to eventually climbing 
Everest and then seven 
seasons of Man Vs. Wild.  
The many errors and 
near escapes from para-
chute failures to crevasse 
falls have taught me a 
few fundamental truths 
about risk. They are as 
follows: You only get  
it wrong once; be smart; 
trust your inner voice; 
and don’t be too proud 
to back away. The maxim 
is right: There are bold 
mountaineers and old 
mountaineers, but not 
many old and bold ones!  
The job of a survivor is 
simple: Stay alive.”

Grylls is an adventurer. Get Out 
Alive With Bear Grylls airs on 
NBC this month.

“I think opening a res-
taurant in New York City 
is the scariest thing in 
the world. I almost had  
a nervous breakdown.  
It was insane. I was in 
the city before, at 20, 
and I really failed.  
I wasn’t ready to live in 
New York then; I could 
barely make rent. But 
I just really wanted to 
come back here because 
I loved the city. There 
are so many restaurants, 
and the success rate is 
not awesome. But that’s 
what drives me: the idea 
of failure and the risk of 
failure. At this point in 
my career, it went from 
having the idea to open 
a little pop-up Chinese 
restaurant in San 
Francisco to having  
over 40 employees in 
two cities.

I always want to take 
risks. I think it’s essen-
tial—it makes success 
and failure worthwhile 
in a weird way. In order 
to learn, you have to 
take risks.” 

DANNY 
BOWIEN

Bowien is the chef at Mission 
Chinese Food in NYC and the 
cofounder of Mission Chinese 
Food in San Francisco.

“As a war correspon-
dent, there are inherent 
risks in what I do. I’ve 
always felt extremely 
responsible for my crew. 
And after I became a 
mother, my apprecia-
tion of my own personal 
risk changed exponen-
tially. It was now my 
responsibility to stay 
alive for my son. But I 
also truly believe there 
is absolutely no substi-
tute for firsthand field 
reporting—despite the 
advantages of the digital 
age. Without it, the world 
would not have known 
the real details about 
the genocides in Rwanda 
or Bosnia. Being an 
independent eyewitness 
is essential to report-
ing stories like the Arab 
Spring and the civil war 
in Syria. Being a foreign 
correspondent can be a 
risky profession, but if 
my son decides that  
he wants to be a journal-
ist, I would love that. 
I believe this is a very 
noble profession. And 
because this job comes 
with great risk, you  
have to have passion  
and commitment.” 

CHRISTIANE 
AMANPOUR

Amanpour is host  
of Amanpour and chief  
international correspondent  
for CNN and global  
affairs anchor for ABC News.

soapbox

THE COLUMNISTS

Vonn is an Olympic medalist 
and a world champion skier.

LINDSEY 
VONN

“Risk is my job! I take 
risks every day to be 
the best in the world of 
racing. I have to weigh 
each risk and decide if it 
is going to put me into 
the fence and into the 
hospital or win me the 
race. But because of the 
hard work I do in the 
gym—training and get-
ting stronger—I’m able 
to be a lot more calm 
about the risks I take; I 
trust that my body can 
stand up to whatever 
I put it through. But 
talking to the public 
about my personal life, 
like being open about 
my relationship [with 
Tiger Woods], is scarier, 
because I can’t control 
what anyone thinks. It 
shouldn’t matter that 
much to me, but unfor-
tunately, it does. Those 
things are difficult, but 
we decided that being 
open was the best thing 
for our relationship, and 
happiness is the most 
important thing. Still, 
I’d much rather be on the 
ski slopes!”

26 wsj. maga zine

Rimoin is an assistant professor 
of epidemiology at the UCLA 
Fielding School of Public Health.

ANNE  
W. RIMOIN

“When your life’s work 
is studying emerging 
infectious diseases in 
the remote jungles of the 
Democratic Republic of 
the Congo, risk is rela-
tive. My family, friends 
and colleagues often ask 
me, ‘Aren’t you scared 
about contracting a 
disease?’ The truth is 
I am not particularly 
worried about catch-
ing a virus while 
investigating cases of 
monkeypox or viral 
hemorrhagic fevers, 
because I am extremely 
careful and take the 
necessary precautions 
to protect my team 
and myself. I am much 
more concerned about 
the dangers associated 
with driving or flying 
in the Congo, which 
has one of the worst 
accident records in the 
world. Unfortunately, 
the places that require 
the most risk to access 
are generally also those 
where the need for 
public health assistance 
is the greatest. For me, 
the possibility of stop-
ping the next pandemic 
before it starts is well 
worth the risk.”

“I got out of risky report-
ing five years ago, but 
when I was working, 
the kind of risk I didn’t 
like was when I had no 
control. You have a huge 
amount of control in 
combat—you can expose 
yourself or not, you’re 
maneuvering on the 
ground, you can retreat. 
If you’re in a situation 
where you’re trust-
ing people with guns 
to safeguard you, and 
suddenly they decide you 
look like a great hostage, 
you don’t have control. 
Once you’re in it, though, 
it becomes a random 
thing. During a firefight 
a bullet hit a few inches 
from my head. What’s 
the gust of wind or the 
little angle that saved 
my life? Who knows. 

War reporting felt 
good because it felt 
meaningful, but I was at 
risk of repeating myself, 
which seemed like profes-
sional cowardice. And 
now I’m realizing other 
things are more mean-
ingful. There’s a point in 
your life when you start 
to live for others. Going to 
war hurts everyone who 
loves you. You’re getting 
all the excitement. They 
just get the worry.” 

SEBASTIAN 
JUNGER

Junger is an author and the 
founder of Reporters Instructed 
in Saving Colleagues (RISC). 

Introducing Jet Membership Club, a club that brings you immediate 
access to the exclusive Phenom 300® without the capital expense. Enjoy 
all the benefits of fractional ownership and the simplicity of a jet card. 
With comfortable seating for up to seven adults, the Phenom 300 flies 
in a category of its own. Call to arrange a demonstration flight on 
the world’s largest Phenom 300 fleet today.

Flight Options and the Flight Options logo are trademarks or registered trademarks of Flight Options LLC. Phenom 300® is a registered trademark of Embraer.
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precious cargo
This summer—whether traveling by land, sea or air—forgo rolling suitcases and unsightly  

carry-on items in favor of classic steamer trunks, timeless totes or a discreet valise.

For details  
see next page.
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By the time Milton H. Greene met Marilyn Monroe in 1953, when the 
photographer was just 26 years old, he had already photographed 
fashion models and celebrities for magazines like Look, Life and Harper’s 
Bazaar—but Monroe would become his favorite subject, a close friend 
and a business partner. (She would even live in Greene’s family farmhouse 
after her divorce from Joe DiMaggio.) 
Greene photographed the starlet 
around 50 times in less than 10 years. 
This summer, on July 27, the majority 
of the late lensman’s 250,000-
image archive—including 3,700 
unpublished negatives of Monroe—
will go on auction. According to Joe 
Maddalena, who is overseeing the live 
sale on artfact.com, “This archive is 
priceless—the historical value, the art 
reprints, the book publishing—there 
are so many uses for it.” —Brekke Fletcher 

fl ashback 

portrait of a lady

1. Valextra valise, $5,730, barneys .com 2. Globe-Trotter 
luggage, $3,103, globetrotter1897 .com 3. Rimowa case, $5,750, 
310-888-8686 4. Louis Vuitton trunk, $12,800, louisvuitton 
.com 5. Bottega Veneta suitcase, $56,000, bottegaveneta .com 
6. Fendi beauty case, $2,260, 702-262-5638 7. Tumi wardrobe 
trunk, $7,995, 800-299-8864 8. Tod’s tote bag, $1,845, Tod’s 
boutiques 9. T. Anthony hat case, $1,600, tanthony .com 
10. Although weighty steamer trunks are best left to actual 
steamers—or Boeing 747s—the Standard hotel’s peppy red 
StndAIR sea plane will whisk you from Manhattan’s East River 
to East hampton (or charter a flight to any port of call within 300 
miles of New York City). For reservations, call 1-855-STNDAIR.

star gazing  
Previously unseen 

shots of Monroe 
by Milton from the 

set of The Prince 
and the Showgirl 

(1956), a film they 
coproduced, and, 

below, in 1953. 1

2

3

4

5

6

7
8

9

10

girl with 
a pe arl 
e arring 

sapphire 
pendant

miniature 
marvels 

For her latest collection, 
jewelry designer Noor Fares 

looked to portraits by 
Renaissance and Classical 

masters for inspiration. 
Each ring, pendant and 

brooch was hand-painted on 
cabochon domes of rock 
quartz crystal. Pendants, 
above, $8,835, and right, 
$44,000, noorfares.com.

luxe luggage
Continued from previous page.

With the launch of her debut furniture line, FBC London, 33-year-old interior 
designer Fiona Barratt-Campbell is helping to revitalize traditional British 

craftsmanship. Inspired by the rugged landscape of her native Northumberland, the 
pieces are made in collaboration with manufacturers that have all but died out, like 

a 151-year-old bronze foundry and a company that specializes in eight-foot nuts 
and bolts for ships. “Each piece is handmade by at least two specialist artisans,” 
says Barratt-Campbell. available in a rich variety of textures—like sandblasted 

wood, lacquered walnut and ebony—the sculptural and 
boldly modern collection was also partly influenced by 
Roman armor discovered near the furniture designer’s 

hometown, situated close to the ruin of hadrian’s 
wall. The 32-piece line is available this summer, 

following the opening of her 1,200-square-foot 
store in Pimlico, a pocket of London brimming 

with antiques and unusual design spoils. 
fbc-london.com —Alicia Kirby

puerto rican hospitality is going au 

natural. the new ritz-carlton resort, 

dorado Beach and its five-acre spa 

Botánico (above) rely on produce grown 

on-site, including the nearly three-

dozen fruits, flowers and herbs used 

at the spa. this July, the W retreat & 

spa on the islet of vieques will begin 

cultivating 90 percent of the resort’s 

vegetables from a local farm. Back  

at the mainland’s condado vanderbilt 

hotel, chef Juan José cuevas is gearing 

up for the hotel’s reopening later this 

year. three hundred and twenty-three 

new rooms and three additional restau-

rants and bars mean he’ll have to ramp 

up his organic operation. But, he asks, 

“Why import these products when  

we can so easily grow them ourselves?”  

—David Kaufman

Once limited to crafts enthusiasts’ projects, glitter is now a nail-art 
mainstay. This season, the finish evolves to ultra-fine, blink-and- 
you’ll-miss-it shimmer, lending luster and light to manicures. —Eva Chen

From left: Opi Liquid Sand nail Lacquer in Honey Ryder, $9, ulta.com, JinSoon Tibi 
Collection nail Lacquer in Azurite, $18, us.spacenk.com, Zoya PixieDust in Tomoko, $9, 
zoya .com, Estée Lauder Pure Color Vivid Shine nail Lacquer in Midnight Metal, $20, 
esteelauder .com, Maybelline new York the Holographics by Color Show in Bold Gold, $4, 
target.com, butter London nail Lacquer in Inky Six, $15, ulta.com.

the beauty of  

subtle sparkle 

organiC ISLe

study in design  

made in the u.k.
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upholstered 

chaise with 
solid oak legs



what’s news

With the launch of a critically 
acclaimed debut album and an 
international tour well underway, 
English songstress Laura Mvula  
is poised for superstardom.  

TWENTY-SEVEN-YEAR-OLD singer-songwriter Laura 
Mvula thinks her bus has just pulled up to Montreal,  
but she can’t be sure. “I haven’t been outside in so long,” 
she says, laughing, about the migratory demands of her 
first tour through North America, Japan and Europe, 
which will continue through the end of the year. When 
one considers how far she has come in just over a year, 
it’s not surprising she’s lost her bearings. After graduat-
ing with a degree in composition from the prestigious 
Birmingham Conservatoire several years ago, the native 
Brit admits she had “no direction—and nothing to  
my name.” Mvula, a regal powerhouse vocalist, jumped 
between substitute teaching and reception work  
until her husband, baritone Themba Mvula, bought her  
a laptop so that she could write and record 
her own songs. “He literally shut me 
in a room,” she says. The result 
of her creative sequestration 
is Sing to the Moon, a quirkily 
percussive and deeply soulful 
debut album that has already 
drawn comparisons to everyone 
from Nina Simone to Björk. 
But Mvula has never 
sought out fame. “I 
have, until now, 
managed to avoid 
unnecessarily 
putting myself 
on the front 
lines,” she 
says. “But this 
album is a per-
sonal body of 
work that came 
directly from my 
heart, which meant  
I needed to sing it.”  
—Nick Haramis

VOICE OF  
HER GENERATION 

LIGHT 
FANTASTIC 

Pardo filled 
Tecoh with 
hammocks, 

pools and  
sitting areas. 

“My goal was not to eliminate the essence of what the hacienda used to be, 
but rather integrate it into something new, where nature and design become 
one,” says the artist Jorge Pardo about Tecoh, the ruined plantation home 
he transformed into a giant art project—part house, part sculpture— 
in Mexico’s Yucatán. Pardo, who finished the project last year, worked with 
local craftsmen and was inspired by everything from surrounding Mayan 
ruins to the lush landscape. —Elisa Lipsky-Karasz

worth the trip  

ARTFUL ABODE

GREEN MACHINE 
Earlier this year, New York–based architect Annabelle Selldorf unveiled her 
restrained, multistory design for the new David Zwirner gallery in Manhattan. 
Now she is bringing her nimble touch to the Sunset Park Materials Recycling 
Facility in Brooklyn, an 11-acre site that will receive the city’s recyclables  
by barge (rendering at left). Wind turbines, solar panels and storm-water 
management make the processing center one of the greenest spots in town.  

32 wsj. maga zine
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Presenting SuiteKey Membership, starting at $50k. With a WiFi-equipped fleet of 4-seater Phenom 100

and 6-seater JetSuite Edition CJ3 aircraft, the highest safety ratings, and acclaimed service, it’s the best 

value in private aviation. Get your guaranteed online quote today.

 JOIN THE REVOLUTION

©2013 JetSuite® All Rights Reserved. All fl ights operated by JetSuite Air, FAR Part 135 Certifi cate #9SUA667M. Phenoms priced best West of the 
Mississippi; CJ3s priced best East of the Mississippi. For lowest cost service area go to JetSuite.com. 

866-779-7770   JetSuite.com
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what’s news

CRAFT WORK  
The Lake Tahoe Concours 
d’Elegance Wooden Boat 

show (August 9–10)—now in 
its 41st year—is the 

blue-chip maritime event of 
the summer. Spectators are 
treated to over 100 antique 
and classic vessels bobbing 

on the lake’s pristine waters. 
laketahoeconcours.com

on display

SHELTER SKELTER
This month, three separate exhibitions in 

L.A. celebrate West Coast design iconoclast 

Eric Owen Moss, whose work—like the suite 

of warped, ultramodern structures he created 

for the former industrial district of Culver City 

(left)—has always stood out even in that city’s 

architecture scene. Moss sees the trio of shows, 

all part of a new initiative from the Getty 

Foundation, not as a definitive portrait of L.A. 

but as snapshots of a shifting landscape—“like 

a conceptual canvas,” he says. —Ian Volner

Four of the season’s most 
high-minded yet 

entertaining page-turners.

SUMMER 
READS 

Acclaimed for his riotously inventive women’s heels, British footwear designer Nicholas Kirkwood, 
who began his career making men’s shoes by hand for himself and a handful of clients, comes  
full circle with his first-ever commercial men’s collection. Handcrafted in Italy and inspired  
by architectural forms, the collection aims to mesh tradition with modernity—classic styles with 
cutting-edge detailing. 
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Clockwise from top: Nicholas Kirkwood metallic leather oxford, $830; leather studded slipper, $830; printed suede and calf oxford, $1,020; 
midnight blue/black suede oxford, $730; red-orange/prune-printed slipper, $850, all 646-559-5239.

closet case 

HAPPY FEET   
Raised by his beatnik half-
sister, Schine’s gimlet-eyed 

Fin forges a life in 1960s 
Greenwich Village. Sarah 

Crichton Books

  
Danticat’s 6-year-old heroine, 

Claire—who is Haitian, like 
the author—disappears after 

her mother’s death. Knopf

  
Pessl’s follow-up to Special 
Topics in Calamity Physics 

tells the tale of an apparent 
suicide, a reclusive filmmaker 
and the journalist on the case. 

Random House

  
Choi revisits the subject  

of academia in this chronicle  
of an affair between a  
grad student and her 

professor’s wife. Viking

CoinCidentally, hotels that are  
tailored to you also fit better.

live the life. for reservations, call 855.878.6700 or visit trumphotelCollection.com.
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what’s news

SIESTA WEAR
On this year’s fall runways, 
designers took a bedroom staple 
and gave it a sophisticated spin, 
sending out satiny loungewear that 
looked suspiciously like pajamas. 

1 LOUIS VUITTON  A lace-edged silk slip 
worn with heels hints at the spontaneity 
of wanderlust—and perhaps other, more 
romantic diversions as well. 

2 ROCHAS Classic meets eccentric with 
floral, room-to-relax printed loungewear 
from designer Marco Zanini.

3 THE ROW Mary-Kate and Ashley Olsen 
created these sophisticated Tibetan-
meets-minimalism textured silk separates. 

4 MARC JACOBS This thick, diamond-print 
periwinkle pajama from one of the original 
haute sleep-suit designers nods at mid-
century style. 

1

2

3
4

passion project  

FLOWER DISTRICT
The industrial cityscape of the Gowanus neighborhood in Brooklyn is notorious  
for its heavily polluted waterways and crumbling warehouses, but fragrance brand  
Jo Malone London and the New York Restoration Project (NYRP) hope to change  
that. This month, they unveil the revamped Gil Hodges Community Garden at  
534 Carroll Street, an urban oasis with 41 species of plants and a fragrance walk 
heady with the scent of roses, magnolia and Carolina allspice. “Gardens can play a 
pivotal role in the lives of individuals as well as communities—they engage the senses 
and the soul,” says Maureen Case, president of Jo Malone London. The garden is  
as much ecological problem-solver as sensory experience: Its cutting-edge design will 
repurpose thousands of gallons of storm water annually. Neighbors are encouraged 
to tend the garden, local children to use it as an outdoor classroom. The goal?  
To build on Jo Malone London’s British traditions by bringing a touch of the English 
countryside to one of America’s biggest cities. —Raveena Parmar

BLOCK PARTY • MINERAL 
La Roche-
Posay’s 
Anthelios 50 
Tinted Mineral 
Ultralight 
Sunscreen 
($37) provides 
maximum 
protection 
without chalky 
residue.

• SPRAY 
Nongreasy 
Hampton Sun 
SPF Continuous 
Mist Sunscreen 
($32) is pack-
aged in an 
eco-conscious 
nonaerosol 
dispenser and 
sprays from  
any angle.

• OIL 
L’Oréal Paris 
Sublime Sun 
Sheer Protect 
Sunscreen Oil 
SPF ($11) boasts 
the highest  
SPF of any oil 
on the market 
and absorbs 
easily for hours  
of protection.

• LOTION 
Athletes 
will find 
SkinCeuticals 
Sport UV 
Defense SPF 
50 ($40) able 
to withstand  
the effects of 
even extreme 
physical 
exertion. 

Luckily, there are as many ways to 
put on sunscreen as there are UVA/

UVB rays to age and burn your  
skin. Spray, rub or shake on your 

product of choice 30 minutes before 
exposure and reapply relentlessly. P
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MADE IN THE SHADE A splash of red enlivens any ensemble.  
On him, Kenzo sweater, $765, kenzo.com, Guess shirt, $89, guess.com, 
Cutler and Gross sunglasses, $500, 212-431-4440; on her, Carolina 
Herrera dress, $1,990, 212-249-6552, Acne Studios sunglasses, $340, 
mytheresa.com, Wendy Nichol earrings, $425, wendynicholnyc.com, 
Jennifer Meyer ring with emerald, $500, and zigzag ring, $1,100,  
ylang23.com, Jennifer Fisher ring, $1,200, jenniferfisherjewelry.com 
(jewelry worn throughout).

PHOTOGRAPHY BY STEVEN PAN    
STYLING BY ZARA ZACHRISSON

Bright colors and graphic prints are the  
perfect pairing for a his-and-hers wardrobe 
that puts new pep in classic prep.

SO HAPPY 
TOGETHER

MARKET REPORT.fashion & design forecast july/august 2013
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Powered by 
    rational thinking.

Sentient Jet Cardholders travel the same way they conduct business, in the most sensible fashion. 
So why is The Sentient Jet Card the intelligent choice? 

 Inventor of the jet card model and first to establish an independent safety advisory board

 All-inclusive pricing with rates and fuel locked-in for 12 months

 Often 20% less than other jet cards

Experience the power of rational thinking. Call 877.534.3003.

sentient.com

The Sentient Jet Card
Sensible, intelligent private aviation

The Sentient Jet Card is a program of Sentient Jet, LLC (“Sentient”).  Sentient arranges fl ights on behalf of jet card clients with FAR Part 135 direct air carriers that exercise full 
operational control of charter fl ights at all times. Flights will be operated by FAR Part 135 direct air carriers that have been certifi ed to provide service for Sentient jet card clients and 
that meet all FAA safety standards and additional safety standards established by Sentient.  (Refer to www.sentient.com/standards for details.)



market report

MascuLin/feMinin  Pull a sweater over a button-down for easy chic.  
Above: Saint Laurent by Hedi Slimane coat, $3,950, 212-980-2970, Oscar de la Renta shirt, $690, 

212-288-5810. Top right: Saint Laurent by Hedi Slimane coat, $3,950, 212-980-2970, Valentino 
sweater, $1,150, and pants, $690, valentino.com, Polo Ralph Lauren shirt, $125, ralphlauren.com, 
Marc Jacobs boot, $725, marcjacobs.com. Right: on him, Maison Martin Margiela sweater, $996, 

212-989-7612, Marc Jacobs shirt, $585, and pants, $785, marcjacobs.com, Tod’s penny loafer, 
$595, tods .com; on her, Fendi dress, $2,750, 212-759-4646, Tod’s penny loafer, $445, tods.com.

duffel coats and loafers 
are versatile staples  
that play well together.
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THE LAUREL
COLLECTION

CaesarsPalace.com/LaurelCollection

©2013, Caesars License Company, LLC.

I KNEW I HAD ARRIVED.”
“...AT THAT VERY MOMENT

Experience the newest luxury hotel rooms in Las Vegas
—only at The Laurel Collection by Caesars Palace.



market report

no Loafing here Make any outfit pull extra weight by mixing things up. Above:  
on him, Prada sweater, $480, and shirt, $585, prada.com, Fendi pants, $850, 212-759-4646, 
Acne Studios shoes, $570, acnestudios.com; on her, Stella McCartney sweater, $1,643,  
shirt, $692, skirt, $1,630, and shoes, $895, bergdorfgoodman.com, Jennifer Fisher 
ring, $90, jenniferfisherjewelry.com, Catbird ring, $320, catbirdnyc .com (rings worn 
throughout). Left: Guess shirt, $89, guess.com, Acne Studio jeans, $270, and shoes, $570, 
acnestudios.com. Top left: St. John sweater, $395, saks.com, Louis Vuitton jeans, $1,000, 
louisvuitton.com, Stella McCartney shoes, $895, bergdorfgoodman.com.

patched denim and unexpected 
color combinations add sophisti-

cation to casual ensembles.
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THE LAUREL
COLLECTION

CaesarsPalace.com/CelineDion

©2013, Caesars License Company, LLC.

SIMPLY AMAZING.”
“...HER VOICE TOOK MY BREATH AWAY.

Experience Celine Dion and her 31-piece orchestra at the Colosseum
—only at Caesars Palace, home of The Laurel Collection.
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checK Mates  Use whimsical prints to update classic looks. Above: Marc Jacobs jacket, $1,930, marcjacobs 
.com, Prada shirt, $585, and pants, $880, prada.com, Dolce & Gabbana sweater, $575, dolcegabbana.it.  

Top right: on him, Burberry Prorsum shirt, $650, burberry.com, Hermès trousers, $640, shoes, $1,000, 
and bag, $4,650, hermes.com; on her, Ralph Lauren Blue Label shirt, $95, ralphlauren.com, Marni top, $590, 

neapolitanonline.com, Max Mara pants, $565, 212-879-6100, Stella McCartney shoes, $895, bergdorfgoodman 
.com, Bottega Veneta bag, $3,000, bottegaveneta.com. Right: Proenza Schouler jacket, $2,950, and skirt, $795, 

212-585-3200, Marni shirt, $590, net-a-porter.com, Stella McCartney shoes, $895, bergdorfgoodman.com.

 Models, Stef Van Der Laan and Jakob at IMG; makeup, Fulvia Farolfi; hair, Erika Svedjevik; manicure,  
Rica Romain; set design, Anthony Asaro.

finish off charming outfits 
with leather jackets and 
doctor bags.
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THAN THE LAST.”
MORE MASTERFUL

“...EACH COURSE

Experience five-star Restaurant Guy Savoy, a GAYOT 2013 top pick
—only at The Laurel Collection by Caesars Palace.



the exchange.leading the conversation july/august 2013

t
he laTesT prodigy of the San Francisco 
start-up world is Ruzwana Bashir, the 
cofounder of Peek, an online travel concierge 
service. Despite her academic pedigree 

(Oxford and Harvard Business School), Bashir defies 
the cliché of the Silicon Valley entrepreneur: Her name 
is Pakistani, her accent is British, and her accessories 
are Hermès. 

A year and a half ago, a then-28-year-old Bashir 
moved to San Francisco from Manhattan with a sin-
gle suitcase, a solid Internet and finance resumé and 
an idea for a new business. Since her arrival she has 
worked 16-hour days, six days a week to make Peek 
a major player in the nearly $27 billion travel activi-
ties market. The idea for Peek came to Bashir while 
researching a birthday trip to Istanbul. “I spent 20 

hours looking up things to do, and I wished there was 
a one-stop shop to book amazing activities online.” 
Bashir then raised $1.4 million in seed money, 
launching the site last October. “The hope is to grow 
big enough to go public,” says Bashir.

Her investors include some tech heavyweights: 
Google Chairman Eric Schmidt calls her a protégé 
and Twitter cofounder Jack Dorsey lunches with 
her. Fast Company named Bashir one of the 100 
most creative people in the business this year, and 
in 2012, Forbes named her in their list of “30 Under 
30: Technology” entrepreneurs, which also includes 
Facebook’s Mark Zuckerberg. The website offers 
travel excursions in 12 U.S. markets and launches in 
London and Paris this summer. 

“Wouldn’t it be amazing if we spent as much 

energy investing in experiences as we do investing 
in things,” says Bashir. The premise of Peek is that 
there is always a new experience waiting for you 
if you’re willing to give it a try. She and her code-
writing cofounder, Oskar Bruening, and their small 
but devoted staff of “Peeksters,” are busy doing the 
legwork for your next vacation so that you don’t have 
to, including lining up notable personalities like Tory 
Burch and Wolfgang Puck to curate perfect days in 
their favorite cities. 

Bashir is the kind of social technology entrepre-
neur who is shifting the way we think about doing 
things—from paying with smartphones to posting 
photos to booking travel. Bashir’s own routine 
includes Pilates three times a week—a good thing, 
since she’s going to need all her strength. >

BY STINSON cARTeR   phOTOgRAphY BY jeSSIcA hAYe ANd cLARk hSIAO

The cofounder of travel concierge website peek.com is changing the way we see the world. 

tracked

ruZwana bashir

8:57  a.m.
breakfast meeting
at Café de la Presse in San 
Francisco’s Union Square, with 
fellow start-up entrepreneurs, 
including Katrina Lake.
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172
emails received 

Bashir sends 53. She’s on the phone 7 times.

7/11/13 
launch date 

for Peek excursions in Paris and London.

8 
chinese flags

Visible from Peek’s office windows in the 
Financial District, bordering Chinatown.

11 
cups of green tea  

to fuel her 16 hours of constant activity. •

0 
pieces of furniture  

owned by Bashir. She rents a furnished 
apartment in North Beach. 

43 
countries 

Bashir has visited in her 29 years, including 
Iran, Cuba, Myanmar, Syria and Mongolia.

300+
people including bashir  

attend Google Chairman Eric Schmidt  
and Facebook COO Sheryl Sandberg’s talk  

at the Computer History Museum in  
Mountain View, California. She chats  

with Schmidt afterwards.

2,000 
activities (and counting) 

available on peek.com— 
including deejay school in Los Angeles  

and spear-fishing in Oahu.

3,262 
twitter followers 

She’s also on Facebook, Vine and Instagram. 

7:15 a.m.
pilates session
Bashir spends an hour three times  
a week working out with Kelsey  
Wiedenhoefer at Maiden Lane Studios.

10:15  p.m.
returns to office 
to put in another few hours  
of  work before going back  
to her apartment. She finally  
goes to bed at 2 a.m.

2:00 p.m.
peek’s office
She points to Istanbul, the destina-
tion she was researching when  
she had the idea for the company.  

12:04  p.m.
staff lunch  
(aka peeknic) 
Organizing special meals 
with Peek’s renowned inves-
tors motivates her 20-person 
team. Today it’s Twitter’s 
Jack Dorsey (above, center, 
and at left), who remarks, 
“This is the best size a com-
pany will ever be.”

5:00  p.m.
early dinner  
at samovar  
tea lounge
Dines with her design direc-
tor, Lukasz Lysakowski. She 
orders the Paleolithic Tea 
Service—salmon, kale, beets 
and kabocha squash. 



a 
popular japanese saying holds that peo-
ple from Kyoto will spend all their money 
on clothes, people from Kobe all their cash 
on shoes, and people from Osaka will blow 

everything on food. Despite the city’s singular and 
obsessive devotion to eating, foreign tourists nor-
mally head to Tokyo and Kyoto, meaning that Osaka’s 
restaurants must first please a local and regular 
crowd—a critical requirement for any truly great 
restaurant. When people from other parts of Japan 
speak of Osakan food, they usually refer to flour-based 
snacks—like takoyaki (octopus balls), okonomiyaki 
(pancakes filled with pork or seafood) or kushi-katsu 
(deep fried skewers)—served before or after a long 
beer-drinking session. This popular cuisine fits Osaka’s 
reputation as a prosperous merchant town filled with 
boisterous, freewheeling libertines. But Osaka is also 
the birthplace of a little-known Japanese genre of res-
taurant whose influence is now being felt all over the 
culinary world.

On a short alleyway not wide enough for a car to 
pass, just steps off Mido-Suji—Osaka’s main shopping 
thoroughfare—sits Wayoyuzen Nakamura restaurant, 
a prime example of the city’s influential food culture. 
Inside, behind a blue curtain hanging above the entry-
way, Masaaki Nakamura, the chef and owner, stands 
at a modern counter, jovial and busy, surrounded by 
the tools of his trade (wooden cutting board, sharp 
knives, copper pots) and ingredients ranging from 
freshly harvested mushrooms to a foam case full of 
hammo (conger eel), a summer-only delicacy. The res-
taurant is what the Japanese call a kappo, one in which 
the chef—standing behind the counter before a small 
group of customers—cuts and cooks an elaborate meal 
right before their eyes.

Although this style of dining originated in Osaka 
over a hundred years ago, in the last few years high-
end cuisine paired with tiny counter service has 
caught on around the world, from Chef’s Table at 
Brooklyn Fare, Atera, Blanca and Momofuku Ko in 
New York City to Water Library Thonglor in Bangkok. 
David Chang’s latest venture—an eight-seat coun-
ter inside Má Pêche, where the meal is cooked right 
in front of patrons—is simply called Kappo. Though 
it’s hard to trace the exact origins of the kappo, food 
experts believe it started in Osaka during the 19th 
century. The name combines two Japanese words: 
one meaning “cut,” the other, “cook.” Scholars posit 
that the merchant class of Osaka felt more comfort-
able in the kappo setup, where they sat near the chef, 
than in the more aristocratic ryotei, commonly found 
in Tokyo and Kyoto, where diners are sent to elabo-
rately decorated rooms and served by kimono-clad 
waitresses. Whatever its precise origins, the kappo-
style restaurant is now more popular—and more 
perfected—in Osaka than anywhere else in the world.

Osakans are known for their bonhomie, and 
although a serene atmosphere prevails in Nakamura, 
there’s an immediate sense of camaraderie as I sit 
at the 10-seat counter. I watch the owner cooking a 
gourmet riff on a home-style beef and daikon rad-
ish stew. When he catches my eye, he smiles and 
sends over a spoonful for me to taste. The meal 
begins with a pomelo, emptied out and refilled 

starry night   
Hozen-ji Yokocho, an 

alley in Osaka with  
a cluster of Michelin-

starred restaurants.

BY TOm dOwNeY   phOTOgRAphY BY chRISTOpheR wISe

The Japanese city famous for its obsessive food culture  
is the birthplace of a style of dining that’s catching fire among 

top chefs from Brooklyn to Bangkok.

taste oF osaka
epicurean travel
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with a delicious assortment of vegetables and tofu, 
followed by a selection of the chef’s finest dishes: dai-
kon radish filled with fish paste and then deep-fried, 
accompanied by a delicate edible basket woven out 
of seaweed and containing three bright-green gingko 
nuts. Utilizing all the parts of the cow, he dices a 
thick piece of Kobe beef tongue, stir-fries two pieces 
until brown, wraps them in shiso leaves and then 
serves them with a light vanilla sauce next to a small 
mound of grated daikon topped with a fried garlic 
sliver. The intimacy of the space, the easy dynamic 
between chef and customer and an extensive à la 
carte menu that changes daily conspire to make this 
experience entirely different from, and quite possi-
bly superior to, any restaurant I’ve eaten in. “What’s 
most important in kappo,” chef Nakamura says, “is 
the relationship between the chef and the diners. It 
should be casual and conversational, even when we 
are making the most complex cuisine.”

Osaka’s kappo don’t serve only traditional 
Japanese fare: There are thoughtful global influences 
in the ingredients, techniques and presentation. 
Before he ever cooked washoku (Japanese cuisine), 
Nakamura worked for years at a French restau-
rant in a grand old hotel in nearby Shima. Most 
non- Japanese diners would probably consider the 
offerings at Nakamura Japanese, since the refine-
ments and adaptations of Western techniques are 
very subtle. When Nakamura returned to Japan after 
a stint cooking at the Japanese embassy in Sweden, 
he turned down lucrative offers to work at big hotel 
restaurants and decided instead to work at Kigawa, 
a kappo that originated a kind of cuisine called 
naniwa-kappo, focused on serving the finest sea-
sonal products and local dishes. (Naniwa is an old 
word for Osaka.) Kigawa is situated on a street called 
Hozen-ji yokocho, boasting what may be the densest 
concentration of Michelin stars in the world, with 
three restaurants on a 50-yard stretch of cobblestone 
that have all been awarded stars in recent years: 
Kigawa, where Nakamura trained; Honkogetsu, a 
revered kaiseki institution; and Wasabi, a gourmet 
kushi-katsu (fried skewer) restaurant. Kigawa is a 
seminal institution for the Osaka kappo: Not only did 
the current chef’s father invent the naniwa-kappo, 
it is also where many of the best chefs in the city 
trained before branching out on their own.

Nakamura, Kigawa and Osaka’s other kappo res-
taurants offer something almost never found in the 
restaurants of this type catching on around the world: 
extensive à la carte menus adapted for new diners 
every night. Though the current cult of the vaguely 
authoritarian and all-knowing chef dictates reverence 
for a menu that offers diners no choice, à la carte in this 
restaurant format is much more difficult: Managing 
ingredients to make 100 different dishes, as Kigawa 
does, requires extensive provisioning and expertise.

I meet Osamu Ueno, Kigawa’s chef and owner, early 
one morning, and we bike to Kuromon market, where 
he carefully selects his fish every day. As we stroll 
through the market, Ueno explains a bit more about the 
ethos of the naniwa-kappo. “Osaka’s a merchant city, 
and that means economy is important,” he says. “You 
can’t waste anything. We don’t just use the best parts 

priMe cuts  
From top: Chef 
nakamura at his 
kappo restaurant; 
ingredients for 
horumon, before 
grilling, at Tsurugyu; 
Osakans aboard 
the tour boat Ofune 
Camome on  
the Okawa River.

of a fish, we think about how to make the less valuable 
parts taste as good or better than the best parts. In 
Kyoto they throw away the bones, because in ancient 
times, if a diner choked they’d behead the chef.”

t
his sense of culinary economy is also 
experiencing a global renaissance—wit-
ness the popularity of nose-to-tail places 
from London to Bangkok—and informs 

another distinctively Osakan food style: horumon-
yaki. Horumon means things typically discarded 
(the third stomach, the base of the tongue, even 
the aorta) and yaki means grilled. In Osaka 
these things are prized in all forms, whether  
sautéed and served as street food or marinated by 
hand with meticulous care at high-end horumon-
yaki restaurants. Three years ago, Takashi Inoue, a 
native Osakan, established his eponymous horumon 
restaurant in Manhattan’s West Village. His faith in 
the food of his hometown paid off: Takashi is packed 
most nights and has received the highest praise from 
critics and scores of New York foodies. Around the 
same time, another Osaka-related restaurant hit the 
ground in New York, doing something completely dif-
ferent: Brushstroke, a collaboration between David 
Bouley and the Tsuji Culinary Institute—Japan’s finest 
cooking school, originally from Osaka. While Takashi 
serves a high-end, modern version of old-school, 
working-class Korean-Japanese food, Brushstroke 
serves sophisticated and modern kaiseki cuisine—an 
elaborate fixed menu with preordained categories like 
sashimi, boiled dishes, fried dishes and tea.

When I asked Inoue where I should eat in Osaka, 
he recommended Tsuruhashi, the Korean-Japanese 
enclave in the southeastern part of the city, for a taste 
of Osaka’s distinctive Korean-Japanese subculture. 
Tsuruhashi feels like the ’60s never ended. In an alley-
way near the back entrance to the train station, dozens 
of grilled meat restaurants are filled with large parties 
hunched over flames that shoot up from the middle 
of their tables. In the past, the Korean-Japanese had 
been treated as second-class citizens and the horu-
mon cuisine that developed in places like Tsuruhashi 
reflects that: Zainichi, as the Korean-Japanese are 
called, often had to make do with the cuts of meat that 
the Japanese didn’t want.

But now horumon has been transformed into 
gourmet cuisine. Tsurugyu, recommended to me by 
Yoshiki Tsuji, president of the culinary institute of 
the same name, uses only the finest grades of beef 
and serves horumon alongside choice cuts. This res-
taurant looks different from the grilled meat places in 
Tsuruhashi; it’s decorated in deep-red and lacquered 
black, with ikebana floral arrangements positioned 
around the place. I sit down at the counter and Hiroto 
Fujiwara, the Korean-Japanese chef owner, pulls cuts 
of beef from a beautifully lit glass display case behind 
the bar. Despite the fancy décor, it quickly becomes 
clear that this meat locker is, in fact, the focus of 
Tsurugyu. After slicing a few thin, long pieces from 
an enormous slab of tongue, he places them gingerly 
in a shiny metal bowl and sprinkles on salt flakes, 
mixes in red pepper paste, kneads in grated ginger 
and then massages the meat and marinade with his 
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bare hands. “You have to use your hands to make this 
properly,” Fujiwara tells me. “That’s the Korean way.” 
He proceeds to cook a feast of the finest Japanese 
beef, which he sources from a small town in neigh-
boring Hyogo prefecture. The horumon elements 
are crunchy, chewy and varied in taste; the conven-
tional cuts are some of the most tender beef I’ve ever 
tasted, so heavily marbled with fat that they barely 
need to be chewed. 

Across the river, in a nightlife district to the 
north, amid a warren of streets filled with pricey 
hostess bars and soused salarymen, you’ll find 
Kahala, a classic, small steak house with a tabletop 
teppanyaki grill in a room with décor that looks 
straight out of the early ’70s. But first impressions 
are deceptive, for this is the Osaka restaurant most 
lauded by foreign chefs—a place that has directly 
influenced Tetsuya Wakunda, the famed Sydney chef, 
and wowed restaurateurs of international renown 
like Daniel Boulud and Bouley. 

Kahala opened in 1971 as a straightforward steak 
house catering to the executive crowd that came to 
dine and drink in the area. Before cooking a steak on 
the grill in front of diners, chef Yoshifumi Mori would 
serve a small selection of appetizers, called zensai. 
Gradually, during his first six years in operation, he 
became more interested in those appetizers than in 
the main course until, in 1977, he changed the res-
taurant into something resembling its current form: 
a course-menu place using the finest, most expen-
sive—and often most obscure—regional Japanese 
ingredients prepared in a style that is decidedly open 

to international influences. Kahala’s steak is still the 
heart of the meal, but it’s morphed from an ordinary 
piece of grilled beef into a five-layer meat mille-feuille 
made of thin slices of heavily marbled beef grilled rare 
and then delicately stacked and dipped into soy sauce 
mixed with daikon radish or wasabi.

Before our first course, chef Mori passes around a 
large, dense apple from Hokkaido, then proceeds to 
serve a baked brown slice of it alongside a fluffy bed 
of finely grated Okayama cheese, glistening grilled 
mushrooms and a wisp of deep-fried ginger root. 
There are fat and fleshy oysters from Hokkaido atop a 
bed of Southeast Asian–style bee hoon noodles with a 
squid ink sauce. A tiny round roll comes out on a piece 
of lacquerware the chef has crafted himself—his take 
on the classic snack kare-pan, a bread roll filled with 
curry, which he’s glazed in sweet-smelling coffee oil. 
An ink-black seaweed soup—a Japanese classic—has 
a melted morsel of white, locally made Caciocavallo 
cheese swimming in its depths.

Kahala is not a kappo, but its arrangement of eight 
seats before Chef Mori’s eyes makes the dynamic 
similar. “I can see my customers’ faces when they’re 
eating,” says Mori. “And I can gauge their reactions 
when they taste each dish.” Over the years Kahala 
has moved from being more French-influenced to its 
current form, which is very creative but distinctively 
Japanese. He has also changed the number of seats. 
“We started with 10; now we’re at eight,” Mori says. 
“Chefs who have small restaurants will tell you that 
the difference between eight and 10 seats is profound. 
In the future, I want to get it down to six.” •

BOOKING A TABLE
Most restaurants do not have staff fluent in 
English, making reservations a challenge. The 
recently opened St. Regis Osaka sits in the  
Minami area, where most of these restaurants  
are concentrated. Its team can book tables,  
translate menus and help to make a night out  
flow smoothly for non-Japanese speakers.

KAPPO  
Small-counter service, where the chef 
cooks everything right before your eyes. 

1. Kigawa (1-7-7 Dotonbori, Chuo-ku; 
tel: 06-6211-3030) Local, seasonal ingredients and 
traditional Osakan preparations.

2. Nakamura (2-3-22, Nishi-Shinsaibashi, 
Chuo-ku; tel: 06-6212-9217) Incorporates French 
technique for spectacular plates that defy easy 
classification.

KAISEKI  
A fixed menu based on traditional courses of 
steamed, fried, boiled, raw and other dishes.

3. Honkogetsu (1-7-11 Dotonbori, Chuo-ku; tel: 
06-6211-0201) A spare, traditional space serving 
classic kaiseki fare of the highest standard.

4. Kahala (1-9-2 Sonezaki-Shinchi, Kita-ku; tel: 
06-6345-6778) The creative menu always features 
mille-feuille steak (the rest changes based on sea-
son and availability) served in two nightly seatings.

HORUMON-YAKI  
Distinctively Osakan grilled cuisine that  
prizes all parts of the animal, even those typically 
discarded.

6. Tsurugyu (3-5-14 Kawarayamachi, Chuo-ku; 
tel: 06-6767-2989) The Korean-Japanese chef 
applies his refined spicing and grilling techniques 
to a wide array of meats.

KUSHI-KATSU 
Skewers of meats and vegetables dipped in egg, 
flour and panko, then deep-fried.

5. Wasabi (1-1-17 Namba, Chuo-ku;  
tel: 06-6212-6666) Redefines traditional kushi-
katsu by serving fine ingredients prepared with 
lighter oils.

wsj. maga zine

epicure an travel

DINING IN OSAKA



56 wsj. maga zine

the e xchange

“india was always a place I wanted to explore. I’m 
not a big planner when I travel; I just feel it out. I 
started and finished in Varanasi, and yes, I bathed 
in the Ganges. I knew I wanted to be there for the 
Kumbh Mela, a Hindu festival that happens every 
12 years. With over 80 million people attending, the  
festival is the largest gathering on Earth. The rest I 
played by ear, following my instincts, taking some 
risks and learning to trust. Kashmir was another place 

I wanted to see, but I never expected to find myself on  
a house boat on Dal Lake with a beautiful family or 
snowboarding in the Himalayas.

I’ve been taking photographs since I was a teenager, 
and fashion has taught me a lot more about photogra-
phy. It’s definitely inspired me. I brought a huge camera 
with me to India, but I ended up using my iPhone more 
because it felt less invasive. I just shot what caught my 
eye: a little girl dressed up for the Kumbh Mela festival, 

or the shopkeeper in Pushkar, Rajasthan, who became 
my Hindi teacher. I became his English teacher, though 
I didn’t get very far.

India is such a hospitable country. Going there re-
minded me how good people are. There were a couple of 
times I spent the night at my tuk-tuk driver’s house. 
That’s what was amazing—that would never happen in 
New York. Imagine if your taxi driver said, ‘Oh, come 
over for dinner and meet my wife and kids!’ ” >

personal journal

my own private india
Last January, supermodel DaRIa WERBOWy  

traveled across the subcontinent. here, she shares her  
thoughts and favorite Instagram pictures.

2013 NORTH AMERICAN CAR OF THE YEAR. When you’re built 
to be the world’s best, you tend to build quite a following. VanityFair.com 
described the all-new ATS as  “...the car we’re most excited about.” 
Car and Driver said,“...the ATS is the real deal...” And perhaps most 
impressive of all, it was the only car in the world to be named the 2013 
North American Car of the Year. Introducing the all-new Cadillac ATS.

cadillac.com/ats ©2013 General Motors. Cadillac® ATS®

      D ES I G N E D  TO

I M P E C C A B L E  S TA N D A R D S

GMLN0113000_NY_ATS.indd   1 3/11/13   4:57 PM



www.porsche-design.com

porsche design

PD_AZ_WallStreetJournal Mag_FW13_9.875x11.5 Zoll_CS5_RZ.indd   1 14.05.13   15:50
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Kumbh Mela festival, Allahabad

The Ganges River, Varanasi

wsj. maga zine

Dharamsala, Himachal Pradesh

Clockwise from top left: Pushkar, Rajasthan; Ganges River; Kumbh Mela;  
en route to Kumbh Mela.

Clockwise from top left: Kumbh Mela; the Ganges River;  
Dal Lake, Shrinagar Kashmir.

Kumbh Mela

personal journal



Bird of a feather 
A perfectly tattered 
gown of organza,  
plumes and gently  
frayed tweed is adorned 
with gold thread.  
Chanel Haute Couture 
dress and gloves,  
+33-1-44-50-70-00.

a Fine 
romance
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THE CARLTON HOUSE

Extell Development announces The Carlton 
House, the Upper East Side’s exceptional 
residences at Madison and 61st Street. 
Located in an exclusive shopping, dining and 
cultural mecca, homes offer unsurpassed 
quality and service.

WEEKEND ONLY SUBSCRIPTION OFFER
Celebrate your weekend with culture and lifestyle delivered every Saturday for only $1 a week. For a Weekend only subscription, call 1-888-681-9216 or visit subscribe.wsj.com/getweekend

TheCarltonHouse.com

ICONIC HOTELS IN ICONIC PLACES

The difference is all in the detail. From 
captivating style to state-of-the-art facilities 
and outstanding locations, each hotel 
embodies the culture of its surroundings.

dorchestercollection.com

trumphotelcollection.com

TRUMP HOTEL COLLECTION

You stay at a hotel. But at Trump Hotel 
Collection, you live. We invite you to do 
more, experience more and live life without 
boundaries, limits or compromise.

HAWAII TOURISM

Six Islands, each with its own unique 
personality, infused with the legendary spirit 
of aloha. Live in the moment here for as long 
as you like. 

gohawaii.com

FLIGHT OPTIONS®

Flight Options® is the second-largest private 
aviation company in the world providing 
fractional ownership, membership and the 
25-hour jet card program options. 
877.703.2348

fl ightoptions.com

luxurycollection.com/princedegalles

people, places and things worth noting

the wall street journal magazine

from the wall street journal magazine

THE LUXURY COLLECTION

A mosaic of discreet Parisian elegance 
reopened in May of 2013, Prince de Galles, 
A Luxury Collection Hotel, is an Art Deco jewel 
and a genuine Maison de Luxe. 

Windward, Oahu
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BLooMing LoveLy
no watering needed 

for the flowers on this 
embellished pink tulle 

bustier or lilac lace 
guipure dress. Elie Saab 

Haute Couture dress, 
eliesaab .com. Opposite: 

Dior Haute Couture 
dress, 800-929-DIOR. 

phOTOgRAphY BY LAchLAN BAILeY
STYLINg BY cLARe RIchARdSON

Light up the room in this season’s haute 
couture creations—ethereal  

fashion fantasies whipped up from petals, 
feathers and delicate lace.

dream 
weavers



Lean BacK
Even the most intricate 
of dresses, like this 
organza gown encrusted 
with dentelle lace or 
a hand-pleated frock, 
can still look perfectly 
relaxed. Valentino Haute 
Couture dress, valentino 
.com, Catbird necklace, 
$256, catbirdnyc.com (on 
both looks). Opposite: 
Armani Privé dress, 
212-988-9191, Carolina 
Herrera veil, 212-249-
6552, Catbird bracelet, 
$188, catbirdnyc.com. 65



rooM With a vieW
A short and sweet 
dress is made naturally 
elegant with lace 
crafted from raffia 
layered over nude satin. 
Alexis Mabille dress, 
alexismabille .com/fr. 
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in the pinK
The season’s hottest hue 
proves its mettle, whether 
in electric neon fur or 
blush-colored blooms. 
Giambattista Valli 
Haute Couture dress, 
bergdorfgoodman 
.com, Catbird necklace, 
$256, and bracelet, 
$188, catbirdnyc.com. 
Opposite: Atelier Versace 
gilet, 888-721-7219.

Model, Andreea Diaconu 
at IMG; makeup, Hannah 
Murray; hair, Esther 
Langham; manicure, 
Bernadette Thompson.



how

woody
sees it

Even as he approaches 80, Woody allen remains one of the most prolific 
filmmakers working today. With the release of his 48th feature,  

Blue Jasmine, the celebrated director opens up about playing the romantic  
lead, the hit-flop trap and why he just can’t quit the business.  

BY chARLeS mcgRATh  
phOTOgRAphY BY TeRRY RIchARdSON

71



“it’s an 
inevitable 
disaster  
of aging. if  
i think of 
parts for 
myself now, 
all i can be  
is pop, the 
lovable 
doorman,  
or the 
amiable  
dad at the 
wedding.  
i like to be 
the lover.”
–woody allen

73

i
n real life, woody allen isn’t much different 
from the character he plays in his movies. He 
has the same reedy Brooklyn accent he uses on-
screen and wears the same dorky, black-framed 
glasses he’s worn since he was 17. He’s shy, meek, 
insecure, a little phobic. When he showers, he 

makes a point of standing away from the drain, and 
he’s not crazy about tunnels. Too much like the womb. 

That such a person manages the existential crisis 
of getting out of bed in the morning, or accomplishes 
anything at all, let alone becoming a celebrated film-
maker, seems miraculous. But Allen’s nebbishness 
disguises immense willpower and Stakhanovite 
work habits. Not long ago, Marshall Brickman, an old 
friend and collaborator (he cowrote Manhattan and 
Annie Hall, among other classic Allen movies), was 
reminiscing about Allen’s career. They first met, he 
recalled, in the early ’60s at The Bitter End, a club in 
Greenwich Village, where Brickman performed with 
the Tarriers, a folk group, and Allen, a stand-up comic, 
was the nervous opening act. Though Allen was an 
inspired joke writer, stand-up did not come naturally 
to him then. He didn’t have the temperament and was 
often terrified and miserable. Yet he kept at it, even 
attempting stunts like boxing with a kangaroo if Jack 
Rollins, his longtime manager, thought it would help 
the act. “Some hole in his persona needed it so badly 
that he was willing to endure all the anxiety and 
humiliation of getting out in front of an audience and 
bombing,” Brickman said. “And to think he went from 
that to being thought of in the pantheon along with 
people like Bergman.”

These days, every month or so, Brickman and Allen 
go for a walk in Central Park. They follow the same 
route and have the same conversation every time. “We 
talk about the business”—the film business, that is—
“and how awful it is,” he said. “We talk about women. 
Years ago we’d see a couple of old guys unwrapping a 
sandwich on a bench, and now it’s us—we’re the old 
guys. We also talk about hearing.” 

But though he has gone gray and is a little stooped, 
Allen, who is now 77—how can that be?—doesn’t look 
or act like an old guy. He’s so busy you could say it’s 
a little neurotic, a little overcompensating. Most 
Thursdays he rehearses with his jazz ensemble, and 
every Monday he plays clarinet at the Carlyle hotel. 
He frequently writes “casuals”—or humor pieces—for 
The New Yorker. He’s working now with the theater 
director Susan Stroman on a Broadway musical ver-
sion of his 1994 film Bullets Over Broadway, and he 
just finished making a movie written and directed by 
John Turturro in which he plays the owner of a fail-
ing bookstore who turns to pimping to make ends 
meet. And Allen continues to write and direct his own 
movies at an assembly-line pace, just as he has for five 
decades. Some are better than others, but there is no 
such thing as a really bad Woody Allen movie, and 
they come along—a new one every year—as reliably as 
the taxman. The critic Peter Biskind once called Allen 
the Joyce Carol Oates of moviemaking.

Allen’s 48th feature, Blue Jasmine, starring Cate 
Blanchett and Alec Baldwin, opens in July. It’s based on 
a story Allen’s wife, Soon-Yi, told him about a woman 
she knew whose lifestyle became suddenly downsized 
after a financial disaster. Blanchett plays a pill-pop-
ping, vodka-swigging East Side sophisticate married 

to a Waspy version of Bernie Madoff (Baldwin). When 
he’s found out, she loses everything and has to move 
into the San Francisco apartment of her adoptive 
sister—a bagger at a grocery store—and her two 
mouth-breathing sons. The story is more serious than 
comic, and though it’s hard to take your eyes off her, 
the Blanchett character isn’t always likable. Will it 
work at the box office? Allen can’t stop to worry about 
that. He’s already at work on the next one.

Chaplin, whose career in many ways resembles 
Allen’s, stopped making movies in the late ’60s. Fellini 
quit when he was 70. Allen, who used to say that film-
making was a young man’s game and that he would be 
done by the time he was 50, is edging into the rarefied 
territory occupied by Robert Bresson and Ingmar 
Bergman, who both made movies into their eighties. 
After a brief slump, he is even on a bit of a roll now. 
Vicky Cristina Barcelona (2008) and To Rome With 
Love (2012) were well received, and Midnight in Paris 

(2011) was, by Allen standards, a big hit, making more 
than $150 million worldwide. 

But despite his enormous body of work, Allen no 
longer occupies the place he once did in the moviemak-
ing firmament. He might be more highly regarded, in 
fact, if he’d made fewer films. There are so many you 
can hardly keep track. Broadway Danny Rose, Mighty 
Aphrodite, Radio Days, Sweet and Lowdown: They’re all 
packed away in the attic of our movie-going memory. 

Some of his fans deserted Allen after the tab-
loid debacle of 1992, when Mia Farrow—with whom 
Allen had a son and two adopted children—discov-
ered that he was also romantically involved with 
Soon-Yi, her 21-year-old adopted daughter with André 
Previn. Farrow’s custody suit, in which she alleged, 
though it was never proven, that Allen had molested 
their adopted daughter, Dylan, made headlines for 
weeks. (Allen and Soon-Yi married in 1997 and have 
two adopted daughters, now teenagers. Meanwhile, 



the result of laziness, not conscious technique. “I don’t 
have a technical attention deficit disorder, but I have 
an honorary one,” he said. “I don’t have the patience 
or the concentration to shoot hours of us talking in a 
two-shot, and then your single and my single and from 
over your shoulder and over my shoulder. I like to do as 
many pages as I can in one take.” 

But Brickman maintains that Allen is in fact very 
canny about every aspect of the filmmaking business. 
“Some instinct told him what choices to make, like not 
going to the Academy Awards, keeping himself apart 
a little, and yet so often delivering on the promise,” he 
said. “He’s figured out how to survive in a very hostile 
and competitive environment.” 

One of the things Allen is shrewdest about is money. 
His films typically cost about $18 million to make, 
which is next to nothing these days. Most of them go 
on to make a modest profit—if not in the United States, 
then when they’re shown worldwide—and once in a 
while he has a hit on the order of Midnight in Paris. It’s 
a fairly foolproof formula, even if it seems to have lit-
tle appeal to the studios now, who would rather make 
bigger bets in hopes of bigger payouts. Allen’s mod-
est budgets enable him to retain total control of his 
films, something that’s seldom granted to directors 
anymore, and to be flexible when it comes to probably 
his greatest strength as a director: casting memora-
ble actors in memorable parts. “I’m not in the hit-flop 
business,” he explained. “I make a film and if it’s a big 
hit it’s not going to do anything special for me. If it’s a 
disaster it won’t ruin anything, because I’ll already be 
working on the next. The people who play the hit-flop 
game suffer a lot when they have the flops. I don’t, but 
then I don’t get the highs either.”

Juliet Taylor, Allen’s casting director, who has been 
with him since Love and Death (1975), pointed out that 
because he makes movies so cheaply, Allen doesn’t 

Allen’s son with Farrow, Ronan, remains estranged 
from him, claiming it’s not possible to have a relation-
ship with someone who is both your father and your 
brother-in-law.) And with younger moviegoers Allen 
has never established the kind of following he enjoyed 
in the ’60s and ’70s. By now, his movies—small, talky, 
with no action scenes or special effects, owing less 
to Hollywood than to arty European masters like 
Bergman, Fellini and Luis Buñuel—may even be a bit 
of an acquired taste. 

None of this bothers Allen very much. His main 
regret these days is that he’s getting too old to play 
the romantic lead. “It’s an inevitable disaster of 
aging, and there’s nothing I can do about it,” he said 
recently, sitting in the cutting and screening room 

he rents in a swanky East Side apartment building. 
(It says “Manhattan Film Center” on the door, but in 
fact the place used to be a bridge club.) “I can’t play 
the scenes where I’m sitting opposite Diane Keaton or 
Mia or Dianne Wiest or Judy Davis. If I think of parts 
for myself now, all I can be is Pop, the lovable doorman 
backstage at the theater who takes phone numbers for 
the guys, or the psychiatrist, or the amiable dad at the 
wedding.” He sighed. “I like to be the lover.” 

Allen is fond of saying that the only thing stand-
ing between him and greatness is himself, and likes 
to come across not as a grand old director but as a 
self-taught schlepper. He insists, for example, that 
his characteristic use of long master shots—ones that 
record an entire scene from a single camera angle—is 
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the  
films  

of 
woody 

allen

1966

WHAT’S UP, 
TIGER LILY?

1972

EVERYTHInG YOU 
ALWAYS WAnTED TO 

KnOW ABOUT SEx* BUT 
WERE AFRAID TO ASK

2000

director’s cut 
The rented screening 
room on Manhattan’s 
Upper East Side 
where Allen has been 
cutting his films since 
Stardust Memories.

1969

TAKE THE 
MOnEY AnD RUn

1971

BAnAnAS

DOn’T DRInK 
THE WATER

1991

SHADOWS AnD FOG

1990

ALICE

1989

nEW YORK STORIES

1993

MAnHATTAn  
MURDER MYSTERY

1994

BULLETS OVER 
BROADWAY

1992

HUSBAnDS  
AnD WIVES

1995

MIGHTY 
APHRODITE

1996

EVERYOnE SAYS 
I LOVE YOU

1997

DECOnSTRUCTInG 
HARRY

1998

CELEBRITY

2004

MELInDA AnD 
MELInDA

2003

AnYTHInG ELSE

2005

MATCH POInT

2002

HOLLYWOOD 
EnDInG

2001

THE CURSE OF THE 
JADE SCORPIOn

1999

SWEET AnD 
LOWDOWn

SMALL TIME 
CROOKS

have to find the kind of bankable star on whom you 
hang all the financing. “He’s very cognizant of how 
some people like to see certain actors,” she said, “but 
that’s not required of him in terms of putting a deal 
together. He doesn’t get too attached to any one idea. 
He’ll want someone, and if it doesn’t work out, he’ll 
just pick himself up and go on to someone else.” 

Allen doesn’t pay star salaries. His actors get the 
union minimum, with no dickering. And yet he has no 
trouble finding stars to work for him. Actors—women 
especially—love to appear in Woody Allen films because 
he makes them look great, writes interesting roles for 
them and, based on his track record of 11 best actress 
or best supporting actress nominations so far, there’s 
a decent chance they might get some Oscar attention. 
“We have very good luck because actors aren’t always 
offered a lot of stimulating things,” Allen said. “The 
kinds of films that get made now don’t always have 
great acting roles. So when people get a chance to really 
act, even if it’s for no money, which it is, they grab it.”

Blanchett said she had been hoping to work with 
Allen for years, and when the phone call came she 
said yes immediately. Talking about her part in Blue 
Jasmine, she said: “This kind of opportunity doesn’t 
come along all the time. The character’s like a combi-
nation of Ibsen, Tennessee Williams and Shakespeare. 
There’s such electricity in the gap between her know-
ing and not knowing.”

Though he’s good at it, Allen actually hates casting, 
and his process is so eccentric that, Taylor said, “We 
warn people beforehand.” The whole interview typi-
cally lasts about a minute, and in most cases the actors 
aren’t even asked to take a seat. “I find the whole expe-
rience very awkward, because I am socially awkward,” 
Allen said. “I don’t like meeting people. Once in a while 
a star will come in and Juliet will say you have to let 
this person sit down for a minute. This is an argument 

she and I have all the time. She thinks they want to 
talk. To me, the person always seems to be relieved. 
They’re happy to be in and out.” 

On the set, Allen is famously nonintrusive. He 
doesn’t meet the actors beforehand, doesn’t dis-
cuss their characters with them and doesn’t believe 
in rehearsing. The cast simply shows up on the first 

day and goes to work. “I’ve worked with amazing 
people over the years,” Allen said. “Meryl Streep, 
Geraldine Page, Maureen Stapleton, Judy Davis and 
Gena Rowlands, one after the other, these fabulous 
women—what do I have to teach them? If Cate, or any-
one, is doing it too fast or too slow, or too theatrically 
or not theatrically enough, I might go over and say, 
‘Why don’t you try that a little faster next time?’ They 
do it, and that’s the extent of my direction.”

By now there is a certain mystique about working 
with Allen. Actors want desperately to please him, and 
more often than not, by saying very little he gets exactly 
the performance he wants. He is always encouraging 
the actors not to stick to the script, for example—to 
change, cut or add to their lines however they see fit—
and the more he does so, the more they tend to deliver 
their parts verbatim. Saying that she would do it again 
in a heartbeat, Blanchett called the experience of 
working with Allen “brutal and electric. Everyone is 
on tippy-toes,” she said. “I think he thinks the more he 
says, the more he screws it up. He wants to get out of 

the actors’ way, and they want as much as they can get 
of him.” She added: “He’s incredibly restless, and that 
creates a sort of nervous energy on the set. He wants to 
get it done now. He wants all the energy of that day and 
then he wants to go and have dinner.”

“Why does Woody still make movies?” Brickman 
asked. “Because he can. Because they still let him.” He 

laughed and added: “I don’t think people understand 
the degree to which Woody is relentlessly middle-
class. From what I gather he’s a good family man. He’s 
a very good father, perhaps surprisingly so. He has a 
very strong, perhaps overwhelming work ethic. I don’t 
think he knows how not to get up in the morning, get 
on the treadmill, practice the clarinet, write.”

Allen ventured a slightly different explanation. 
“You know in a mental institution they sometimes 
give a person some clay or some basket weaving?” he 
said. “It’s the therapy of moviemaking that has been 
good in my life. If you don’t work, it’s unhealthy—for 
me, particularly unhealthy. I could sit here suffer-
ing from morbid introspection, ruing my mortality, 
being anxious. But it’s very therapeutic to get up 
and think, Can I get this actor; does my third act 
work? All these solvable problems that are delightful  
puzzles, as opposed to the great puzzles of life that 
are unsolvable, or that have very bad solutions.  
So I get pleasure from doing this. It’s my version of 
basket weaving.” •

“woody is incredibly restless, and that 
creates nervous energy on the set.  
he wants to get it done now. ”  –cate blanchett
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1987

RADIO DAYS

1982

A MIDSUMMER 
nIGHT’S  

SEx COMEDY

1983

ZELIG

1980

STARDUST MEMORIES

1979

MAnHATTAn

1975

LOVE AnD DEATH

1978

InTERIORS

1977

AnnIE HALL

1988

SEPTEMBERCRIMES AnD 
MISDEMEAnORS

1984

BROADWAY 
DAnnY ROSE

1985

THE PURPLE 
ROSE OF CAIRO

1986

HAnnAH AnD 
HER SISTERS

AnOTHER WOMAn

1989

2009

WHATEVER WORKS

2010

YOU WILL MEET  
A TALL  

DARK STRAnGER

2006

SCOOP

2013

BLUE JASMInE

2007

CASSAnDRA’S 
DREAM

2012

TO ROME WITH LOVE

2008

VICKY CRISTInA 
BARCELOnA

2011

MIDnIGHT  
In PARIS

1973

SLEEPER



BLue heaven   
Built in the 15th century 
by Rao Jodha, the walls of 
the fortress of Mehrangarh 
are 70 feet thick. Many of 
the houses of Jodhpur are 
painted blue to deflect the 
sunlight and, according to 
folklore, to repel insects. 

the last maharaja
The 38th successive ruler of an ancient Indian clan, gaj Singh II harbors deep connections  

to the past, but his innovative approach to protecting his family’s historical  
treasures—from converting majestic fortresses into luxury hotels to preserving priceless 

artworks—is providing his country with a model for the future. 

BY keLLY cROw   
phOTOgRAphY BY ROBeRT pOLIdORI 
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e
ach spring, Maharaja Gaj Singh II 
hosts a Sufi music festival inside his 
family’s vast desert fort in the Indian 
city of Jodhpur. From a distance, this 
monumental sandstone fortress, called 
Mehrangarh, looms over the city’s 

chalky blue buildings, evoking the country’s ancient 
and otherworldly history. And yet people fly in from 
across the globe because the festival—and the maha-
raja who hosts it—blends old India so deftly with new. 

On the festival’s opening night this year, thou-
sands of visitors filed into the fort’s crenellated stone 
courtyard—once reserved for royal wives—to cheer 
on Rabbi Shergill, a Punjabi rocker whose black tur-
ban matches his electric guitar. Singh, age 65, sat in 
the front row and applauded the performance along 
with the rest of the audience, but afterward it was he 
who drew the longer line of well-wishers. Foreigners 
slapped Singh on the shoulder, shaking his hand. 
Locals, who know his history better, chose to genu-
flect, stooping to touch his shoes. 

Maharajas, or great kings, once controlled huge 
swaths of India, and for centuries they commissioned 
artworks and palaces to rival those of medieval and 
renaissance Europe. But like those bygone feudal 
lords, modern maharajas have slipped into relative 
obscurity—particularly after the democratic Indian 

government ceased to recognize their titles and cut 
their government subsidies, or privy purses, in 1971. 
A handful of maharajas are still keeping up appear-
ances, but in reality few have successfully managed 
the transition into modernity. Even worse, conserva-
tors say, many of the historic sites the maharajas once 
oversaw are now falling into ruin or being renovated 
beyond recognition. 

Several thousand people used to live within the 
walls of Farrukh Nagaur Fort, an 18th-century fortress 
that now sits in a booming industrial suburb of New 
Delhi; today, parts of Farrukh Nagar’s walls are crum-
bling, its only residents a colony of bats. Over in Alwar, 
a hilltop city in Rajasthan, the government museum 
within the city palace is in even rougher shape: When 
Dubai-based art dealer Charlie Pocock walked through 
it a few years ago, he found ornate silk curtains fading 
in the sunlight and hallways reeking of urine. 

“The mind-set in India is that when things get 
damaged, they lose value and ought to be demol-
ished,” says Tasneem Mehta, vice chairman of the 
Indian National Trust for Art and Cultural Heritage, 
or Intach, a nonprofit preservation group based in 
New Delhi. “There isn’t a sense that we should main-
tain what’s sacred. We tear down and build anew.”

This disregard for India’s historical treasures makes 
Singh’s activist approach to preservation an anomaly. 

Born a year after India won its independence from 
Britain in 1947, he was only 4 years old when he was 
anointed his region’s ceremonial ruler, after his father 
died in a plane crash. He was only 22 when the govern-
ment cut off his subsidies. By his rights, Singh could 
have mimicked other maharajas by profiting from the 
sale of his birthright properties or letting them crum-
ble to dust. Instead, he doubled down and launched a 
conservation program in 1972 that’s since become a 
national model. He started humbly, by hiring workers 
to muck out the bat droppings piling up in Mehrangarh, 
which had been closed since his family moved out in 
the 1930s. Then he added an entrepreneurial twist by 
selling that guano to local farmers as fertilizer and 
adapting the fort into a museum. Since then, his proj-
ects have only grown in complexity and acclaim.

Today, his second fort in nearby Nagaur, called the 
Fort of the Hooded Cobra, is a time-warp marvel, a 
sprawling complex of 18th-century palaces, temples 
and pools that look cared for but not overly polished. 
The 12th-century wall encircling it all has been repaired 
with a traditional paste made from sand and sheep’s 
hair. Its gardens are lush with plants Singh’s conserva-
tors have identified in Mughal-era miniature paintings. 
In the Sheesh Mahal, or mirror palace, murals of girls 
dancing in the rain look cleaned, but not repainted—
even though their original vegetable dye has faded. 
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“When you grow up in a desert, monsoons are a magi-
cal thing,” Singh says of the mural’s theme. “There is so 
much history to remember and protect here.”

In addition to Mehrangarh and Nagaur, Singh also 
oversees several other palaces, 5,000 paintings and a 
museum’s worth of eclectic heirlooms, from his great-
great grandfather’s elephant-riding chaise to his 
grandmother’s Rolls-Royce Phantom II. All of it has 
been inventoried and catalogued so curators can study 
or borrow pieces, an open-door attitude that’s still 
rare among Indian collectors, says Debra Diamond, a 
curator of Southeast Asian art at the Smithsonian’s 
Freer and Sackler Galleries. “Many Indian collectors 
won’t let you in or won’t let you photograph anything,” 
she says, “but he understands how scholars work.” 

By all accounts, the gem of Singh’s collection is 
Mehrangarh—the Citadel of the Sun—the ornate 
fortress that his ancestor Rao Jodha built in the 15th 
century on a hill 400 feet above his namesake city. 
A century ago, Rudyard Kipling called the fort “the 
work of angels, fairies and giants.” Singh opened 
Mehrangarh to the public in 1973 (after the guano was 
gone); last year, a million people stopped by—about as 
many as visited the Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum 
in New York or the Rijksmuseum in Amsterdam. 

Not unlike Britain’s land-rich-cash-poor aristoc-
racy, Singh has had to find creative ways to fund the 
refurbishment of his properties. Accordingly, he 
turned a portion of the second fort in Nagaur and the 
347-room Umaid Bhawan Palace in Jodhpur—both 
ancestral sites—into luxury hotels. He, his wife and 
children live in the southern wing of the Indo-Deco pal-
ace behind a door draped with an auspicious garland 
of ashoka leaves. The palace’s general manager, Ashish 
Kumar Rai, says hotel guests regularly spot Singh hav-
ing a drink in the Trophy Room bar or swimming in the 
pool. “His highness is a big draw, actually,” says Rai.

Lately, word of Singh’s endeavors has rippled 
beyond Rajasthan, making him a favorite in art and 
fashion circles. Museum directors from Washington, 
D.C. to Houston have made annual pilgrimages to 
Jodhpur to see what Singh’s scholars have uncovered. 
Celebrities like Naomi Campbell and Elizabeth Hurley 
have been lured there by the fact that they can rent his 
forts’ courtyards for an undisclosed event fee. 

By first rescuing his properties and then catering 
smartly to the tourists that have followed, Singh is 
offering India a new way to think about its historic 
spaces, says Jim Cuno, president of the J. Paul Getty 
Trust, which has given grants to Singh’s project in 
Nagaur. “The ancient world is everywhere you look 
in India, but it’s being neglected in the name of mod-
ernization,” says Cuno. Singh, on the other hand, is 
“reinvigorating India’s older story.” 

Indian conservators say Singh’s conscientious 
model is slowly starting to catch on. The country’s 
expanding middle class is traveling more, and munici-
pal governments are realizing they can attract more 
tourists by sprucing up their local attractions. But too 
often their efforts bog down midway through, says 
Anupam Sah, head of art conservation at Mumbai’s 
main museum, the Chhatrapati Shivaji Maharaj Vastu 
Sangrahalaya. Sah recently started a national pro-
gram called the Art Conservation Resurgence Project 
to stoke greater cooperation among conservators. 
“Official support for these sites is huge, but we can’t 

always seem to implement what we want to do,” says 
Sah. “Bapji is a case study in how to do it.” Bapji, a 
Marwari word for “father,” is the maharaja’s nickname.

Singh’s approach to preservation is more than 
a way to hang on to his ancestral footprint. It’s also 
a way to preserve whatever power he still has as a 
maharaja. Eight years ago, he was devastated when 
his son and heir, Shivraj, nearly died after cracking 
his skull in a polo accident. Now 37 years old, Shivraj 
has regained his memory and relearned to walk, but 
speaking remains a struggle, and the ordeal has rat-
tled the family’s succession plans. By tradition, only 
Shivraj can take over the mantle of maharaja, unless 
he and his wife have a son. 

In the meantime, Singh says he has started rely-
ing more heavily on his anthropologist daughter, 
Shivranjini, age 38. When she opened a gift shop in their 
palace a few years ago, she hung a red banner out front 
touting “The Most Beautiful Things in the Realm.”

“Exactly what is my role now?” Singh asked one 
balmy night a few months ago, his low voice muffled 
by his bushy salt-and-pepper mustache. Standing on 
the ramparts of Mehrangarh, with traditional dancers 
twirling in a nearby courtyard, he let his question drift 
for a few moments. “There is no clear path, and anyone 
in my situation has had to figure it out in his own way. 
All this looks appealing, but it hasn’t been easy.” 

r
ajasThan, The region where Singh 
grew up, means “the abode of kings.” 
It is comprised of several former fief-
doms like Jaipur, Jodhpur and Udaipur 
that have alternated as rivals and allies 
throughout history—all the while 

sharing a cultural penchant for art. In Jodhpur, a clan 
called the Rathores has held sway since 1226. 

Singh is the Rathores’s 38th successive ruler, yet 
he was born into a time of great flux. His grandfa-
ther, Umaid Singh, befriended the British and balked 
at Mahatma Gandhi’s call for self-rule. Umaid’s own 
attempts to modernize Jodhpur stalled when he died 
of appendicitis two months before India earned inde-
pendence. Umaid’s son, Hanwant Singh, was willing 
to try his hand at democratic politics, winning a 1952 
election to become a regional minister. But on election 
day, en route to thank voters, Hanwant flew his plane 
into an electrical wire and died. He was only 29.

After his father died, Singh says he remembers 
being dressed up and placed, barefoot, upon a mar-
ble throne at Mehrangarh, surrounded by a horde of 
unfamiliar men in turbans. One of the chief clans-
men pricked his own thumb on a sword and anointed 
Singh’s forehead with blood. Singh was told he now 
had “more responsibilities.” 

He grew up in a mostly empty palace in Jodhpur 

faMiLy affair  
Gaj Singh II, known to some 
of his staff as the “Jazz Age 

maharaja” for his love of 
jazz, in front of a portrait 

of his ancestor, Takhat 
Singh. Opposite page: 

Extra rooms were built onto 
Mehrangarh, seen here, in 

the 1940s to accommodate 
a wedding party.



aLL the raJ  
Construction of Umaid 
Bhawan Palace, where the 
maharaja grew up and still 
lives, began in 1929 and 
took 14 years and 3,000 
workers to complete. 

paLace WaLK  
Perfumed banners or swings 
would have hung from the 
ceiling in this room at 
nagaur, India’s first water-
garden palace. 

with his grandmother, mother and his two older sis-
ters. “It was gloomy,” he says. 

Worried about the absence of a father figure, 
Singh’s mother sent him to the prestigious British 
school Cothill House at the age of 8. For weeks he 
wrote letters, begging to come home. He even decep-
tively hinted that the staff was making him eat beef, 
a Hindu taboo. Eventually, though, he discovered how 
to defend himself from his classmates’ taunts. Yes, he 
told them, he did have lots of wives, and yes, he was 
allowed to hunt tigers. (Neither was true.) “They 
teased me, so I learned to tease right back.” 

Singh grew to admire aspects of Britain’s cul-
ture, mainly its orderliness and the reverence its 
citizens paid to their history. He appreciated the way 
Europeans spoke about their ancient spaces, as if 
they were objects to protect as is, rather than over-
haul like other kinds of real estate—a realization that 
reinforced his belief in the “importance of authentic-
ity,” he says. “I was impressed by the way old and new 
spaces worked side by side.” Halfway through his later 
studies at Eton, he found himself wishing he could 
become an architect and work in Britain forever. The 
urge unnerved him. “I knew I had to go back,” he says.

In 1970, after graduating from Oxford, he and 
a couple of friends drove across Europe and part 
of the Middle East, mainly to sightsee and study 

architectural landmarks. When they arrived in 
Tehran, Iran, a telegram from Singh’s mother cut 
everything short. Political tensions were brewing 
at home and he was needed there—for good. One of 
his travel companions, David Campbell, says he was 
stunned by the reception Singh got when he stepped 
off the train platform in Jodhpur: “It took Bapji nine 
hours to get from the railway to the palace because 
the crowds were so excited—their maharaja was 
home.” Singh was 22 years old.

At the time, his effusive homecoming stood at stark 
odds with the nation’s shifting perception of maharajas. 
In a country where millions still live without electricity 
or running water, here were dozens of royal families 
in palaces being funded in part by taxpayer subsidies. 
Still, Singh resented being called a “millstone,” he 
says. “The press thought all the maharajas were bad, 
and I felt deflated by it all.” Complicating matters was 
the fact that the Marwari villagers who populated the 
desert surrounding Jodhpur didn’t care who was offi-
cially running India—after all, they had a tribal chief 
tasked with making their lives better: Singh. Recalling 
an early visit to some desert towns outside Jodhpur, 
Campbell says he brought up the prime minister at 
the time, Indira Gandhi, in a conversation with a vil-
lager. The name drew a blank. “When something went 
wrong,” he says, “they went to their king.” 

Months after Singh returned home, the govern-
ment amended the Indian Constitution to abolish the 
maharajas’ allowances, which had ranged from a few 
thousand dollars a year to $100,000 or more. Land 
reforms followed suit. Suddenly, Singh had to main-
tain his properties on a dime, or sell them off piece by 
piece. What he did instead was set up a nonprofit, the 
Mehrangarh Museum Trust, to which he commended 
the running of his main fort and the collections it con-
tained. After a brief ambassadorial assignment in the 
West Indies in the late 1970s, Singh returned home 
determined to build his reputation on conservation 
causes, not political ones. 

In 1984, he became a founding member of Intach, 
the nonprofit group in Delhi that has since become 
a national powerhouse for protecting ancient sites 
across the country. In earlier eras, maharajas had 
raised crops and taxed their subjects to cover 
expenses, but after Singh lost most of his lands and 
had to raise funds on his own, he leveraged whatever 
cultural assets he still had to gain attention. He invited 
conservators and curators to pore over Mehrangarh’s 
collections—vast rooms filled with 1920s-era crates 
containing armor, painting scrolls and howdahs, 
chairs designed to sit atop elephants. Professionals in 
various fields—art conservation, archivism—cleaned 
and catalogued the priceless objects. 
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Mehrangarh became the first fort in the country to 
boast its own conservation lab, says its current direc-
tor, Karni Jasol. So many scholars from India and 
abroad eventually signed up to do research on-site that 
the maharaja ordered some of the fort’s upper rooms 
be converted into apartments so they could stay on 
for months, even years. On the financial side, admis-
sion fees to Mehrangarh began to cover its operational 
costs as tourist numbers steadily climbed.

With Mehrangarh in working order, Singh turned 
his attention to Ahhichatragarh, or the Fort of the 
Hooded Cobra—a group of elaborate palaces clus-
tered behind a high moat wall in Nagaur, a former 
caravan stop 90 miles northeast of Jodhpur. In the 
18th century, one of Singh’s ancestors redesigned 
this 12th-century fort as a kind of watery pleasure 
palace, with complex interconnecting pools and foun-
tains. During the 1970s, when political tensions with 
Pakistan flared up, Singh agreed to lease the fort to 
the border security force, but he later regretted the 
decision when he found out the soldiers posted there 
had nearly reduced it to rubble, plastering in arched 
windows and slathering mint-green paint over walls 
that are older than the Taj Mahal. After years of 

petitioning and lawsuits, Singh ultimately convinced 
the government to give up its lease in 1985.

What happened next largely explains why people are 
hailing Singh as a prototype for heritage management. 
Instead of plunging in with bulldozers and buckets 
of paint—the renovation norm at the time—Singh 
spent months hosting symposiums and conducting 
environmental assessments at Nagaur before he and 
conservation architect Minakshi Jain sent in a single 
worker to clean up. That academic approach appealed 
to the Getty Trust, which gave him a $50,000 grant in 
1992 and followed it up later with $250,000 more.

Lady Helen Hamlyn, a London philanthropist 
whose trust matched the Getty’s grant to aid the foun-
tains, gardens and murals in Nagaur, puts Singh’s 
contribution bluntly: “For a long time India couldn’t 
see the point of saving ruins because it wanted some-
thing new,” Hamlyn says. “Not Bapji, though.” 

Today, nearly all of Nagaur’s 100 splendid fountains 
and pools are once again in working order. Visitors can 
stay in quarters once reserved for the 18th-century 
maharaja’s many wives. Sibylla Tringham, a wall-
paintings conservator at the Courtauld Institute of 
Art in London, who has spent years saving the fort’s 

murals, says that peacocks, which once ran wild here, 
have even returned to the grounds. The feeling of 
renewal, from the murals to the wildlife, is hard to 
miss, says Tringham. “It’s all telling a story.”

For locals, that story is about the revival of 
Rajasthan’s architectural wonders and the shift-
ing mandates of the maharajas—but it’s also about 
them. The assistant director of the fort at Nagaur, 
Abhimanyu Singh, is not related to the royal family, 
but he says their ties run deep in other ways. Growing 
up in the desert nearby, his relatives used to regale 
him with tales about how one of his ancestors had 
once worked for Maharaja Bakhat Singh, the ruler who 
originally made Nagaur a watery wonderland in the 
mid-1700s. “I’ve been hearing about this empire ever 
since I was a little boy,” he says. 

The endearing thing is, so has the maharaja. Gaj 
Singh says his own grandmother told him stories 
about the “heroics of my ancestors.” Everything he’s 
done, in fact, has been his subtle way of keeping up. 
“In India, we have so much freedom and desire to 
break away from the past,” Singh says, “but I tell my 
children they have to stay connected. They have to 
find a link to both worlds.” •

fit for a King  
The steps of Umaid Bhawan  

Palace, from which 
Mehrangarh is visible.  

now partly a Taj hotel, 
revenues are up  

80 percent thanks to a 
boost in domestic tourism. 

Opposite page: nagaur’s 
Abha Mahal is divided by 

an aqueduct, visible just 
before the carpet. 



Pioneering Basque chef Juan Mari arzak and his daughter, Elena,  
serve some of the world’s most daring, avant-garde cuisine—all from their  

116-year-old family restaurant in San Sebastián, Spain.

kitchen and kin

BY hOwIe kAhN   phOTOgRAphY BY BeN hASSeTT
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cooK 
iLLustrated  

Seventy-year-old 
Juan Mari, who was 
born on the second 
floor of his family’s 

restaurant. Opposite 
page: A lamb dish 

featuring fried grapes 
and longan fruit.



food for 
thought 
Filet of sea bass 
served with various 
versions of potatoes. 
Opposite page:  
Elena Arzak, who 
briefly interned  
at El Bulli. “She’s  
like family,” says 
Ferran Adrià. “She 
didn’t work for me. 
She came to my home  
and saw me work.”
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d
on’T eaT,” Elena Arzak warns me. 
She’s about to leave me with her 
father, Juan Mari Arzak, the 70-year-
old patron saint of Basque cuisine, 
at San Sebastián’s central La Bretxa 
market while she heads back to their 

family’s 116-year-old restaurant, Arzak, to get lunch 
started. He’s been here for about an hour—evaluating 
the fish, hugging everybody. At the market’s entrance, 
it was Zamorita the Boxer, his hands as thick as Ibérico 
hams; downstairs, near the monk fish livers, it was a 
woman with carrot-colored tendrils. “We got our 
driver’s licenses together over 50 years ago,” she says, 
exchanging smiles with Juan Mari. Elena stands by 
relatively unnoticed. “I have a double life,” she says, 
smirking. “In the streets very few people recognize 
me. But in the restaurant, it’s always like, ‘Ah, Elena!’ ” 

With her dark hair neatly parted down the middle 
and her frameless glasses afloat on her nose, Elena 
Arzak—43 years old and celebrated as one of the 
best chefs in the world in her own right—reminds us 
we’re to be back at Arzak at 2 p.m. for lunch. In a din-
ing room that’s held three Michelin stars for almost 
25 years, she’ll serve the pioneering, playfully inven-
tive food that’s made Elena’s family famous since 
the mid-’70s, when her father decided he wanted to 
raise traditional, blue-collar Basque cuisine to the 
level of avant-garde art. High-concept and cheeky—a 
fish filet encrusted with beef-colored potato sliv-
ers is presented as “steak and potatoes”—Juan Mari 

established a new way of thinking about food in 
Spain, setting a precedent for the kinds of evocative 
dishes that would become the backbone of Spain’s 
culinary renaissance. Because of Juan Mari, chefs like 
El Bulli’s Ferran Adrià—today considered one of the 
most important culinary minds in the world—could 
feel liberated to pursue a cuisine without limits. “He’s 
the most important figure in Spanish cooking,” says 
Adrià, 51. “Juan Mari is the hinge between genera-
tions. He is more than a chef. He is a leader.”

Elena, her father’s collaborator and eventual heir, 
points at Juan Mari and issues another warning. 
“Don’t be too late,” she says. “If he relaxes… ” She looks 
knowingly at her father, then suggests time will float 
away by fluttering her fingers while raising her hands. 
“…oy.” Juan Mari flashes a mischievous who? me? 
smile. “We’ll just eat a little,” he says. Elena departs 
and Juan Mari, a resolute five-foot-five, barely taller 
than his daughter, pulls a bucket hat from the pocket 
of his expedition-grade Prada raincoat. He unfolds it 
and puts it on, protecting his few remaining gray hairs 
atop his head before heading out into the unseasonable 
springtime hail, his hands clasped behind his back. 

“Walk close to the buildings,” he says. “You won’t 
get wet.” The high-walled, pedestrian-only passage-
ways of the city’s Parte Vieja (“Old Part”) are paved with 
cobblestones and slim enough to get bottle-necked 
every time Juan Mari encounters friends—every 20 
feet. We pause. He runs his hands across the cheeks of 
a woman in an ocelot jacket. We pause. He links arms 

with a giant man in a trench coat. We pause. A couple 
of buddies and Juan Mari spend a happy several sec-
onds laughing and slapping one another in the face. 
“It’s kind of like walking around with the pope,” says 
Gabriella Ranelli, an American-born friend of the fam-
ily who runs a local travel company, teaches at the 
Basque Culinary Center and also acts as Juan Mari’s 
translator. Ranelli remembers her first Juan Mari 
sighting, 23 years ago on these same narrow streets. 
“He was carrying a case of champagne through an 
alleyway,” she says.  “He was on his way to a feast at 
four in the morning.” 

It’s all evidence of Juan Mari’s deep roots here, a 
testament to the way his family has tended relation-
ships locally for over a century. Even their decision 
to open a new restaurant in London in March—the 
didactically named Ametsa With Arzak Instruction 
within Belgravia’s Halkin hotel—was informed by 
their almost umbilical connection to home. “People 
in San Sebastián,” says Elena, later in the day, “we 
like London very much. There is a mixture between 
tradition and modernity there like there is here. 
They respect both.” The Arzaks could have opened 
in Las Vegas or Dubai—but London, they say, with its 
like-minded thinking, was the only place that made 
any sense. 

“Mira, mira, mira,” says Juan Mari, slipping into 
Ganbara, a favorite local pintxos bar. He’s point-
ing at the eye-level display of mushrooms, the cèpes 
he intends to feed me, but before he can order he’s 
intercepted by a man with the skinny-legged, barrel-
chested physique of a bull. The man is José Andrés, 
the Spanish foods advocate and Washington D.C.–
based chef (Minibar, Jaleo) who grew up in nearby 
Asturias worshipping Juan Mari. Andrés happens to 
be in San Sebastián this morning to prepare the menu 
for his brother Edu’s wedding, and he’s unabashedly 
fired up to see one of his closest friends—a man to 
whom his own modern Spanish cuisine owes a deep 
debt of gratitude. With the gusto of a stadium’s public 
address announcer, Andrés, standing near the back of 
the bar between platters of peppers and morels, roars: 
“El grande. El unico. Juan. Mari. Arzak.” The chefs 
embrace. Juan Mari orders wine, the crisp local white. 
“Tres Txakoli,” he says. Glasses are filled, as is custom-
ary, from way up high—the wine, literally, flowing. 

Juan Mari bites into a croissant. Crumbs amass on 
the lenses of the rimless glasses hanging from his neck. 
He passes me a plate of roasted peppers and a plate of 
cèpes with egg yolks yellow as a cartoon sun. He asks 
if I want more wine and if Andrés wants more wine. 
“Txakoli, Txakoli, Txakoli,” he says. Juan Mari passes 
around a plate of Ganbara’s proprietary potato salad 
with tuna—it takes four hours to make, I’m told—and 
proceeds to go over the wedding menu with Andrés. 
Even though Andrés is a master chef and, at 43, the 
same age as Elena, he eagerly absorbs Juan Mari’s 
maxims: This is how you cut asparagus. This is how you 
open the oysters. This is how you make merluza.

Andrés urgently wants to convey what Juan Mari 
means to him and to Spanish cooking. To get his 
point across, he grabs me by the shirt. “It’s 1991,” 
says Andrés, beginning his rapid-fire sermon. “I left 
for the States after working at El Bulli when it was 
unknown. I went to New York, and it didn’t work out. 
I was 22, living in Harlem surrounded by marijuana 



It’s four stories tall, brick on the ground level and 
painted a light shade of pink on the higher floors. It sits 
on the Alto de Miracruz, an unassuming residential 
and commercial stretch of four-lane road 10 minutes 
from the Old Part by car. At first, as Juan Mari tells it, 
Arzak was largely known for the poor quality of its 
wines (a forgivable and common domestic offense). 
But good company trumped bad wine and Arzak 
endured. The food earned greater acclaim once Juan 
Mari’s parents—Juan Ramón Arzak and Francisca 
Arratibel—took over, transforming the tavern into a 
proper restaurant. They earned a reputation for their 
richly flavored stews and classic fish preparations, like 
the batter-dipped morsels Juan Mari and I just shared 
at Ganbara. 

When Juan Mari’s father died unexpectedly in 1951 
(Juan Mari was 9), the restaurant briefly changed 
its name to Viuda de Arzak (The Widow of Arzak). In 
subsequent years, it would become the most popular 
spot in town for milestone celebrations—nuptials, 

He winks, passes a plate of battered fish and nods at 
the three empty glasses:

“Txakoli?”

e
lena arzaK, now decked in perfectly 
pressed chef’s whites, was 4 years old 
when her father’s kitchen took hold of 
her imagination. One of her first memo-
ries is of an old stockpot. Relative to her 
stature, it seemed gigantic, even mythic. 

“I’d enter the kitchen,” she says, standing just where 
she did as a child, “and they’d be boiling the crabs. 
The smell was always the same and very intense. And 
everyone was very busy with their tasks. It was like 
a fantasy.” For his part, Juan Mari grew up living in 
the building. He was even born here. “Just above the 
kitchen,” he says, raising his eyes toward the ceiling. 

The building that houses Arzak was built just before 
the turn of the 20th century by Juan Mari’s grandpar-
ents, José Maria Arzak Etxabe and Escolástica Lete. 

plants. I had other offers—in Chicago, in Japan. But 
I only wanted to work at Arzak. Starting at 14, I used 
to clip Juan Mari’s recipes from El País. I couldn’t 
wait for them to come out. I’d study them. Arzak 
was the name. The entity. The father.” Andrés called 
Arzak seeking a temporary position. “What tells you 
everything about Juan Mari’s level of detail—and, 
obviously, his food is genius—is that he picked up the 
phone himself to talk to a kid looking for an intern-
ship. I couldn’t believe I was actually speaking with 
him, with Juan. Mari. Arzak.” 

Still visibly moved by the brief conversation from 
22 years ago, Andrés releases my shirt. “He didn’t 
hire me,” says Andrés. “He didn’t have the space. But 
that five minutes on the phone still gives me inspira-
tion to this day.” 

I’m about to eat another helping of the egg-soaked, 
parsley-specked mushrooms when Ranelli notices the 
time. “Okay, stop eating,” says Juan Mari, placing his 
hand on my shoulder. 

fLavor profiLe  
Arzak’s ideas room 

contains about  
1,600 plastic boxes,  

each filled with a 
unique ingredient 
that may one day 

inspire a new dish.

“i only wanted 
to work  

at arzak. 
starting at 14, 
i used to clip 

juan mari’s 
recipes from  

el paÍs.  
i couldn’t  

wait for them  
to come out.  

i’d study 
them. arzak 

was the name.  
the entity.  

the father.” 
-josÉ andrÉs
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communions and baptisms—thanks to Arratibel’s fac-
ulty for banquet-making. As a boy, Juan Mari would 
help his mother by manning the bar. “And I’d check 
the clams,” he says. “If the meat fell from any of the 
shells, I’d put it back in.” These days, everybody in San 
Sebastián knows the restaurant because everybody 
seems to have his or her own personal and historical 
connection to it, which, for a prestigious three-star 
eatery, is a rare if not singular achievement. Even the 
taxi driver who drops us off happily informs Juan Mari 
that his parents were married at Arzak. 

Juan Mari declares, “This is not a luxury restau-
rant. This is a family restaurant.” In fact, it’s both. 
Servers and cooks who work at Arzak leave when they 
retire. The valet parker is a cousin. Aside from Elena, 
Juan Mari’s most trusted deputy chefs, Igor Zalakain 
and Xabier Gutiérrez, have been developing recipes in 
the lab upstairs for decades, resulting in an astound-
ing 50 new dishes a year, every year. They preside over 
a windowless room uniformly lined and stacked with 
1,600 small, transparent plastic boxes, each of them 
numbered, labeled and containing a flavor that might 
one day be emphasized on the restaurant’s menu: Box 
763 contains verbena; box 474: colored sprinkles; box 
484: boxthorn fruit. Others contain preserved black 
lemon from Iran and various Malaysian salts. 

A dedicated room in which to deposit ideas is a 
luxury. So is the lab-grade Telstar Cryodos machine in 
the corner, which can basically freeze-dry any organic 
substance on Earth (it comes in handy if, say, you want 
to reduce raw lamb to a powder and use it to season 
a lamb dish—the result being lamb that tastes pro-
foundly self-realized). “Arzak,” says Alex Atala, the 
Brazilian chef whom Time magazine recently included 
in its list of 100 most influential people in the world, “is 
amazing because it is a centenary restaurant and yet, 
everything there is always new.”

At Arzak, experiments have always been 
encouraged and nurtured with deep familial sup-
port—even if it sometimes takes years for a dish 
or a concept to gestate. Almost as soon as Juan Mari 
began working the line under his mother in 1966, he’d 
felt driven to create a menu that started new conver-
sations about food rather than relying on the kinds of 
homemade favorites that usually fall under the rubric 
of family cooking. “I did whatever my mother wanted 
for the first year,” Juan Mari says. “She was the boss. 
But then I took over a tiny part of the restaurant for 
myself, five tables, and began to develop my own food. 
Nobody came.” 

Juan Mari kept pushing, never leaving behind the 
pillars of Basque eating—olive oil, parsley, fish and 
eggs—but always looking for innovative ways to bring 
those flavors across. It all started to click in the early 
’70s, around the time Arzak became the first-ever 
Basque restaurant to earn a Michelin star. “Juan Mari 
used a strong local baseline from which to abstract,” 
says Ranelli. “He went from specializing in grilling 
meats over a charcoal fire to breaking all the rules and 
giving everyone else in Spain the freedom to experi-
ment. He’s radical. It’s like Picasso—obviously he 
knew how to draw first.” 

One dish represents the tipping point. In 1970, Juan 
Mari took a scorpion fish—a traditional ingredient for 
soup stock—and used it as the base for a Basque-style 
terrine by whipping it to custard-like consistency and 

setting it into a mold. The dish evolved further when 
Juan Mari presented it in bite-sized portions, coat-
ing it with shredded phyllo-like kataifi and serving it 
on a stick. By elevating the scorpion fish from a mere 
soup starter to something more rarefied, Juan Mari 
changed the ingredient’s context, just as he would 
for many other ingredients in this new iteration of 
Basque cuisine. (It’s since been widely replicated, first 
by other chefs  and then by Spain’s industrial food 
companies, which now sell it in supermarkets.) And 
by tweaking the presentation, he introduced a kind of 
lightheartedness that would quickly become an Arzak 
hallmark. To this day, Juan Mari maintains a large col-
lection of toys and adheres to a joy-based bottom-line 
theory of eating. “If it isn’t fun,” he says, “what is the 
point? I’ve never eaten and not had fun.”  

That scorpion fish creation, called kabrarroka, is 
perhaps the most well-known example of what Juan 
Mari now calls his “research-based, cutting-edge, 
evolving Basque signature cuisine.” It’s a movement 
that started with him, but he’s quick to point out 
he and his daughter now work in tandem. “Without 
Elena,” he says, “this cuisine would be impossible.” 

t
here are Two TaKes on lunch at 
Arzak. The first is in the dining room, 
which features bright overhead light-
ing and frosted glass panels but no 
view of the outside world. There, Juan 
Mari and Elena are constantly pres-

ent. They frequently enter and exit, greeting or saying 
goodbye to all of their guests. The kissing never stops. 
If somebody doesn’t finish an item, either Juan Mari 
or Elena (or both) will appear tableside, asking sin-
cerely for criticism and offering solutions in the form 
of more food. Every lunch starts with kabrarroka and 
continues over a stretch of several hours. A meal might 
feature sole presented on a digital video monitor with 
whitecaps crashing beneath the filets. It might include 
crispy-shelled cromlechs, presented upright to resem-
ble their namesake—ancient stones—and stuffed 
with onion, green tea and foie gras. It might include 
a triptych of lobster and greens with two clothespins 
derived from reduced lobster stock and gelatin sitting 
at the bottom on the plate. “That’s wordplay,” Elena 
says, having inherited her father’s affinity for puns. 
“Pinza,” she says, making pinching gestures with her 
fingers, “means clothespin. It also means lobster claw.” 

The other version of lunch only happens on 
Saturdays at a long marble table in the kitchen’s front 
alcove, and it is for family members only. When Elena 
was a child she’d come in for Saturday lunch with 
her sister, Marta, who’s now 45 and in charge of the 
education department at the Guggenheim Museum 
in nearby Bilbao (she consults on art-related matters 
at Arzak as well). “Marta’s not coming today,” says 
Elena, “because she was out last night until seven in 
the morning. That’s what people do here.” Elena usu-
ally stays at the restaurant every night until around 2. 
“I try to send my father home earlier than that,” she 
says. “Sometimes he’ll leave by one, but then he’ll call. 
He always wants to know what’s going on here.” The 
Arzaks are fiercely attached to their restaurant and to 
each other. “It’s their life,” says Ranelli. “When I ask 
Juan Mari when he’ll retire,” says Adrià, “he says he 
wants to die in this kitchen.”

In London, the British press has thus far judged 
Ametsa harshly. They’ve called its room-length, 
ceiling-mounted art installation of 7,000 glass tubes 
filled with multicolored spices phallic (it’s a nod to 
the ideas room in San Sebastián). They’ve labeled the 
food overwrought and have slammed the restaurant’s 
full name, taking the phrasing “with Arzak instruc-
tion” for a pretentious marketing gimmick. In fact, 
it’s an earnest way of explaining the family’s creative 
process. “We don’t understand when people say, ‘I 
have just one hour for lunch,’ ” says Zalakain about 
English eating habits. “But that’s what they have, one 
hour for lunch, so we’re changing the menu to make 
the experience shorter.”  

The food, however, will remain a kind of Arzak’s 
greatest hits menu—everything at Ametsa was devel-
oped by Arzak with his London chefs. One early meal 
there featured shards of Iberico ham that resembled 
slick fragments of stained glass and a dish called 
“pigeon with shot,” an Arzakian riff on the idea that 
cooked Basque game birds were once brought to the 
table with bird shot still lodged in their flesh. In this 
instance, the shots were spheric silver BBs containing 
balsamic vinaigrette. Like the rest of the dish, they 
were pleasing and faultless. 

For Juan Mari and Elena, comparing the two spots 
is almost laughable. “Ametsa can never be Arzak,” 
says Juan Mari. Elena agrees. One is an institution 
where the family patriarch was born and hopes to die. 
The other, located in a hotel, is only just beginning.  

s
Top wriTing,” says Juan Mari, wagging 
a finger at my notebook, “and eat!” We’re 
seated around his family table. On one side 
sits Elena’s son, Mateo, who is 6, and her 
husband, Manu, an architect who designed 
the wine storage room upstairs (it winds 

around the tree that was once the building’s central 
support column). Elena sits next to her husband. At 
the head of the table is their daughter, Nora, who is 8. 
Juan Mari sits next to Nora and takes turns looking at 
his granddaughter and his daughter, smiling at both. 

There are soft-scrambled eggs with mushrooms and 
the season’s first peas with favas, a yellow-green yin-
yang forming in my bowl. There’s merluza with clams 
and the simple green parsley sauce that Juan Mari’s 
mother once cooked. A plate of fire-roasted peppers 
is passed around and slabs of steak char on the wood-
fired grill directly behind Juan Mari. Elena gets up to 
dart through the kitchen. In the restaurant, she seems 
to ping around as fast as an atom. Juan Mari eats fish 
heads and—always restless, always curious—starts to 
ask questions about cloud computing and QR codes and 
how those concepts might inspire a future menu item.

As we finish the cheese course, Mateo asks if he 
can show me the wine room that his father designed. 
He’s about to zoom up the stairs—passing through 
the kitchen where his mother has risen to great-
ness, passing the room in which his grandfather was 
born. Before he’s out of sight, Juan Mari turns to me. 
“Finding what you want to do in life,” he says, “is the 
best lottery you can win. The second best lottery is 
to have a daughter who wants to continue your life’s 
work.” Mateo is eager to get to the Riojas, and Elena 
doesn’t hold him back. “Otherwise,” Juan Mari contin-
ues, “it’s like there’s no point.” •
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a combination of unrivaled government funding and wholesome  
creative energy has transformed this formerly hardscrabble  

Norwegian city into one of the most electrifying places to see new art.

is oslo the next  
art capital? 

the Storting, the Norwegian parliament. “We have a 
really good support system, so if you get to a certain 
level in your career it’s possible to get funding to do 
projects that you wouldn’t be able to do elsewhere.” 
Next to him sits his best friend, Ida Ekblad, a painter, 
sculptor and conceptual artist. “It’s because Oslo’s 
small. In New York, if you want certain kinds of mate-
rials, there are so many rules, and it’s so difficult to 
get things done sometimes,” Ekblad says. “Here, I’m 
friends with the guy that works at the scrapyard, 
and he’s always happy when I go there.” Ekblad’s 
recent work involves carving lines from poems she 
wrote into the wheels of shopping carts, coating the 
wheels in paint and rolling them across canvases. A 
former break-dancer, she is one of the flag-bearers 
of Norway’s artistic ascendance: Her inclusion in 
the “ILLUMInations” exhibition at the 2011 Venice 
Biennale was a rallying cry for every art student in 
Oslo. In April, she had a solo show at the National 
Museum’s contemporary art wing, the Museet for 
Samtidskunst, where artists like Anish Kapoor, 

e
very norwegian child has stood in 
cross-country skis at the bottom of a 
snowy slope and looked up at his or her 
father. “So your dad is there at the top 
of the hill holding a treat and he says, 
‘Just make it up here, and we’ll take a  

break,’ ” says Eivind Furnesvik, the owner and director 
of Standard (Oslo), the most successful art gallery in 
the country’s up-and-coming scene. “That is Norway.” 

With that same mettle and hope of reward, the 
players of Oslo’s art world have begun a steep climb 
to join the ranks of global elite art capitals. The 
treat-bearing father atop the hill is the government, 
waving vast largesse from the largest sovereign 
wealth fund in the world. But the route isn’t easy for 
those involved: Aside from subzero temperatures and 
months of darkness, the relatively small capital city 
of 600,000 was, until very recently, better known for 
timber exports and dried fish aged in lye than cut-
ting-edge contemporary art. 

Just over 100 years ago, shortly after Norway 

gained full independence from Sweden, the regions 
north of Bergen counted among the poorest in 
Europe. In the decades since 1969, when Phillips 
Petroleum discovered vast oil and gas reserves in 
the North Sea’s Ekofisk field, those same regions 
have become some of the continent’s richest. 
Income from the reserves pours in through the 
state-controlled energy giant Statoil, and accrues 
in Norway’s $745 billion sovereign wealth fund, the 
so-called Oljefondet. Norway’s 12-year-old sustain-
ability-minded handlingsregelen, or “spending rule,” 
stipulates that the government can use only 4 per-
cent of that fund in each year’s national budget. Add 
that to the country’s Scandinavian brand of social 
democracy, and the result is unrivaled government 
support for the artistic economy. Last October, Hadia 
Tajik, Norway’s Minister of Culture, announced the 
country’s largest-ever budget for the arts. 

“It’s easy to get things done in Oslo,” says singer 
and performance artist Nils Bech in a downtown 
café near the affluent shopping district surrounding 
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William Kentridge and Robert Smithson have also 
recently been shown. Stipends from the Norwegian 
Ministry of Culture have facilitated both Bech and 
Ekblad’s work: He has two years of financing, and 
she has three. “I must admit I did have an instinct to 
come back to Norway that I hadn’t felt before,” says 
Ekblad about her recent return home while pregnant 
with her daughter after years living abroad in Italy. 

Another artist who’s recently come home is 
Marius Engh, a member of Furnesvik’s roster at 
Standard (Oslo), who moved back to Oslo after five 
years in Berlin. “Sometimes you need a break from a 
small place like this,” he says on the phone from the 
home studio he’s been able to rent, thanks to govern-
ment subsidies—an old astronomical observatory 
with a view over the fjord. “By moving back home, you 
come back into the possibility of renewing yourself or 
becoming whole,” he says. “I started skiing again!”

Even as the city has held fast to some of its grittier 
elements—a heroin problem lurks in the shadows—

you see emblems of its dedication to art everywhere: 
architectural coups like the opera house designed 
by the award-winning Norwegian firm Snøhetta or, 
nearby, along the waterfront, Renzo Piano Astrup 
Fearnley contemporary art museum, financed by the 
private wealth of a shipping family and sponsored by 
Swedish oil firm Lundin Petroleum. New space for the 
Munch Museum—currently mired in political debate 
over its location—is forthcoming, as is a new build-
ing for the National Museum, slated to open in 2017 
and constructed to hold the institution’s classical 
and contemporary collections. 

Apart from its showier signifiers of wealth, a 
wholesome enthusiasm suffuses the Oslo art scene, 
perhaps because of its geographic isolation, extreme 
climate and high cost of living. At the April reopen-
ing party of Kunstnernes Hus (Artists’ House)—a 
club across the street from the Royal Palace—more 
than 100 people waited in line outside the door. 
Inside, Karl Holmqvist—one of the most famous art-
ists in Sweden—performed onstage. “Who runs the 
world? Girrrrls,” he bleated into the microphone. Half 
the room watched while the other half talked giddily 
over beers from Dronebrygg, an Oslo-based artist-
run microbrewery. 

s
TaToil Keeps regional headquarters in 
Fornebu, an office park rising on the out-
skirts of town that recalls the corporate 
anomie of Paris’s La Défense. In 2007, 
Statoil merged with the oil and gas divi-
sion of Norsk Hydro and, in the merger, 

took over some of that company’s art collection. 
Bjarne Vaaga, an art historian and consultant with the 
Statoil Art Program, focuses on acquiring works from 
emerging Norwegian and international artists for the 

company. “I think it was very good advice from Edvard 
Munch: He said, ‘Only buy art from living artists,’ ” says 
Vaaga.  Indeed, the company seizes every opportunity 
to showcase its collection: hanging work in its offshore 
rigs and throughout its office buildings from Houston 
to Stavanger. A 12,900-square-foot video installation 
by Swiss artist Pipilotti Rist plays on the underside 
of the Fornebu office’s main entryway. Nearby sits a 
spherical sculpture by Danish-Icelandic artist Ólafur 
Elíasson. Once construction is complete, Ekblad and 
Standard (Oslo) artist Gardar Eide Einarsson will also 
have works on display around the Fornebu campus.  

The corporate interests at play and the bureau-
cracy surrounding the subsidies call into question 
the realness of the Norwegian art market: Is it really 
just a bubble of vainglorious ambition? The cynical 
view, which people voice out of the corner of their 
mouths, is that artists’ stipends are cheaper for the 
government than unemployment benefits. But many 
disagree. Over green tea and carrot soup, Marta 

Kuzma, the American director of Norway’s Office for 
Contemporary Art (OCA), explains how public financ-
ing has breathed genuine creative life into the city. “I 
think when people are feeling positive in a commu-
nity and a community is building, it’s very creatively 
free,” she says. “A community creates a vibe and an 
impetus to be with one another.”

Before joining OCA eight years ago, Kuzma held a 
long line of top-tier curatorial posts stretching from 
Washington, D.C. to Kiev, including curator and agent 
for the last Documenta art fair in Kassel, Germany. At 
OCA, her job is to cultivate a unique, internationally 
heard voice for Norway. The Norwegian Ministry of 
Culture and Ministry of Foreign Affairs pooled money 
to start OCA in 2001, as what Kuzma calls an “object 
of curiosity.” One of the organization’s aims is to give 
artists and curators from around the world an incen-
tive to stay longer than 24 hours in Oslo—to make the 
capital more than just a quaint stopover on the inter-
national circuit. In that regard, Norway has catching 
up to do with the likes of Switzerland, Germany and 
Austria, Kuzma says. But when austerity means the 
slashing of cultural funding across Europe, Norway 
is well positioned to join those countries better 
known historically for promoting the arts.

For his part, Furnesvik has found it easiest to 
promote Norwegian artists as a gallerist and busi-
nessman working in the private sector. Not unlike 
the shipping companies that enjoy easy access 
to the North Sea, Norway is a base of operations 
for Furnesvik, not a market. He says 75 percent of 
the work sold at Standard (Oslo) leaves the coun-
try. “The local market has never been the reason 
the gallery started,” he says. With few exceptions, 
Standard (Oslo) has launched the careers of the 
most internationally sought-after living Norwegian 

artists—Fredrik Vaerslev, Matias Faldbakken and 
Einarsson—and boosted the international profile 
of the American artists it represents, like Tauba 
Auerbach, Alex Hubbard and Josh Smith. According 
to Furnesvik, for certain artists, like Faldbakken, 
there’s more global demand for the work than the 
gallery could possibly supply. Last spring, days 
before Furnesvik’s 40th birthday, Standard (Oslo) 
expanded into a 8,400-square-foot white-cube space. 

While artists, gallerists and even the govern-
ment have begun to voice their artistic ambitions 
internationally, a serious class of Norwegian art 
collector has yet to emerge. It’s one reason why a 
gallery of Standard (Oslo)’s caliber has to conduct 
so much business abroad. Given the country’s mid-
dle-class ethos of equality, collecting contemporary 
art isn’t an obvious exercise for the young moneyed 
class. (The oft-quoted Law of Jante, an informal 
Scandinavian social code coined by the author Aksel 
Sandemose in 1933, discourages citizens from ris-
ing above his or her social station.) “If you go to New 
York, the financial industry is the biggest thing,” 
says Furnesvik. “Within that, if you are to be con-
sidered an educated person, you have to aspire to 
collect art. It’s somehow expected of you, on the 
same level as wearing a tie. There is none of that in 
Norway. It’s a culture of equality.” 

Perhaps it’s no surprise that Petter Snare, a rare 
Norwegian collector, worked in the art world for a 
time with Furnesvik. Snare acquired his first works 
in the ’90s as a law student in Bergen and later 
helped launch Standard (Oslo) in 2005 before selling 
his share two years later and returning to his legal 
career. In his free time, he runs an art book publisher, 
Teknisk Industri. Each book he publishes is almost 
completely financed by the government, according to 
Snare. He also sits on the board of many public and 
private art institutions across the country, including 
the Bergen Kunsthall and the Bildende Kunstneres 
Hjelpefond, an artists’ relief fund dating back to the 
’40s supported by a 5-percent fee levied on all visual 
artwork publicly sold in the country. 

“Contemporary art as a social marker, at least in 
Norway, is something new,” Snare says over a glass of 
beer in the chandeliered lobby of downtown’s Hotel 
Bristol. “Norwegians are mainly trying to be less 
flashy. It might be an urban myth, but there are all 
these stories about shipping people in Norway hav-
ing huge amounts of money and driving themselves 
to the airport in a Nissan and being picked up by a 
Rolls-Royce at London Heathrow.” 

If the narrative about somewhat provincial 
Norwegians going out into the world has, in the last 
two decades, found its way out of an awkward ado-
lescence, the reverse migration is just beginning. 
The American gallerist Esperanza Rosales moved to 
Oslo from Brussels in the fall of 2011 to do something 
unheard of: launch a commercial gallery as an out-
sider. She first visited Oslo to attend an event hosted 
by OCA. During her stay, she met Stian Eide Kluge and 
Steffen Håndlykken, two Norwegian artists launch-
ing a gallery of their own called 1857 in Grønland, 
an immigrant neighborhood near the train station. 
The space they chose was a battered log cabin, the 
erstwhile operating headquarters for the Bandidos 
Motorcycle Club. The cabin was full of trash, and 
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“in new york, if you are to be considered an 
educated person, you have to aspire to 

collect art. there is none of that in norway. 
it’s a culture of equality.” —eivind furnesvik

snow fell through the crumbling roof. “Something 
about that kind of spirit,” say Rosales, “this particu-
lar initiative they have to take something that was 
falling apart and fix it up, really stuck in my mind.” 

“Norway, there are things I love about it, but it’s 
very severe,” she says. She’s ready with examples of 
the baffling cost of running a business within the 
country’s economy. “I once went to the post office to 
buy an envelope and a five-pack costs 65 U.S. dollars. 
They have local postage on them already, but still 
that’s a lot.”

In Oslo there’s an incredible will to make things 
happen despite the odds—a community survival 

instinct, part of the bully attitude it takes to survive 
so far north. After two months, Rosales was able to 
negotiate free rent on a warren of lower level rooms 
below the Grønland Menighetshus, a former congre-
gational hall built in 1913. Her program so far has 
included work by Ekblad and another Norwegian art-
ist Lars Laumann, as well as by young artists from 
more established art capitals like Berlin and London. 
“I realized there was room for another commercial 
gallery, or perhaps one that could have a very differ-
ent profile than Standard,” she says. “A commercial 
gallery with the spirit of a project space.” According 
to her agreement, she’ll begin paying rent there when 

the gallery starts turning a profit. In the meantime 
she’s investigating the possibility of claiming more 
space in a nearby prison.

Rosales’s gallery, called VI, VII, takes its name 
from the British colloquialism “at sixes and sevens.” 
“It means that someone is at a point of confusion, 
maybe making a bad choice or they’re showing 
recklessness,” she says. “The history of this is a 
little unclear, but some people think it came out of 
dice-throwing games—when somebody would bet 
everything they had on the next throw of the dice, 
and sometimes lose. I liked that it could be read as 
total stupidity or total courage.” •

nordic tracK   
Clockwise from bottom 

right: Curator Marta 
Kuzma at the Office 

of Contemporary Art;  
collector and publisher 

Petter Snare, right, 
with his partner, Knut 

Darre Christiansen, 
at the apartment they 

are remodeling in Oslo;  
Esperanza Rosales at  

her gallery, VI, VII, 
located in the lower level 

of an old congregation 
hall; artworks on  

display at Standard 
(Oslo) by Wade Guyton, 

Jonathan Binet  
and Franz West.



94

one Love  
The stone farmhouse 
at Pantrepant, one of  
Blackwell’s favorite 
retreats. “I fell in love 
with the tree,” he says. 
“So I bought the tree  
as well as everything  
that came with it.” 
Opposite: Blackwell at  
his Goldeneye resort. 
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Island Records founder and  
hotelier Chris Blackwell shares his  

love for Jamaica through his  
latest homegrown hit—his farm.

Jamaican 
pastoral

n
early a quarTer cenTury ago, when Chris Blackwell 
bought Pantrepant—a 2,500-acre cattle farm in 
Jamaica’s Cockpit Country, 29 miles inland from 
Montego Bay—his entrepreneurial dreams lay else-
where. In 1989, the record producer had sold his 
wildly influential label Island Records to Polygram 

for $300 million and was establishing a new hotel venture in Miami. 
Pantrepant would serve as a home and private retreat, a place where 
he could unwind with friends such as Bono, Grace Jones and Bob 
Marley’s family. He loved its towering guango tree, the majesty of the 
white Brahman cattle, the fruit trees filled with birds. What he didn’t 
know was that more than two decades later the farm would, like reg-
gae, become another vehicle for showcasing Jamaica to the world. 

This summer, Pantrepant will launch regular farm-to-table 
dinners for guests of Blackwell’s three luxury resorts: Goldeneye, 
situated on the country’s northeast coast, as well as its sister Island 
Outpost properties—Strawberry Hill near Kingston and The Caves 
in Negril. Guests will have the opportunity to visit the farm and 
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think either of us are really interested in business, 
per se. We love creating things.”

Over the years, Blackwell added cottages to 
Goldeneye, inviting friends to visit. By the late ’80s he 
had opened it as a resort, but never widely promoted 
it. Again, he’d created a playhouse for the jet set—this 
time flying the Jamaican flag. “Miami was all rock ’n’ 
roll,” says Hulanicki. “Whereas, you could tell that 
Goldeneye was such a personal thing for Chris.” No 
doubt in part due to the relationship between his 
mother and Fleming—the pair were close friends, 
part of a circle that also included Noël Coward and 
Errol Flynn. Blackwell had even worked as a location 
scout on the 1962 film adaptation of Fleming’s Dr. No.

t
he laTesT blacKwell project began 
brewing in Jamaica nearly a decade ago. 
By 2004, he had sold his Miami portfo-
lio of hotels (they’d been losing money) 
and narrowed his focus to Jamaica and 
the Bahamas. Each property had a cool 

celebrity mystique—regular guests included Kate Moss 
and Keith Richards—but their island locales and reg-
gae soundtracks made them more approachable than 
stuffy. Blackwell insisted that the staff be front and 
center, encouraging them to forge connections with 
guests. Again, he hit on a winning formula by listening 
to the roots of Jamaican culture. “I’ve always looked 
for a location that is fantastic and then said, ‘Okay, how 
can we make it comfortable?’ ” Blackwell says. “I want 
people to enjoy the simplicity in the natural.”

In late 2010, Blackwell expanded Goldeneye, add-
ing new beach- and lagoon-front villas and amping 
up the marketing—with his personal touch still 
evident. The villa interiors have a simple, clean 
aesthetic and pops of vivid batik prints from the 
Royal Hut line created by his late wife, Mary Vinson, 
a Parsons-trained fashion and home furnishings 
designer, who died in 2009. (Grace Jones introduced 
them in the early ’80s.) The Logitech Squeezebox 
music system is loaded with an eclectic playlist 
curated by a DJ friend who lives in Tel Aviv. Red 
Stripes in the retro Smeg refrigerators are sold at 
a friendly $3 apiece. The villas have claw-foot tubs, 
outdoor showers and feature air-conditioning, 
despite Blackwell’s misgivings—he despises the 
way A/C cuts out “the sound of the sea, the crickets 
and the tree frogs. All those sounds which are so 
important to the sensory feel of Jamaica.” 

Rooms at Goldeneye average $1,000 a night, but 
the vibe is warm and laid-back, encapsulating the lan-
guid rhythm of Jamaican life. “It’s where I recharge 
my batteries,” says fashion entrepreneur Emanuele 
Della Valle, who has been going to Goldeneye since 
meeting Blackwell through Naomi Campbell in the 
mid-’90s. He finds inspiration in its simple, casual 
days that contrast with the frenetic pace of New York. 
On previous trips to Jamaica, Della Valle had stayed 
in places where “guests were hostages of these huge 
hotels—you never get to know anything about the 
Jamaican culture.”

The idea of sharing his farm idyll—making it 
a more sustainable enterprise—grew slowly for 
Blackwell. (The only things Blackwell appears to do 
fast are walking, driving and his pet pastime: jet-
skiing.) While the resorts had always relied on local 

providers for most of their produce, only importing 
what they could not source from Jamaica, Blackwell 
knew he had an impressive resource with his farm. 
Starting in 2006, Pantrepant made small periodic 
deliveries of lettuce, broccoli, cauliflower, cabbage, 
oranges and bok choy to Goldeneye. There was no 
official pipeline in place, but Blackwell was already 
contemplating how to scale operations in order to 
service all his resorts. 

The allure of Pantrepant’s rolling pastures, its 
river, natural water hole and roaming wildlife is 
amplified by its isolation—it lies at the end of a 
beat-up, potholed road in the sleepy green parish of 
Trelawny. “It’s like setting back the clock 300 years,” 
says Della Valle. 

The word organic finds its way into almost any 
description of Blackwell’s style. From a farming 
perspective, it was always the rule. The first thing 
Blackwell did when he bought Pantrepant was to 
eradicate the use of chemicals; he hated the smell 
and opted for a more costly, labor-intensive, natural 
method of farming. “What replaces the chemicals is 
people having to cut bush all the time,” he says. “But 
I like to create a few more jobs.” 

Echoing his path in the music industry, his knack 
for unearthing talent would ultimately help him 
achieve his goals. His personal chef, Talcie Neil, 
worked for Blackwell and his mother for 30 years. 
Goldeneye’s executive chef, Nerissa Clarke, grew 
up near the resort and always dreamt of working 
for Blackwell. One of Blackwell’s two sons, Chris 
Blackwell, Jr. (his other son, Chance, is 12), now 
works on Blackwell Rum, another recent initiative 
that launched in the U.S. last year and is based on 
an old family recipe. (Blackwell’s grandfather pur-
chased Jamaica’s leading rum company, J. Wray & 
Nephew, in 1917.)

Gardener Ramsey Dacosta has worked at 
Goldeneye since the days of “Commander” Fleming. 
Today, at 76, he still works part time, tending to 
Blackwell’s garden, carving coconuts for kids and 
planting fruit trees selected by guests. The grounds 

pick their own callaloo and milk a cow. Blackwell has 
never liked the limelight and always kept Pantrepant 
private, so the news came as a surprise. At Goldeneye, 
he explains that the move is, like most things he does, 
a slow and organic outcome of his passions. He also 
reveals an ulterior motive: “I’m intent on marketing 
Jamaica,” he says. “Jamaica has the best coffee, the 
best sugar, the best ginger and some of the best cocoa 
in the world.” 

Blackwell has come straight from swimming in 
Goldeneye’s lush green lagoon, located mere steps 
from his front door. He’s dressed in a T-shirt and 
shorts, sporting espadrilles and bracelets around his 
wrists. Tall and stately, at 76, he looks like something 
of an aging hippie—one with a quiet English accent 
and a thirst for innovation. 

Agricultural tourism was never on the agenda 
when he was growing up between Jamaica and 
London—teaching waterskiing in Montego Bay, sell-
ing air conditioners and studying accounting at Price 
Waterhouse. But neither was earning a berth in the 
Rock and Roll Hall of Fame, an accolade the Island 
Records founder accepted in 2001. Born in London, 
Blackwell spent his early years on a large estate in 
Jamaica where his mother had grown up. He started 
his label in Jamaica in 1959 before returning to 
London, where he was educated, to sell records in the 
city’s West Indian communities. In the ’70s, Blackwell 
signed seminal reggae artists like Lee “Scratch” 
Perry, Burning Spear and The Wailers. Bob Marley’s 
subsequent stardom was a coup for Jamaica—not 
just Jamaican music—and cemented Island’s legacy. 
There were also albums from the B-52s, Tom Waits, 
Robert Palmer and U2.

Blackwell’s ease in the recording studio was a 
natural jumping-off point for his detour into hos-
pitality. Two of his first properties—The Marlin 
Hotel, in South Beach, and Compass Point, in the 
Bahamas—included recording studios, making 
them natural hubs for rock stars and models. He 
had purchased Goldeneye—the former home of 
author Ian Fleming, who was a close confidante of 
Blackwell’s mother, Blanche Lindo—in 1976, but the 
accommodations at the time were modest. Fleming 
wrote his iconic James Bond novels in a monastic 
room with the shutters closed to the glorious view 
of his private beach. 

By the mid-’90s, Blackwell owned a clutch of 
Art Deco boutique hotels in Miami and another on 
Harbour Island in the Bahamas, intimate places with 
bright colors, quirky designs and an atmosphere 
where celebrities felt at ease. Rather than rub elbows 
with the talent at industry functions, Blackwell cre-
ated spaces for his artists and friends to visit him. 
“The people there!” says Barbara Hulanicki, founder 
of London’s legendary fashion store Biba, and the 
designer responsible for Goldeneye’s new interiors. 
“Beyoncé, the Spice Girls, Mick Jagger, you’d sit there 
saying to yourself, ‘I know that face,’ and realize you 
were sitting next to Prince.” 

Blackwell calls this period “a magical time,” 
although his film company, Palm Pictures—another 
of his ’90s businesses—did not fare as well.  “I think 
we’ve both come unstuck on occasion because we’ve 
followed our passions,” says fellow Englishman and 
record label founder Richard Branson. “But I don’t 

“i’ve always looked 
for a location 

that’s fantastic 
and said, ‘okay, 

how can we make it 
comfortable?’  

i want people to 
enjoy the simplicity 

in the natural.”
 –chris blackwell

LocaL heroes  Clockwise from opposite page: 
Lion, Pantrepant’s resident Rastafarian, was living 

on the farm when Blackwell bought it; a bamboo 
shed in a field planted with fruit trees; Mama J, 

Pantrepant’s cook, picks callaloo from the garden, 
before serving it for breakfast with fresh eggs, toast 

and butter churned from the farm’s dairy cows.



are dotted with plaques bearing bold-faced names 
who have taken part in the planting program. 
Their donations of $1,000 each go to Blackwell’s 
Oracabessa Foundation, named for a nearby town 
(home to many Goldeneye workers) to benefit local 
sustainable development projects.

The hire that positioned Pantrepant to become 
more sustainable occurred in 2011, when Gustavo Díaz 
came aboard as the farm’s general manager. As a grad-
uate of Costa Rica’s Earth University, Díaz arrived with 
a wealth of knowledge about organic farming—and a 
five-year vision for what Pantrepant could become.

“I’m thrilled to have Gustavo because I know noth-
ing about farming,” says Blackwell, who had heard of 
Earth University through a friend in Washington, 
D.C., and now provides funds for two Jamaican stu-
dents to attend the school each year. “I know what I 
like—the produce and having lots of fruit trees that 
the birds like—but I never wanted it to look like a 
‘farm farm’ with rows of plants. I want everything to 
look kind of natural. Which is, by any stretch of the 
imagination, an unprofessional approach.”

The research, expertise and analytics come from 
Díaz, who talks at length about a slew of initiatives: 
the growth of weekly deliveries to Island Outpost 
resorts, now offering more than 30 different in-season 
fruits and vegetables; recycling the hotels’ plastics 
and glass—a concept so foreign in Jamaica that the 
broken-down pieces must be shipped offshore for pro-
cessing; and collecting food scraps to feed to a colony 
of black soldier flies, which in turn produce larvae that 
are sun-dried and fed to chickens or livestock. “The 
whole idea is to close the loop,” says Díaz. “To cycle the 
nutrients back into the system.” He’s been collecting 
vegetable oil to eventually use as fuel for the farm’s 
diesel engine, and is planting trees to serve as “live 
fences” for the 700 acres of pastures. 

To date, Pantrepant has diverted 20,000 pounds of 
recyclable materials from landfills; it has composted 
more than a thousand pounds of waste. The intro-
duction of solar power has reduced the farm’s energy 
bills by 40 percent. Next up is the chicken project. 
“After seeing the movie Food, Inc.,” Blackwell tells 
me, “I thought, That’s it, I don’t want to eat any bat-
tery hens.” Soon, Pantrepant will supply free-range 
chickens to all three resorts’ restaurants and can-
teens. Pigs will follow. 

Both farm manager and owner understand that 
their desire for Pantrepant to be fully sustainable is 
a long-term project. “The farm serves as the lungs of 
Island Outpost,” says Díaz. “A full integration of the 
farm and everything we do in hospitality is simply 
one of our core objectives.” 

“It never ends,” adds Blackwell.
Given all of his efforts to promote Jamaica and its 

natural assets, I wonder why he hasn’t gotten into 
politics or worked for the tourism board—like his 
cousin John Pringle, the founder of famed Jamaican 
resort Round Hill, did in the ’60s. “I’m not suited for 
either of those things,” he says. “That requires think-
ing of what works best for the majority, and I like to 
walk my own path.”  

He would, however, like to see more ardent pro-
motion of Jamaican food among his tourism peers. 
Round Hill recently started their own farm-to-table 
dinner series, showcasing local purveyors, and the 

resort has its own vegetable and herb garden. A former 
Pantrepant farmer, Adam Miller, and his wife, Marika 
Kessler, have established their own CSA—Community 
Supported Agriculture—at nearby Potosi Farms. Other 
small-scale projects are peppered across the island.

“I would love to see a couple hundred places in 
Jamaica doing it,” says Blackwell. “I think Jamaica 
would thrive if we promote agriculture as a way 
to bring people here.” It would, he says, encourage 
guests to venture out of hotels and into local restau-
rants and food stalls. “I think it would help to foster 
the entrepreneurial spirit, which is so big in Jamaica, 
and give them a piece of the tourism business. That’s 
the most important thing that should happen here.” •

98

doWn on the farM  Clockwise from above: 
Longtime Pantrepant farmer Dinsdale Reid 

tending to the farm’s dairy cows; rows of crops—
including cabbage, parsley, arugula and mint—in 

an area known as Chris’s garden; a table laid for 
lunch beneath the farm’s towering guango tree. 



“i have a TaTToo of five arrows, in honor of the five 
original de Rothschild brothers. I found this arrow out-
side of Tulum, Mexico. The Guatemalan indigo fabric 
hanging in the background is from Hot Moon in Venice, 
California, an antique store that sells vintage textiles. 
The color is so vibrant, yet quite fragile. The typewriter 
is a vintage Remington that I bought for about $100. 
I’ve written a couple of books, and despite my horrible 
spelling and the hard-to-find typewriter ribbon, I have 
a romantic notion that I will one day write a book on 

a typewriter. So far, I’ve written just a few poems on 
it. The top hat is a vintage pop-up from my girlfriend. 
The dust build-up is from six years of wearing it at 
Burning Man. I also wore it when I crossed the equator 
in 2010. My brother gave me the boxing gloves—I did 
some boxing when I was a kid. One of my close friends, 
Luca Babini, was the official photographer aboard the 
Plastiki. Leica sponsored the project and gave me this 
digital camera, and Luca gave me the lens from an old 
’60s Hexar to customize it. I came across the Mexican 

string belt (lying atop the vintage Ukrainian and 
Russian records, also a gift from my girlfriend) walking 
around Oaxaca—one of my favorite places—while vis-
iting artist Gabriel Orozco. Beneath the records is the 
Plastiki’s flag, made by two designers, Joe and Ian, from 
San Francisco’s Nice Collective. They also helped me 
deck out the catamaran before setting sail. Finally, the 
tiny compass used to be on a necklace, but it came off 
the chain. It doesn’t work, but it’s been with me to the 
North Pole, the South Pole and the Amazon.” •
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still life

david de rothschild
The environmentalist who led the trans-Pacific voyage of the Plastiki—a catamaran 

made entirely of recycled plastic—shares his most precious objects.

100 wsj. maga zine

2013 Cmax Revises / Resizes
Wall Street Journal Mag. Family

Fonts: Ford Antenna Cond (Regular), Ford Antenna 
(Regular, Black, Bold)

Inks:  Cyan,  Magenta,  Yellow,  Black

Client:
Ad #:

Agency #:
Park #:

Live:
Trim:

Bleed:

Ford
30423-13
1062282
FCAR-07420
8.375” x 10.25”
9.875” x 11.5”
10.125” x 11.75”

Images: Bullet.eps (100%), Park_QC Steps.eps (100%), 
13CMAX_HybridEnergi_Family_R01_PPK.psd (CMYK; 300 ppi; 100%), 
FGBR_12GoFurther_4C_VtHt_R01.eps (41%)

Park ADD:
Park Designer:

Park PM:
Park Retoucher:
Park Prod Artist:

S. Duerr
None
Gabrielson
The Park
J.Limon

GCD/CCO/GDD:
Associate CD:
Art Director:

Writer:
Print Producer:

None 
None
Daragan
O’Connor
Sosin

Direct Mail Ops:
Data:

Art Producer:
Account Super:

Account Exec:

None
None
Kozokowski
French
Foy

Legal:
Product Info:
Copy Editor:

Traffic:

None
None
None
Roberts

Date: 1-30-2013 5:04 PM Rev: 1   Galley: 1File Name: FCAR07420_3042313_WSJPg_R01.indd

Engraver:
Doc Scale:

Output Size:
Media/Type:

Park PrePress
100%
100%
Ad-Magazine

S:8.375”
S:10.25”

T:9.875”
T:11.5”

B:10.125”
B:11.75”

* EPA-estimated rating of 47 city/47 hwy/47 combined mpg, C-MAX Hybrid; 108 city/92 hwy/100 combined MPGe, C-MAX Energi. 
Actual mileage will vary. MPGe is the EPA equivalent measure of gasoline fuel effi  ciency for electric mode operation.

C-MAX one, C-MAX two.
C-MAX gray. C-MAX blue.
Super fuel-efficient hybrid for me.
Long-range plug-in hybrid for you. Woo-hoo. 

Say hi to the 5-passenger      C-MAX HYBRID + C-MAX ENERGI plug-in HYBRID.

EPA-estimated ratings of 47 city MPG for C-MAX Hybrid 
and 108 city MPGe for C-MAX Energi.*

ford.com

FCAR07420_3042313_WSJPg_R01.indd   1 1/30/13   5:04 PM




