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Shape softly rounded 
cheekbones with a  
healthy perfusion of  
color. Scientifically 
formulated with DMAE.

No Makeup  
Skincare 

A revolutionary approach  
to color. Designed with  
Dr. Nicholas Perricone’s anti-  
aging skincare technology  
to reveal the glow of health  
and the flush of youth.

Exclusively at SEPHORA
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O
VER THE YEARS, we’ve found that the antic-
ipation of a vacation is often as enjoyable 
as the trip itself—sometimes even more  
so, which we discovered during discus-

sions about this destinations issue celebrating some 
of the most alluring places around the world.

When Chilean designer Juan Pablo Molyneux 
needs to get away from it all, he decamps to his newly 
spiffed-up 12th-century château at Pouy-sur-Vannes 
in France, featured on our cover. Employing a small 
army of skilled workers—some of whom may be for-
tunate enough to land a spot at the elite academy for 
artisans he is establishing on the château’s grounds—
he confidently mixes styles and centuries to create 
decor worthy of a modern-day Marie Antoinette.

The rarified art of haute couture would also 
appeal to today’s princesses, especially when paired 
with statement sneakers, as in our shoot by photog-
rapher Maciek Kobielski. Each piece is handcrafted 
by skilled seamstresses and can take months to  
finish. The results always push fashion forward.

This issue also highlights tastemakers who are 
creating the destinations of tomorrow. Our piece 
on fashion photographer Glen Luchford and his new  
venture—the Rose Hotel in Venice, California—
details the transformation of the site’s run-down 
turn-of-the-century Arts and Crafts–style building 
into a chic, airy inn. The profile of Craig Lieckfelt 
illuminates how the Jean-Georges-trained chef 
is bringing three-star dining to his native city of 

Detroit, which just goes to show that sometimes  
home can be the best destination to fuel one’s passion. 

Whether you embark by plane, train, auto-
mobile or sedan chair, we hope these tales will 
make you yearn for your own far-flung adventures  
this summer.  

editor’s let ter

ILLUSTRATION BY ALEJANDRO CARDENAS

GRAPE EXPECTATIONS  Dressed for the heat in Giorgio Armani, Anubis and Bast sample a recent vintage from acclaimed winemaker Bill Harlan, profiled in this issue.

TAKE FLIGHT
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WSJ. asks six luminaries to weigh in on a single topic. This month: Independence.

RICHARD
FORD

“Independence contains 
the seeds of drama—the 
very thing a novelist is 
looking for—because it 
always implies inde-
pendence away from 
something. It also 
confers consequence on 
a person and a complex 
sense of interiority, 
which are also things 
that novelists are 
interested in. But does 
it confer strength or 
powerlessness? That 
question is part of the 
American narrative. A 
month before my novel 
Independence Day was 
published, I threw out 
the ending and wrote a 
new one, which we used, 
in which my protago-
nist Frank is standing 
beside a Fourth of July 
parade as it marches 
down the street and 
feeling the urge to join 
in. Whether or not I 
knew it before I started 
the book, I knew then 
for certain that the real 
virtue of independence 
was the degree to which 
it allows you to join the 
human race, rather than 
stand apart.”

Ford is a novelist and short-
story writer.

“Independence means 
nothing without the 
concept of dependence. 
Independent from 
what? In this country, 
we’re fond of the idea 
of independence being 
founded in opposition 
to something. We’ve got 
all these legends and 
myths in America about 
rugged individualism. 
There’s almost a sense 
of shame associated 
with dependence. But 
dependence is where 
society comes from, why 
families stick together, 
why churches work. 
Things are shifting, and 
some of the tools and 
language of emerging 
businesses are more 
about interdependence 
than independence, but 
the overall narrative of 
the country is still very 
much: We’re on our own. 

Dependence implies 
trust and sharing and 
giving. And we’re social 
beings. So there’s actu-
ally some greatness in 
dependence and member-
ship. Pursuing extreme 
independence just for the 
sake of it doesn’t lead to a 
happy place.”

BARATUNDE
THURSTON

Thurston is the author of the 
book How to Be Black and co-
founder and CEO of the digital 
agency Cultivated Wit.

“We need to feel 
independent in order 
to strive. The desire for 
independence is part 
of the human spirit. 
For me, swimming out 
there in the water, I 
try to tap into every 
ounce of independence 
inside me—every ounce 
of potential, emotion-
ally and physically. 
We’re lucky to have 
the freedom to tap that 
potential and chase our 
dreams. A man’s reach 
should exceed his grasp. 
There’s a deep sense of 
infinitude when you’re 
out swimming in the 
open ocean, especially 
in the pitch of night, 
when your sensory 
deprivation is extreme. 
I’m sure astronauts have 
the same feeling when 
they’re looking at the 
planets, or climbers 
when they reach the top 
of Everest. I am alone 
and not afraid, in my 
own world and my own 
thoughts, immersed in 
my solitude, as if the 
flotilla of boats around 
me is nowhere.”

DIANA
NYAD

Nyad is a world-champion 
swimmer, author and motiva-
tional speaker.

soapbox

THE COLUMNISTS

Tolokonnikova is a performance 
artist and political activist  
in the feminist art collective 
Pussy Riot.

NADYA
TOLOKONNIKOVA

“I realized what inde-
pendence means while in 
a penal colony: the abil-
ity to remain faithful to 
principles in a situation 
where, having taken a 
stand for independence, 
everything leads to the 
fact that one almost 
certainly will lose. But 
the person capable of 
independence loses 
only in the short term. 
Generally, in the long 
term, he wins. It is just 
such a person who makes 
history. When you decide 
to behave in one way or 
another, you can turn 
out to be a role model 
for others. Suffragettes, 
Soviet dissidents, Ai 
Weiwei and the Apostle 
Paul—these people all 
inspire me. But inde-
pendence is not always 
as beautiful as it is 
portrayed in Hollywood 
films. I know women who 
even now, while we are 
reading at breakfast, 
are sitting in their cells, 
pale and mottled with 
scars. Independence—
this is not a fact handed 
down from above but a 
process. Independence 
can bring pain, but it is 
worth it.”

Von Furstenberg is a fashion 
designer.

DIANE VON
FURSTENBERG

“Independence is the 
most important thing in 
my life. My mother was 
in the Nazi concentra-
tion camps when she 
was 20, so she was a 
prisoner of the worst 
kind. She survived, and 
I was born afterwards 
in America. She taught 
me that fear is not an 
option and that the 
most important thing 
was to be independent. I 
found my independence 
through the business of 
fashion, and through my 
wrap dress I was able to 
share that independence 
and confidence with a 
lot of women. I lived the 
American dream.  
I believe women need  
to have children, but 
they also need to have  
an identity outside  
of family. I felt the least 
independent when I 
wasn’t working, like  
I had lost my identity. 
Women are afraid  
of their own strength. 
But we have more 
independence than 
ever now—we forget 
how much we have 
achieved.”

“My design career, and 
I suppose any design 
career, is really about 
independence: inde-
pendent thinking and 
freedom and noncon-
formity. When I first got 
out of school, I tried to 
work in the entertain-
ment industry. In my 
brief stint in corporate 
America, I knew it wasn’t 
going to work for me 
and that I wanted to find 
some sort of creative 
world in which I could 
say or do whatever I 
wanted. I have to con-
stantly remind myself 
now that my career and 
company are founded 
on that period of free 
fall when I was really 
just listening to my own 
voice. The things I make 
in which I follow my 
heart tend to be the most 
successful. I once did 
a George Washington 
sculpture and gave him 
gold lips, sort of defacing 
one of my beloved icons, 
because I thought, Hey, 
we’re Americans. We  
can deface and, in defac-
ing, move the culture 
forward. That’s what 
America is about.”

JONATHAN
ADLER

Adler is a potter and designer.
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what’s news.the world of culture & st yle july/august 2014

by Finn-OlaF JOnes   PHOTOGRaPHy by HaRF ZimmeRmann

hot propert y

The Peninsula Takes Paris
After decades of neglect, one of the city’s magnificent belle époque buildings will reopen  

as the first European outpost of the Hong Kong–based hotel group.

GILT TRIP 
Mirror frames, 
mid-restoration, 
in the hotel’s 
main restaurant, 
due to open this 
summer. 

edwardfields.com
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what’s news

P
aris has no shortage of iconic hotels, but 
two of its biggest legends, the Crillon and 
the Ritz, have lately been boarded up for 
extensive renovations. During their closure, 

a short jaunt down the Avenue Kléber from the Arc 
de Triomphe, an interloper is hoping to join their 
rarified ranks—and perhaps lure displaced guests 
to its gleamingly preserved rooms. After a six-year 
absence, the former Hotel Majestic—arguably one 
of the most glamorous belle époque buildings in the 
city—is being rebaptized The Peninsula in the first 
European foray of the Hong Kong–based hotel group. 

By 2007, after decades of neglect by the cash-
strapped French government, the century-old 
building had become a grime-encrusted conference 
center for the French Ministry of Foreign Affairs. 
A Qatar-based property group, Barwa Real Estate, 
purchased the hotel for $550 million and will split 
80-20 ownership with the Hongkong and Shanghai 
Hotels, Ltd., which operates the hotel group. 
With another $580 million for renovations, The 
Peninsula’s deep-pocketed partners will restore the 
palatial edifice to its former glory.

A team of 20 master masons sandblasted and 
refurbished the exterior limestone walls. Basement 
floors were excavated to make room for a spa, parking 
and a paparazzi-free entrance. Distinctive fish scale–
shaped tiles for the hotel’s curved roof were sourced 
from ancient slate quarries in the Pays de la Loire 
region. Inside, an army of construction workers and 
specialized artisans have fixed up paintings, wood-
work and mosaics. In the lobby, six layers of paint had 
to be removed to unearth the original beige color, 
which, when the hotel opens in August, will reflect 
the glow of a delicate crystal Lasvit chandelier.

Each layer of paint bore witness to historic 
encounters between artists, politicians and gener-
als that could only have happened in Paris. In 1922, 
the hotel hosted what has become a legendary din-
ner party that included Proust, Picasso, Joyce, 
Stravinsky and Diaghilev, to celebrate the premiere 
of the latter two’s ballet Renard—the only occasion 
when these icons of la belle époque and modernism 
ever assembled. Proust had gotten up from his death-
bed to stagger over, only to be met by an inebriated 
Joyce, who reportedly didn’t have much to say to him. 
George Gershwin also spent three weeks here in 1928 
composing An American in Paris, inspired in part by 
the cacophony of Citroëns on the Champs-Élysées.

The building also played a role in some of the 
20th century’s greatest political upheavals. After 

from left: illamasqua matte lip liquid; Chanel glossimer lip gloss; ySl five-color eye shadow palette; 
lancôme le Stylo Waterproof eyeliner; dior it liner; nails inc. polish. for details see sources, page 98.

the beaut y of 

the bright stuff 
bronzed complexions are only part of the summer beauty story, as 
punched-up pigments—shocking azure, electric peach, radiant teal—
offer an unexpected counterpoint to sun-kissed skin. 

grand Hotel  Clockwise, from above: 
Salon adams, on the hotel’s ground  
floor; the main entrance, from avenue 
kléber, with a new glass-and-steel 
canopy; the kléber gallery, lined with 
mirrors and restored stucco columns.

World War I, the British delegation to the Treaty of 
Versailles moved in, bringing its own staff to avoid 
potential eavesdropping as the victors wrung con-
cessions from the Germans. During World War II, 
the Majestic became German military headquarters 
for occupied France. Senior Wehrmacht officers were 
required to leave an overnight valise in an enormous 
bunker adjacent to the building in case the tide of 
history turned against them. Three decades later, 
in 1973, the place became the setting for the Paris 
Peace Accords to end the war in Vietnam, a drama so 
intense that even the shape of the negotiating table 
became a heated point of contention. The treaty, 
finally brokered by Henry Kissinger, was signed in a 
luxuriant oak-paneled parlor off the lobby, which is 
currently being refitted as The Peninsula’s bar.

As the room’s tapestries are being created off-site, 
workers scurry to make last-minute touch-ups before 
the opening. The French company that regilded 
the Statue of Liberty’s torch is applying some 2,100 
square feet of gilding to the interiors. With all the 
illumination effects—including fiber-optic Web light-
ing at the hotel’s Cantonese restaurant, Lili—the tall 
curving salons and hallways have become a Midas’s 
dream. You can easily spot the gilders: chic women 
making their way through a sea of construction work-
ers. “It takes 22 steps to gild something properly,” 
says a striking 23-year-old apprentice, Julie Foucard, 
lying on her back atop a scaffold, Michelangelo style, 
as she adds a paper-thin leaf of gold to a crown mold-
ing. “This is a rare opportunity, to apply our skills on 
such an extraordinary scale.”

The Majestic had 400 rooms, which the Peninsula 

has reduced to 200. That makes the cost even before 
construction an astronomical $2.75 million per room 
(beyond the record-breaking $1.5 million per room 
for the 2012 purchase of The Plaza in New York City). 
But what rooms! Exquisite, soft gray and chrome color 
schemes surround Art Deco touches such as white 
sofas with black piping. Atop the hotel are two levels 
of terraces, one with a restaurant and bar, another 
with private gardens that command sweeping views 
of Paris. A final historic touch will be mounted at the 
top of an open courtyard on the hotel’s main floor: an 
almost full-scale model of L’Oiseau Blanc, the biplane 
that attempted to cross the Atlantic two weeks before 
Lindbergh but disappeared on its way to New York.

“The building was a tired old lady,” says James 
Mercer, the mastermind behind the hotel’s trans-
formation (he also managed the renovation of the 
once-fraying George V hotel, just a short walk away, 
into a flagship for Four Seasons Hotels and Resorts). 
“But there was a kind of poetry buried in this build-
ing, in its history and design.”
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what’s news

In Putaruru, New Zealand, Roy Stuart makes some 
of the most sophisticated and expensive surfboards 

in the world. His latest, the one-of-a-kind 
Rampant, is the product of 20 years of water-testing 

development and a year of craftsmanship.

 the 3-D–printeD 
leaDing fin is 

composeD  
of high-impact 

polycarbonate.

 the k ahik ate a 
wooDen tunnel 

fin makes  
for se amless 

hanDling.

the lion 
insignia  

is 23-k arat 
golD

paulownia 
wooD has 

one of the 
highest 

strength-
to-weight 

ratios of any 
timber.

 hollow insiDe, 
e ach boarD 

has a unique 
resonance, 

like a musical 
instrument.

 at 31 pounDs, 
the rampant 

can easily hit 35 
mph anD over.

why Does it cost so much?

THE $1.3 MILLION 
SURFBOARD

The appeal of a private island resort isn’t hard to fathom, but recent demand 

for isolated paradises is being driven as much by eco-consciousness as 

hedonism. This July, the Brando (thebrando.com)—a luxury resort on the 

Polynesian atoll of Tetiaora, formerly owned by Marlon Brando—opens with 

its own scientific research center, the EcoStation. Cambodia’s Song Saa 

resort (songsaa.com) and the Maalifushi by Como in the Maldives (comohotels 

.com/maalifushi), which launched in April, both have resident marine biolo-

gists, so guests can snorkel with their own David Attenborough. “The market 

is really changing. You see a lot of smaller boutique hotel chains opening up 

on islands,” says Vladi Private Islands founder Farhad Vladi, who has sold 

more than 2,500 private islands. Still, if it’s absolute privacy you’re looking 

for, consider the Romantic Pool Residence, a villa suspended over a lagoon, 

part of the Maldives’s Velaa Private Island resort (velaaprivateisland.com), 

which opened last December. Or the Six Senses Zil Pasyon, which will debut 

on the Seychelles’s Félicité Island next year. Like any true escape, it can only 

be accessed by boat or helicopter. —Alicia Kirby

worth the trip  

YOUR OWN ECO ISLAND

When Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin 
landed on the moon in 1969, they counted  
on Omega Speedmasters to keep earth time. 
To commemorate the 45th anniversary of 
the lunar landing, Omega has released a 
limited edition of the historic watch. With  
a brushed-titanium case, laser-cut dial and 
tachymeter scale, plus a military-style 
NATO strap, this chronograph is NASA-
approved for space missions—and poolside 
gloating. For details see Sources, page 98.

STAR WATCHER

WIDE BLUE YONDER 
The Maalifushi by Como 
opened on the Thaa Atoll 
in the southwest of the 
Maldives archipelago.



For a single decade starting in 1985, Kate 

Ericson and Mel Ziegler were ardent pio-

neers of the art now known as “social 

practice.” Based in New York City, and part-

ners in life and in work, they specialized in 

interactive projects that shone the spotlight 

on community participants, in contrast to 

the market-dominated art of the era. In 1986, 

they collected broken gardening tools from 

workers in New York’s Central Park, trans-

formed them into $100 artworks and donated 

a portion of the proceeds back to the park. 

Some years later, they created an American 

flag with jars of baby food labeled with 

phonetic spellings of baby sounds contrib-

uted by parents. The couple’s collaboration 

ended tragically in 1995, when Ericson died 

of brain cancer at 39. Ziegler, now 58, was forced to reinvent himself as a solo act and is currently head of the 

art department at Nashville’s Vanderbilt University. “When Kate died, I also lost my career,” says Ziegler. “It 

was a double slap in the face.” In the years since, their ephemeral work virtually disappeared from view. But this 

July, their first solo show in New York in more than 20 years opens at Galerie Perrotin (through August 22). “I feel 

it’s very important to do this show,” says gallery owner Emmanuel Perrotin, who exhibited the duo in his Paris 

gallery in 1992. “In only 10 years they did so much. Imagine if social networking had existed then—they would 

be huge.” On view at Perrotin will be several sculptural works 

and drawings, many unseen since Ericson’s death. They include 

documentation for site-specific projects such as Camouflaged 

History (1991), a controversial collaboration between the artists 

and a homeowner in Charleston, South Carolina, who let them 

paint his house in a camouflage pattern, using colors approved 

by the local historic preservation board. Also on view will be the 

couple’s final piece, From the Making of a House (1995), an assem-

blage made from scraps of leftover wood donated by a neighbor 

who was building a new home. Ziegler says he is especially look-

ing forward to seeing their collaborative drawings, which Ericson 

catalogued and stored. “I’m always excited to see the work,” he 

says. “It’s a piece of history that can’t be repeated.” —Carol Kino
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what’s news

Radisson Royal Hotel  
The former Hotel Ukraina, 
one of the Seven Sisters— 

a ring of Chicago-inspired 
skyscrapers built in the 

’40s and ’50s to celebrate 
Moscow’s postwar suprem-

acy—was rechristened  
in 2010 as a Radisson, where 

hammer-and-sickle reliefs 
provide an almost quaint 

background for its interna-
tional business clientele.  

radisson.ru/en 
/royalhotel-moscow

Hilton Moscow 
Leningradskaya  

Another of the Seven Sisters, 
this hotel has been a Hilton 

since 2008, with marble 
columns and Sputnik-size 

bronze chandeliers lording 
over the lobby.  

placeshilton.com/moscow

Triumph Palace 
Sometimes referred  

to as the eighth sister, the 
Triumph was completed  

in 2005 as a 57-story 
spired wedding cake of 

luxury apartments,  
plus a boutique hotel for 

mini oligarchs.  
triumphpalace.ru

Long shunned as 
totalitarian kitsch, Stalinist 

architecture is making  
a comeback this fall near  

Red Square with the 
reappearance of the  

Hotel Moskva—its facade 
famously adorns Stolichnaya 

vodka labels—as a  
Four Seasons (fourseasons.
com/moscow). The Moskva  
is just one of several spots  

in Moscow reviving  
Uncle Joe’s design legacy. 

—Finn-Olaf Jones

STALINIST 
REVIVALS

on displ ay

wild combinations 

PArTNErS IN ArT  from top: the public artwork 
Camouflaged History; Ziegler and ericson in their 
Houston, texas, studio in 1979; a work on paper 
documenting Camouflaged History. 

Powered by 
    rational thinking.

When Sentient Jet Cardholders travel, they choose to do it 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

Enjoy 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.)



28 wsj. maga zine

p
h

o
t

o
g

r
a

p
h

y
 b

y
 f

. 
m

a
r

t
in

 r
a

m
in

 (
w

a
t

c
h

e
s

);
 g

e
t

t
y

 i
m

a
g

e
s

what’s news

accessories report

24-hour diamonds 
Glittering jewels have typically been used to enliven nighttime ensembles,  

but a new trove of watches from brands such as Hermès and Louis Vuitton is using 
prize stones to put a new spin on the classic square timepiece for day. 

clockwise from top: patek philippe Ladies 
twenty-4 watch, hermès nantucket watch, 

ralph Lauren 867 watch, Van cleef & 
arpels Lady arpels classique rectangle 

watch, piaget altiplano square 30mm 
watch and Louis Vuitton emprise watch. 

for details see sources, page 98.

facts and stats 

net wortH
The Big Four of tennis may have a fifth to 

add to their ranks. In recent months, 
29-year-old Swiss-born Stanislas 

Wawrinka has vanquished Roger Federer, 
Rafael Nadal, Novak Djokovic and Andy 

Murray on the court. Employing an 
aggressive style of play and a devastating 
backhand, he’s risen to No. 3 in the world 

after his first Grand Slam at the 2014 
Australian Open. Below, we run the 

numbers on the game’s next big name. 
—Ted Loos

11
144

15
4
1

10

years old  
the age at which wawrinka 
started working on his 
notorious one-handed 
backhand, at the urging  
of his coach. “he said, ‘it’s 
going to take time to  
get it,’ ” wawrinka says.

MPH  
the top speed 
of wawrinka’s 

blistering serve. 

days  
the longest stretch wawrinka  

says he’s gone without playing tennis 
since he went pro at age 17.

a.M. 
his bedtime four days in a  
row at last year’s madrid open 
tournament. while many ath-
letes maintain grandmotherly 
sleep schedules, wawrinka has 
a reputation for late nights.

gold Medal 
wawrinka won his olympic gold for  
his 2008 doubles victory with his friend 
and countryman federer.

rackets  
“i break a lot of strings,” 

wawrinka says, explaining 
the number of rackets he 

carries with him at all times.

SIXTY EAST EIGHTY SIXTH IS THE UPPER EAST SIDE’S
MASTERFUL MODERNIST STATEMENT BY THOMAS JUUL-HANSEN.

JUST ONE BLOCK FROM CENTRAL PARK WITH ONSITE INDOOR PARKING.
FULL FLOOR CONDOMINIUMS FROM $8,450,000.

212 472 8600. 60EAST86TH.COM

FEATURING GAGGENAU HOME APPLIANCES

A Glenwood Property. Exclusive Marketing And Sales Agent: Corcoran Sunshine Marketing Group
The artist representations and furniture layout are provided for illustrative purposes only. Sponsor reserves the right to make changes in accordance

with the terms in the offering plan. The complete terms are in an offering plan available from Sponsor. File No. CD-13-0167. Sponsor: 60 East 86th Street
Owner LLC, c/o 60 East 86th Street Manager LLC, 1200 Union Turnpike, New Hyde Park, New York 11040. Equal Housing Opportunity.
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Brand refresh 

modern english

oh, pioneer  
Willis, who co-owns 
a brand consultancy, 
debuts shoes  
and outerwear for 
Hunter, below.

“The hunter boot has always been the bottom half of the British country look,”  

says Alasdhair Willis, newly appointed creative director of the 158-year-old brand. 

“everyone expected i’d do an updated version of that look, which is exactly what i 

didn’t want to do.” instead, Willis’s first collection for the company—hunter original 

hits stores such as Colette and Urban outfitters this July—debuted during London 

Fashion Week and features men’s and women’s footwear and outerwear that’s more 

suited to music festivals than shooting weekends. (Think space-age takes on the 

classic Wellington boot and rubber trenches and duffle coats in electric blues, reds 

and greens.) Willis, whose wife of 10 years is the fashion designer Stella McCartney, 

designed much of the men’s collection with himself in mind. “hunter appeals to a big 

part of my life,” says the 43-year-old father of four, who 

spends a significant amount of time in the countryside 

with his family. he combined his love of sports—ski-

ing, tennis, horse riding and soccer—with his affinity 

for Savile row suits from henry rose. Willis plans to 

expand the collection and will roll out the first-ever 

hunter flagship on London’s regent Street this fall, 

with locations in Manhattan and Tokyo to follow. he’ll 

also introduce what he calls “a genuine piece of foot-

wear innovation.” Although the details remain secret, 

the goal is clear: “From the very beginning, my brief  

to my design team was this: What does the next genera-

tion want us to produce?” —Alexa Brazilian 

what’s news

trunk show
Forget polka dots and monochromatic stripes: this 

summer, brands are treating swim shorts like 
canvases, recruiting artists to make suits pop with 

imaginative designs and eye-catching color. 
For details see Sources, page 98.

orLeBAr BroWn  
Tattoo artist Saira Hunjan’s 
intricate drawings—such as See 
You Next Life Time (left)—were the 
basis for the OB Classic Bulldog 
shorts in Sky Jellyfish. 

SATUrdAyS nyC 
The exuberant lines of artist 
and creative consultant Gordon 
Harrison Hull’s Random Forms  
of Flattery (left) are reproduced  
on the Gordie Trunks. 

y-3 
 Celebrated for his album artwork, 
including New Order’s 1989 
Technique (left), graphic designer 
Peter Saville teamed with Y-3 for 
the Bonded short in Sunset print. 
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Five years ago, the late artist and 
sculptor Louise Bourgeois began  
a collaboration with rug designer 
Christopher Farr. Her inspiration 

was a diary entry dated February 7,  
1995, when she wrote the phrase 
“Has the day invaded the night? 
Has the night invaded the day?” 

in a loose script. For the project, 
Bourgeois wanted dark text 

embedded in a field of off-white 
natural wool fibers hand-woven  
in Morocco’s Atlas Mountains— 

a nod to traditional Berber art 
from the Beni Ourain tribe. The 

edition of 12, her first and only rug 
design, is now available. $15,000, 

christopherfarr.com

collect it  

TREAD SOFTLY

HELLO, VERTU-OSO!
Made by hand in England, 
Vertu’s latest smartphone, 

the Signature Touch, 
launched earlier this 

month (the black alligator 
version, above, costs 

$14,100). A mobile-phone 
solution for the private- 

jet set, this elegant 
machine features a digital 

camera by Hasselblad, 
global Wi-Fi from iPass, 

Dolby Digital Plus virtual 
surround sound and  

a personalized concierge 
service. For details see 

Sources, page 98.

study in design 

WROUGHT IN STONE  
TABLED DISCUSSION 

Scholten & Baijings 
Tuscan marble tables for 

Luce di Carrara. Right: 
Barber Osgerby Tobi-

Ishi table with Carrara 
marble frame. 

The French used it to build Versailles, and Michelangelo 

chiseled it into the Pietà. Marble—long associated with 

historic works—is back in vogue, thanks to an ’80s design 

revival combined with consumer demand for natural, raw 

materials. Designers such as Lee Broom, Barber Osgerby 

for B&B Italia and Marcel Wanders for Baccarat are giv-

ing it playful, contemporary twists, creating everything 

from wineglasses to phone chargers. Architect Zaha 

Hadid debuted three new marble pieces for Citco at this 

year’s Salone Internazionale del Mobile, including a black 

fireplace and a shelving system. “Post-recession, people 

are more comfortable buying things made from traditional 

luxury materials that are built 

to last and that 

have been high 

value for hun-

dreds of years,” 

says Rodman Primack, 

executive director of  

Design Miami. Match it 

with warm materials such  

as wood, brass and leather. 

 —Alicia Kirby  
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WHAT’S NEWS

BY BREKKE FLETCHER

TOP BLOCK

FILLMORE STREET, SAN FRANCISCO
If you’re willing to brave the 24 percent –grade uphill slope of this Pacifi c Heights thoroughfare 

lined with sidewalk cafés, high-end shops and historical treasures, you’ll be rewarded with stunning 
views of the Bay, Alcatraz and the Golden Gate Bridge once you reach the top.

Benefi t Cosmetics 
Founded in San Francisco’s Mission District in 1976, 
this family-run global beauty juggernaut’s Fillmore 

location is both retail store and beauty bar, with 
services such as spray tanning and eyebrow shaping. 

2117 Fillmore Street, 415-567-0242

Roam Artisan Burgers
 Try the Blue Bottle Co ee shake or one of the 

rotating selections of craft beer and wine on tap at 
this beloved burger and salad joint. 

1923 Fillmore Street, 415-800-7801

Heidi Says
When the occasion calls for something other than 

Patagonia, San Francisco’s fashion-minded women 
fl ock to style guru Heidi Sabelhaus Myers’s three 

namesake boutiques for well-curated o erings from 
designers such as Rag & Bone, J Brand and Theory.  

2426 Fillmore Street, 415-749-0655

Harry’s Bar
Harry’s has been serving drinks such as its signature 
Chinese-Hawaiian cocktail (lychee-infused vodka and 

pineapple juice) from its mahogany bar for 35 years. 
2020 Fillmore Street, 415-921-1000

Mudpie
If Eloise ever ditched The Plaza to move west, 
Mudpie is where she’d hang her hat. Housed in 

an 1880s Victorian building, the two-story boutique 
specializes in European designer children’s wear 

from Petit Bateau, Bonpoint and Oeuf, as well 
as antique furnishings and Hansa stu ed animals.

2185 Fillmore Street, 415-771-9262

Clay Theater
Originally opened in 1910, the Clay hosted one of the 

city’s fi rst midnight movies: the 1972 premiere 
of John Waters’s Pink Flamingos. These days, a mix 

of revivals and independent fi lms is on the marquee. 
2261 Fillmore Street, 415-561-9921

Jane on Fillmore
Designed by Ken Fulk, this delightful breakfast and 

lunch spot is a neighborhood staple. Chef and owner 
Amanda Michael serves Stumptown co ee alongside 
fresh-baked pastries such as cinnamon brioche buns. 

2123 Fillmore Street, 415-931-5263 

OEUF ALPACA 
REVERSIBLE 

WOLF HOODIE 
AT MUDPIEONE BENETINT 

IS SOLD WORLD-WIDE 
EVERY 90 SECONDS.



FIBER OPTICS 
A gray-and-black 

striped coat is a cool 
counterpart to a red- 

checked Teddy Boy 
blazer. Saint Laurent  

by Hedi Slimane  
wool coat and blazer, 

shirt, jeans, silk tie  
and silver bracelet.

MARKET REPORT.fashion & design forecast july/august 2014
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY THOMAS LOHR 
STYLING BY DAVID FARBER

If fortune favors the bold, then the fearless 
mixture of stripes, checks and geometric designs 

guarantees an auspicious start to the season. 
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©
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CHECK, PLEASE
A unified palette, 
such as muted browns 
and blues, ensures 
that different plaids 
are well suited. 
Ermenegildo Zegna 
Couture coat, jacket, 
vest, shirt and pants.

wsj. maga zine

graphic desigN 
Zigs, zags, loops and 
ikat patterns are a 
perfect mismatch with 
a striped silk scarf. 
Haider Ackermann 
jacket, waistcoat, 
turtleneck, trousers 
and scarf.
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WOOL STREET 
Antique rugs inspired 

the knit overlay  
of this belted blazer. 

Salvatore Ferragamo 
wool belted blazer and 

trousers, silk woven 
shirt and sweater.

Model, Paris 
Nicholson @ IMG; 

grooming,  
Paul Merritt; 

manicure, Kelly B.
 

For details  
see Sources, page 98.

PRESENTED BY
GAGOSIAN GALLERY

®

OPENING JUNE 25, 2014
ORGANIZED BY PUBLIC ART FUND AND TISHMAN SPEYER

Split-Rocker (2000/2012) installed at Fondation Beyeler, Riehen/Basel, 2012, photo: Jean-Jacques Nobs
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F
or the past 11 years, Bali Barret has been 
one of the major stars in the Hermès galaxy, 
although her name is familiar only to fash-
ion’s most ardent astronomers. This is fine 

with the self-deprecating Parisian, who prefers to be 
behind the scenes. Everything made by the 177-year-
old family-run house—from the signature scarves to 
the luxe fur coats—is created by a carefully chosen 
team, which Barret helps oversee. In turn, these cre-
atives are led by CEO Axel Dumas and artistic director 
Pierre-Alexis Dumas, both sixth-generation Hermès 
family members. It was Pierre-Alexis who in 2003 
tapped Barret, then running a self-named clothing 
line, to create a capsule collection of scarves. Cut to 
today, when little of what Hermès’s female clientele 
buys does not have Barret’s imprint on it. “Ninety 

percent of what I do is work on collections with the 
designers,” explains Barret, 48, who is always in close 
contact with the brand’s ready-to-wear and swimwear 
designer Christophe Lemaire, as well as Pierre Hardy, 
who creates shoes and fine jewelry. 

Recently, Barret was stateside for a one-night-only 
Hermès spectacular called “All About Women.” A cav-
ernous space opposite the New York Stock Exchange 
was retrofitted into a labyrinthine fashion fun house 
for nearly 700 guests, complete with a massive run-
way, a fortune-teller, dancers in Hermès bathing suits, 
a drawing studio and a nightclub for Hardy’s shoes. 
“We wanted to show all the collections together in an 
amusing way,” says Barret, whose whimsical imagina-
tion was the wellspring for the event. “I feel like I am a 
movie director in Cinecittà,” she jokes. “When we first 

came to the space, they said, ‘Sorry, there is no stair-
case.’ I said, ‘Ah, we will build one.’ ”

Whether she’s in New York or in France, no day is 
the same. This often confounds Barret’s 8-year-old 
son, Attila: “When I am in Paris, I try to explain to him, 
‘Today I was at the Grand Palais.’ ‘Oh, OK, so you work at 
the Grand Palais?’ ‘No, we just had a horse show there.’ 
Or, ‘I was at the École Militaire,’ and then he asks, ‘But 
you don’t work for the army, do you?’ Once in a while he 
comes to work with me to do the colors for the scarves 
when I work with the craftsmen from Lyon.” 

Even after hour 12 on-site before the event, when 
a colleague estimates via fitness-tracking band that 
they have walked five and a half miles, Barret is still 
enthusiastic. “I’m like a child. I’m excited to see my 
vision come to life.” >

BY Elisa lipskY-karasz   photographY BY kava gorna

Her name might not be known to many, but the title held by this Hermès stalwart— 
artistic director of women’s universe—hints at her far-ranging responsibilities. 

tracked

Bali Barret

TEAM SPIRIT 
From left: Axel Dumas, 
global CEO of Hermès, 
and Pierre Hardy,  
the brand’s shoe and  
fine-jewelry designer,  
are given a tour of the 
“All About Women” 
location by Barret. 
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16
feet

The height of a temporary  
origami-style horse sculpture built by 

Hermès on Wall Street.

471
people, 

from “pompom boys” to manicurists, who 
were involved in “All About Women.”

16
arrondissements

The number of Paris’s 20 neighborhoods  
in which Barret has lived.

90
minutes

Time Barret spent at New York’s  
National Museum of the American Indian, 
on her only venture away from the show. •

10
days 

The time it took to build out the 
50,000-square-foot space for the event.

1
nickname 

Barret was dubbed “Bali” by her elder sister. 
(Her given name is Marie-Amélie.)

0
Kelly or Birkin bags

in the event’s Dancing Bags performance, 
which starred lesser-known styles.

250
cocoons

are used to spin the silk for each Hermès 
scarf, which is called a carré. 

 $5.1
billion 

The annual revenue reported by Hermès  
in 2013, up nearly 8 percent.

5:27 p.m.
Dance rehearsal
with performers  
in Hermès swimsuits.  
Barret collaborated  
with Brooklyn- 
based choreographer 
Andrea Miller.

4:13 p.m.
Fashion show prep.  
Barret discusses the drape  
of a jacket with stylist  
Camille Bidault-Waddington.

7:32 p.m.
Poses for pictures

and greets guests. Barret, who 
dislikes using Pantone chips, 

based the entrance hall colors 
on scraps of Hermès silk. 

9:32 a.m.
Greets Pierre- 
Alexis Dumas,
the artistic director of Hermès 
International, outside  
Federal Hall on Wall Street.

11:15 a.m.
Back to work
after a quick espresso, 
Barret heads down the 
grand staircase built 
specially for the night’s 
festivities.

8:25 p.m.
Applauds 

for Christophe Lemaire following the  
show of the fall 2014 collection.

4:30 p.m.
Takes a break 
in the photo-booth room in front of a 
blown-up poster of an Hermès scarf.
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H
ow do you spot a chess prodigy? Is there 
a moment—perhaps when he makes a 
boldly brilliant move out of nowhere or 
plasters his bedroom with pinups of Bobby 

Fischer and Garry Kasparov—when it all becomes 
clear? Well, that wasn’t quite how it happened for 
Henrik Carlsen and Sigrun Øen, parents of 23-year-
old Magnus Carlsen, the Norwegian who became a 
grandmaster at 13 and the youngest-ever world No. 1 
at 19, and whose peak World Chess Federation rat-
ing (2,882) is the highest in history. Last November, 
Carlsen defeated Viswanathan Anand to become the 
World Chess Champion, a title he will defend against 
Anand later this year in a yet-to-be-decided loca-
tion—possibly Norway.

Carlsen’s route to chess took a little longer than 
his subsequent stellar progression might suggest. 

BY alex clark   
photographY BY colin dodgson

Raising the world’s top-ranked 
chess player meant giving him 

time to find his passion—but also 
never going easy on him. 

MAGNUS 
CARLSEN

meet the parents

>

wsj. maga zine

CHECK MATES  
Magnus, at his office in 
Oslo, with his mother, 

Sigrun, and father, 
Henrik, a keen chess 

player himself who 
developed his son’s skills 

at an early age by not 
playing down to his level.   
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Henrik, 52, a keen chess player himself, remembers 
introducing the game to Magnus and his older sis-
ter, Ellen, now 25, when his son was turning 5. But 
after a month or two, Henrik says, “I gave up, basi-
cally, in the sense that we continued to play chess 
occasionally, but I didn’t have any ambitions.” He 
knew that legendary players such as Capablanca and 
Kasparov had understood the game—he clicks his 
fingers—“just like that.” Magnus and his sister, he 
says, “learned the rules quickly, and they could cap-
ture a piece, but to get two or more pieces working 
together, which is what chess is about, this spatial 
vision took a long time.” 

At the time, Henrik reconciled himself to the fact 
that chess would simply be an enjoyable family pas-
time. “I felt, OK, they’re definitely not geniuses, but 
it doesn’t matter. Because, I mean, we loved our chil-
dren. Chess was something we could do together, 
just a hobby, like playing cards or anything else.” 
In the meantime, there were signs that Magnus 
had the aptitude and the determination to perform 
impressive mental feats. Sigrun, 51, recalls her son 
sitting for hours with puzzles or making advanced 
Lego models, patiently working his way through 
pages and pages of instructions meant for children a 
decade older. “He had the ability to sit for a very long 
time, even when he was small,” she recalls. 

This quality has contributed in no small measure 
to his success; chess commentators draw atten-
tion to his ability to wear down opponents, to wait 
patiently for them to make the tiniest mistake. 
Magnus himself maintains that he is an aggressive 
player but that audacity isn’t always what’s called 
for. “When you play against the best people in the 
world, they see through your plans, and you cannot 
win with a swashbuckling attack all the time,” he 

says. “You just need to take what’s there.”
His parents are eager to point out that he wasn’t an 

obviously faster learner than his sisters (he also has 
two younger siblings, Ingrid, 20, and Signe, 17) but 
that he kept on going, focusing his attention on a spe-
cific subject, such as car brands, until he knew it inside 
out. When I ask Magnus about his childhood profi-
ciency, he replies simply: “I didn’t particularly know if 
I was good at it or not; I just tried to do it.”

Then came a turning point. Just before Magnus 
turned 8, says Henrik, “Ellen 
suddenly understood enough 
to make it interesting for me 
to play with her.” Magnus 
would sit to watch them 
and, a little later, join in. 
Henrik’s dilemma was that 
if he adopted poor strategy, 
his children wouldn’t learn 
anything, but he also didn’t 
want them to become dis-
couraged. So he began to play 
with limited resources—just 
his king and a pawn—slowly 
adding pieces as they learned 
the game. Magnus’s interest 
started to grow, although 
Henrik maintains that “he just wanted to beat his sis-
ter.” He had a competitive streak even as a small child? 
“Yes, absolutely,” Sigrun says, “he still has that.” 
More competitive than his sisters? “Absolutely.” She 
laughs and gestures to her husband. “It’s not from 
me, it’s from him!” 

Soon he was entering and very quickly winning 
tournaments. At home, during dinner, he began sit-
ting apart from the family so he could study his 

chessboard while eating. “He was in the same room,” 
remembers Sigrun, “so we could speak to him if we 
wanted to; he could hear what we were talking about 
if he wanted to join.” Despite their unorthodox meals, 
they were, and remain, a close family. 

There’s a particular bond between father and 
son, forged through a mutual love of chess. When 
Magnus was 12, Henrik took a year’s leave of  
absence from his job (he has spent recent years bal-
ancing his consultancy work in the oil industry with 

managing Magnus’s affairs) 
and took the children out of 
school so they could travel 
together throughout Europe, 
an experience that Magnus 
remembers as “more useful 
than staying in school that 
year.” Now, he says, he real-
izes that a certain family 
resemblance is developing. 
“I think I’m becoming more 
like my father in a way,” he 
says, laughing. “I’m crack-
ing the same lame jokes!” 
Many sons probably find 
themselves saying the same 
thing, but in the Carlsens’ 

case, there’s another dimension. “Whenever I lose,” 
Magnus explains, “usually I want to be alone, figure 
it out. A couple of times I’ve lost and I’ve been com-
plaining to my father about it, and he says, ‘Just get 
up and stop whining.’ I think that’s the best advice 
I ever got.”

Sigrun, an engineer like her husband, is not a 
chess player, although she’s started to dabble with 
Play Magnus, an app that allows you to test your 
skills against the champion at various stages in 
his career. She describes herself as an introvert 
and dislikes the attention Magnus’s celebrity has 
brought, particularly when people approach him 
in the street. This happens even more now that 
he is modeling for clothing company G-Star Raw, 
whose most recent ad campaign features him play-
ing chess with the British model-actress Lily Cole. 
(Henrik remembers the reaction of Magnus’s sisters 
when his career took a turn toward fashion model-
ing: “He got a lot of credit for that. They thought, 
OK, now you’re getting somewhere!”)

Although Sigrun insists that she’s not starstruck 
by all the attention heaped on Magnus (“I really 
don’t think so much about him as a world champion 
in chess,” she says, “because he’s my son”), she did 
have to work through an emotional barrier when he 
was 9 years old and starting to compete regularly. 
As she watched him play in a match, all Sigrun could 
see was a little boy who looked unhappy, hunched 
over a board as if he were struggling. Naturally, all 
she wanted to do was take him home. Afterward, she 
asked him if the contest had been painful for him. He 
looked at her with a blank, uncomprehending stare. 
No, he replied, he’d been having fun and was merely 
lost in thought. Now, says Sigrun, “I just want him 
to be happy. And as long as he’s happy, he can do 
whatever he wants.” •

“i felt, ok, they’re 
definitely not 
geniuses, but  
it doesn’t 
matter. chess 
was something 
we could  
do together,  
just a hobby.”
–henrik carlsen

whiz kid  from left: magnus at 13, playing belarus 
grandmaster alexei fedorov in 2004’s Dubai open chess 
championship; competing in 2013’s sinquefield cup.

© Patrick Demarchelier, Dior Haute Couture Fall Winter, 2010. Courtesy of Fahey/Klein, Los Angeles.
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TarTed up  At Guns & Butter, Lieckfelt uses the techniques he learned at Jean-Georges in New York to create singular 
dishes, including his “Meyer Lemon” (above), comprising frozen lemon custard served inside hollowed-out citrus fruit.

BY howie kahn   photographY BY katherine woLkoFF

Chef Craig Lieckfelt has a simple goal: to open the first  
three-star restaurant in Detroit’s history. In the process, he might 

just change the way the world sees his hometown.

MOTOR CITY MICHELIN
epicurean travel

I
n Detroit’s long and storied history of all-
night labor and assemblage, there’s never been 
a third shift quite like the one happening in 
Craig Lieckfelt’s kitchen. Winter gusts rattle 

the windows of his apartment and prep space—
3,000 square feet for $1,000 a month, with an island 
of secondhand stainless-steel appliances float-
ing in its center—as the hip-hop artist 2 Chainz 
pumps through the speakers. A few hours before 
dawn, the 29-year-old chef adds confit pistachios 
to a beet salad. He reconfigures soup garnishes 
using a pastry technique to craft fingertip-size, 
sesame-bonito demispheres that will melt on con-
tact, he explains, once broth is poured over them 
tableside. “None of it was pushing hard enough,” he 
says, swigging coffee, lighting a cigarette. “I had to 
make it all more interesting.”

For nearly a year, Lieckfelt has been cooking here 
in service of his acclaimed pop-up dinner series, 
Guns & Butter—boiling, chopping, sautéing and 
roasting before packing up his food into clearly 
marked containers and hauling it off to locations 
such as garages and galleries, industrial spaces 
and artists’ studios. Now he’s up late making last-
minute preparations for one more multicourse meal 
scheduled for the following evening. After that, he 
plans to focus on opening a high-end restaurant in 
downtown Detroit that’s good enough to rival the 
best in the world—but with a cuisine that’s entirely 
of the city itself. 

“I’ve been in the hole way deeper than this,” 
Lieckfelt says, flashing a resolute grin. He examines 
the menu scribbled in front of him and continues 
converting each of his ingredients into a series of 
tasks, the step-by-step process of building a meal. 
Lieckfelt has serious eyes and many tattoos, and 
a tendency to express excitement through exple-
tives. When he leans forward to slice mushrooms, a 
Wüsthof-shaped blade of black hair falls down over 
his face. His energy remains high, and by morning, 
a mushroom stock is simmering; a fine layer of lardo 
is curing; and the rest of the ham, sliced into sixty 
cutlets, is sitting in a sous-vide bath.

Striving to meet demand on the graveyard shift 
has long been a sign of prosperity in Detroit. Those 
shifts run when the economy is good, when cars are 
needed. Lieckfelt, too, recognizes that he’s staying 
up to satisfy consumers’ desire, but with an unprec-
edented product in an unprecedented time in his 
city. If you read the headlines, you get bankruptcy 
and blight. But the city is also establishing its coor-
dinates around the axes of art and commerce in 
increasingly prominent ways.

That’s not to say hipsters with ideas serve as the 
city’s sole panacea, but they have been successful in 
carrying out a kind of long-overdue branding exer-
cise that casts Detroit in a more positive light. There’s 
international fascination with the city’s well-being—
its historical contributions, sad trajectory and future 
potential. “There’s a little Detroit in everyone,” a 
longtime resident once told me, explaining its mag-
netism. The menswear designer John Varvatos is 
from here and helped design a sleek, special-edition 
Chrysler sedan. The artist Matthew Barney’s latest >
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film, River of Fundament, was shot in the area. And 
Shinola—a leather goods, watch and bicycle manu-
facturer—has bet its entire business on the fact that 
Detroit, the brand, is both aspirational and profit-
able. Currently, the Bruce Weber photographs from 
their most recent advertising campaign, as well as 
shots he has taken in the city since 2006, hang in 
Detroit’s hallowed Institute of Arts. 

Until Lieckfelt, the dining component of this 
inner-city resurgence had largely been missing. 
Conversations about food still centered on whether 
American Coney Island or Lafayette Coney Island—
neighboring greasy spoons—makes the superior 
chili dog. Recently, a few other spots have had 
breakthroughs, including Slows, the barbecue joint 
par excellence, and Supino, a pizzeria fueled by 
the Italophile obsessions of owner Dave Mancini. 
But pizza, ribs and hot dogs—hallmarks of Detroit 
comfort food—aren’t what Lieckfelt has in mind. 
“I’m obsessed with Michelin-level dining,” he says. 
“Three stars. I’m obsessed with bringing that to 
Detroit. It could take 20 years to even get Michelin to 
come here, but that’s fine. This restaurant isn’t just 
another project for me. It’s my life’s work.”

Later this summer, the permanent location of  
Guns & Butter will open on the corner of Broadway 
and Gratiot. Though he originally figured the pop-up’s 
moniker would be temporary—“I didn’t have a name 
going into our first dinner,” he says—Lieckfelt is keep-
ing it for the brick-and-mortar space now that word’s 
gotten around. It has nothing to do with branding or 
social commentary or even with the economic model 
of the same name. In fact, Guns & Butter is an inside 
joke. “I remember having had this high school teacher 
who would mutter those words all the time: ‘Guns and 
butter, guns and butter.’ I liked the way it sounded,  
but I mainly chose it to make my friends laugh.” 

L
ieckfelt was born here and views him-
self as an every-Detroiter if there ever was 
one. He is the working-class descendant of 
Western European immigrants. His father 

is a lifer at General Motors, and his mother manages 
a dental office. Steadiness, toughness and Michigan 
pride are paramount in the Lieckfelt family. Still, in 
order to achieve his goal—and despite the fact that 
he’d been working in professional kitchens since he 
was 15—Lieckfelt realized that the first thing he had 
to give up was living at home. “I had to leave Detroit 
in order to get back here,” he says. 

In 2005, he enrolled at the Culinary Institute of 
America, in Hyde Park, New York, a gut reaction after 
reading Anthony Bourdain’s Kitchen Confidential. 
“Once I was there,” he says, “I learned why dishes 
succeed and why they fail. I wasn’t dating anybody. 
I wasn’t going out. I was cooking and coming home 
at night and reading cookbooks from the French 
Laundry. I was becoming obsessed with Michel Bras.” 
Bras is a three-star Michelin chef, one of the most 
respected in the world, whose restaurant is located in 
rural Laguiole, France. “I relate to him,” says Lieckfelt. 
“He represented where he’s from even though it had 
no traction as a culinary destination. He just stuck to  
his guns there, and look what he’s developed.” 

After graduating, Lieckfelt resolved to continue 
his education in a kitchen with three Michelin stars. 
In 2010, he landed work in Manhattan at Jean-Georges 
Vongerichten’s flagship restaurant, Jean-Georges. 
There he developed an affinity for Vongerichten’s style 
of ingredient integration, his predilection for broths, 
his mastery of global herbs and spices, and his propen-
sity to begin every tasting menu with an egg. Lieckfelt 
rose through the ranks quickly, eventually earning a 
position as sous-chef before a regime change in the 
kitchen, in tandem with his being passed over for a 

promotion, made him reconsider. Around the two-
year mark, he put in his notice. 

Lieckfelt knew he had learned enough to bring 
something of value back to Detroit, to attempt to do for 
it what Restaurant Bras has done for tiny Laguiole or 
what René Redzepi—with all things Noma—has done 
for Copenhagen. “Chefs can and do put their cities on 
the map,” he says. Like those established restaurants, 
Guns & Butter would also be deeply autobiographical, 
its identity bound to both its chef and its geography. 
Lieckfelt also came into his project with a sense of 
civic responsibility. “I’m cooking for my city,” he says. 
“My city should have national and global respect. 
It’s not just about having tasting menus in Detroit. 
That doesn’t mean anything. No one cares. What will 
attract people is telling the story of this place and 
pushing boundaries at the same time.” Still, he never 
thought it would be easy. “When you tell people you’re 
cooking the story of Detroit,” he says, “people start 
looking at you like you’re nuts.”

When Lieckfelt returned home in April 2013, he 
had his knife roll, his laptop and nothing in the bank 
(he started Guns & Butter as a pop-up partly out of 
economic necessity). His first event kicked off with 
an egg dish—an homage to his mentor, Vongerichten, 
but with a Detroiter’s sensibility in mind. “I needed 
to gain trust,” Lieckfelt says. “I was already asking 
a lot of my customers. They paid $65 for a 16-course 
tasting menu served in a basement and made by 
some guy they’d never heard of. It takes one dish 
to establish trust, and I thought, Well, everybody 
here knows bacon and eggs.” Using a hollowed-out 
eggshell as a cup, Lieckfelt layered brioche crou-
ton, soft scrambled eggs and an aerated hollandaise 
composed of equal parts butter and bacon fat. He 
continued with a menu that featured a feather-light 
pierogi in kielbasa jus—marrying a local Polish 

TASTE OF THE CITY  
From left: Lieckfelt plates a dish in 
his test kitchen; “Yolk and Maple,” 
a fried sous-vide egg yolk served with 
maple syrup and Sherry gastrique; 
art by Tyree Guyton in the Fine Arts 
Theatre; “Baby Greek Salad” with 
beets and feta. 

favorite with ethereal technique and a focus on 
broths, in the vein of Vongerichten—and concluded 
with black truffles shaved over thyme-caramel and 
chocolate ganache. On the whole, the dinner had pre-
sented a thesis: Lieckfelt would adhere to the values 
of contemporary haute cuisine but without abandon-
ing deeply embedded ideas about local eating.

Word spread, and Guns & Butter sold out 18 pop-
ups in a row. Anthony Bourdain, a formative figure 
in Lieckfelt’s development, caught wind of the proj-
ect and filmed a dinner for an episode of his TV 
show Parts Unknown. “It was great to see a guy with 
career options return to Detroit and proudly make a 
stand, using local ingredients and references to make 
really creative food for a customer base that was, to 
be fair, uncertain,” says Bourdain. “That’s what you 
call patriotism. Or heroism. I have a lot of respect for 
him as a chef and as a citizen of Detroit.” Lieckfelt 
fended off any remaining uncertainty with brilliant 
and ambitious cooking. He cured slices of tomatoes 
in tomato-pulp vinaigrette and served them with 
smoked yogurt and roe from Great Lakes whitefish. 
“We cure and smoke a lot of meat and fish around 
here,” he says. Lieckfelt designed another dish to 
honor the nearby street art of a favorite artist, Revok. 

During the same period, Lieckfelt also deepened 
his connections with nearby purveyors and farmers. 
“Nobody outside of Michigan realizes what’s going 
on here in terms of the quality of raw ingredients,” 
he says. “What I’ve found, from the dry-aged meats 
at Fairway Packing to the produce in the summer, I’d 
put up against anything they can get in New York.” 
With a substantial fan base and the pantry to match, 
Lieckfelt began to shape his plans for Guns & Butter 
the restaurant. Backing from his business part-
ners—David Goldman, a doctor, and Anthony Curis, 
a co-owner of downtown Detroit’s Library Street 

Collective gallery—allowed him to sign a 20-year 
lease on an 800-square-foot space in the historic 
Cary Building last January. 

I visited soon after. Renovation had just begun, 
and fresh dust from demolition still covered the floor. 
Acting like a culinary clairvoyant, he described—in 
the present tense—the location of the bar, behind 
which he hopes to cook for the next several decades. 
“I’m making food right in front of everybody,” he 
said. He explained that there would be only 16 seats 
so he could develop new relationships every night 
and that, after much deliberation, he’d be charging 
what he felt was a fair price of $50 for a dinner that 
would cost at least four times that in Chicago, Los 
Angeles or New York. “I’m not trying to be like places 
like Momofuku Ko or Blanca,” Lieckfelt said, refer-
ring to two critically hailed New York restaurants 
with young, passionate chefs and bar seating around 
a museum-grade kitchen. “But it just makes sense 
here for me to always be right in front of the people.” 

O
n the way to serve dinner, Lieckfelt drives 
through the Detroit Eastern Market, a six-
block industrial warren of brick buildings 
and open-air sheds that have housed food 

vendors since the 1890s. “One of the best markets 
in the world,” Lieckfelt says, pushing through the 
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snow. “I’m here every day learning the story of this 
place. It’s home away from home.” I mention that my 
own great-great-grandfather sold spices in the mar-
ket, traveling between the U.S., Eastern Europe and 
Asia in search of dry goods he could introduce to 
the city. Lieckfelt’s eyes widen. “I need to know that 
kind of stuff,” he says, aware that curiosity is para-
mount for a place-driven chef. “What was his name? 
Tell me everything he sold. Why did he stop?” 

Before I can answer in full, we’ve reached the 
Fine Arts Theatre, a vacant structure with an Art 
Deco marquee that spent its best years, begin-
ning in 1914, as a first-run movie house. Now it’s 
empty, the paint peeled from its walls, the ceiling 
joists exposed. A once-grand chandelier still hangs 
at the center of the auditorium, an inverted dome 
dripping with strands of crystals but otherwise 
bald. On the one hand, the place is a ruin. On the 
other, plenty of restaurants try very hard to look so 
effortlessly cool. Lieckfelt embraces the high-low 
duality, but he knows it’s becoming kitsch. “I like 
cooking in all these old and alternative spaces,” 
he says. “It’s fascinating to see what the city was. 
But it’s time to move on from that. It’s time to show 
these people who pay good money to eat this food 
what the city can be.” 

Up on the Fine Arts mezzanine, I’m ready for the 
last of the night’s three seatings. Votive candles 
flicker, guests with beards, shawl-collared sweaters 
and Shinola watches filter in. The tableware—until 
Lieckfelt can pay a local potter to fire proper 
plates—is from Ikea and CB2. Across from me sits a 
local artist named Tyree Guyton. Guyton, 58, is best 
known for his Heidelberg Project, through which he 
has single-handedly reclaimed the street on which 
he grew up, turning its mostly abandoned homes 
into works of public art. Lieckfelt put on tonight’s 
dinner as a benefit for Guyton after hearing that sev-
eral of his Heidelberg houses had been set ablaze. 
“Can I make something so radical that people will 
come to burn it down? I say yes,” Guyton tells me. 
“Can I use my art as medicine? I say yes.” 

 Guyton pauses to sample the story on his plate: 
Lieckfelt’s late-night ham. He carefully arranges 
the perfect bite on his fork—a sliver of slow-
cooked meat, a nugget of butter-poached salsify, 
a few strands of pickled spaghetti squash, all of it 
dressed with a light but full-bodied toasted-spice-
and-citrus broth. The recipe is a riff on the pot boils 
Lieckfelt’s grandmother used to make on frigid 
days, workingman’s food as filtered through the 
mind of a Jean-Georges protégé. Guyton bows his 
head and goes quiet before flashing a smile. “We 
have to do what it takes to make people rich in 
spirit,” he says. “That’s food. That’s art. Tonight, 
it’s the same thing.” 

All around us, diners mirror Guyton, smiling, 
laughing and contemplating what they’re tasting. 
From time to time, they look back at Lieckfelt, sta-
tioned in a makeshift kitchen on top of an old bar. 
Occasionally, he’ll peek up from his post, too, with-
out ever breaking concentration. Later I’ll ask him 
what he saw. “That looked like Detroit,” he says. 
“And Detroit is hungry.” •

“it was great to  
see a guy with career 

options return to 
detroit and proudly  

make a stand.”
–anthony bourdain



THE RIGHT STRIPES
Dress up an easy silhouette 

with rainbow brights. 
Schiaparelli Haute Couture silk 

chi� on dress with multicolor 
paillettes, David Webb 

diamond, kunzite and crystal 
ring (le�  hand) and Ti� any 
& Co. diamond ring (right 

hand). For details see Sources, 
page 98.

COUTURE 
CASUAL
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ARE YOU BEING TAKEN FOR A RIDE? GET SMART:

COMPARE OUR COMPETITORS’ ALL-IN TRIP COSTS, NOT JUST “HOURLY RATES”

AT JETSUITE.COM OR BY CALLING 866-779-7770



SPORTING LIFE  Relax in style with bare legs and 
candy-colored shoes. Dior Haute Couture embroidered 
wool short jumpsuit, Nike Air Max Lunar 1 sneakers  
and David Webb diamond, kunzite and crystal ring. 

CAN YOU  
       KICK IT?

Play off the most confectionary of haute couture creations  
              by dressing them down with statement sneakers.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY MACIEK KOBIELSKI
STYLING BY ANASTASIA BARBIERI
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LACED UP  
Gold high-tops make 
ruffles and pleats look 
even sweeter. Dolce & 
Gabbana Alta Moda lace 
blouse embroidered with 
handcrafted flowers, 
vintage macramé lace 
skirt, Nike Air Force 1  
sneakers and Harry 
Winston diamond 
earrings. Opposite: 
Gaultier Paris pleated 
organza dress with 
Chantilly lace, David 
Webb diamond, kunzite 
and crystal ring (right 
hand) and Tiffany & Co. 
diamond ring (left hand). 57
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TRAINING DAY 
Get ready for action in 

dresses embellished with 
feathers and needlework. 

Giambattista Valli Haute 
Couture embroidered silk 

dress, Nike Air Max 90 
sneakers and Dior Fine 

Jewelry gold, diamond 
and multicolor-jeweled 
ring. Opposite: Chanel 
Haute Couture black-

feather and Lurex-fringe 
corseted dress with 

silk tulle sleeves and 
underskirt and black-

lace and sequin sneakers, 
and Chanel Fine Jewelry 

white-gold, diamond  
and pearl earrings.



EASY STREET
Extravagant beading 
means that no other 
accessories are 
necessary. Giorgio 
Armani Privé top and 
skirt with embroidery 
and crystals, Nike Air 
Max 90 sneakers and 
David Webb sapphire, 
diamond and crystal 
ring. Opposite: Maison 
Martin Margiela 
Artisanal corset and  
veil embroidered with 
found objects,  
and Tiffany & Co. 
diamond ring. 61
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COOL RUNNING
Dance all night long in 

embellished short shorts 
or a tulle tutu. Atelier 

Versace silk hooded 
romper embroidered 

with crystals, Nike 
Air Force 1 High iD 

sneakers, Leviev white-
diamond necklace 

and ring, and Cartier 
white-gold, diamond, 

emerald and onyx 
bracelet. Opposite: 

Valentino Haute Couture 
tutu dress with tulle, 

Valentino Garavani 
sneakers, Harry Winston 

platinum and diamond 
cluster necklace  

and Van Cleef & Arpels 
diamond ring.

Model, Sam Rollinson  
@ Women; hair,  

Brian Buenaventura; 
makeup, Niki M’nray; 

manicure, Katherine St. 
Paul Hill; set design,  

Anthony Asaro. 

For details  
see Sources, page 98.
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BY JOSHUA LEVINE  PHOTOGRAPHY BY SIMON WATSON

In a village near Paris, decorator Juan Pablo Molyneux has restored  
a 12th-century castle with maximalist abandon, while transforming one of its  

outbuildings into an elite academy for a vanishing breed of artisans. 

The Patron Saint of 

LOST ARTS

T
HE CHILEAN DESIGNER Juan Pablo 
Molyneux is showing me around his 
château at Pouy-sur-Vannes on a chilly 
afternoon under a dove-gray sky. This 
is where he will retreat from his home 
and studio in Paris’s Marais district 

when he takes a break from the palatial projects that 
are his bread and butter. Pouy is a nearly two-hour 
drive southeast, near the old town of Sens, although 
Molyneux swears he can make it in an hour and a half 
in his Rolls.

In a minimalist age, Molyneux is a die-hard 
maximalist. He recently designed every inch of a 
40,000-square-foot palace for Sheikh Mohamed Bin 

Suhaim Al-Thani of Qatar in Doha (“I did everything 
but the dunes,” Molyneux says). Several people have 
commented that it looks a little like the White House, 
the sheikh told me, not displeased by the comparison. 

Such magnificence can poke a hole in even a 
sheikh’s deep pockets, but like most of Molyneux’s 
clients, the sheikh eventually came around. “He 
told me to spend a lot of millions on the gardens,” 
Al-Thani recalled. “I say no! He says, ‘You will do 
it!’ I say no! He says, ‘You will do it!’ So I did. If Mr. 
Molyneux says he wants something, he wins. But it’s 
a hundred times better than I could ever imagine it.”

Pouy is a little different. Molyneux is doing this 
one for himself, and it’s comparatively intime, if 

you can call a place with 14 fireplaces intimate. 
Pouy is not a very big château as French châteaux 
go, but it clearly meant medieval business when the 
Templars built it around 1145 (at least people think 
it was the Templars). Four sturdy turrets at its cor-
ners defend the square brick-and-stone fortress, all 
of it surrounded by a narrow moat. Architecturally, 
it says keep out. “Very chic but quite austere,” says 
Molyneux’s old friend Bertrand du Vignaud, who 
heads the European arm of the World Monuments 
Fund. (Molyneux is on the board.) 

Before Molyneux first came across it two years  
ago, the château had passed through a long list of 
noble hands over the centuries, only to end up a shabby 

ROCK THE MOAT 
The main entrance to 
the château of Pouy-
sur-Vannes, believed to 
have been built by the 
Templars in 1145. 
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NOBLE FEATURES  
In the main vestibule,  
a 17th-century Venetian 
painting from the 
Tintoretto school hangs 
behind an “Hercule” 
table purchased from 
Galerie Steinitz in Paris. 

MAN WITH A PLAN 
Molyneux in his office 

at the château. The 
Régence armchair is 
from 1735; the walls 

are covered with 
embossed leather. 

retreat and conference center for the French Légion 
d’Honneur. “It was just a disaster. The decoration was 
horrendous!” sighs Molyneux, a trim man with finely 
drawn features and a foxy manner that sometimes 
leaves you wondering whether he’s being ironic. 

 Molyneux sees Pouy as a kind of summing up of 
everything he stands for: formalism without stiff-
ness, ornamental richness without fussiness and 
a sense of harmony and comfort that allows you 
to think, if only for a moment, that you could plop 
yourself down in the main sitting room with its 
marbleized-velvet walls and call this place home. 
“I put the chairs around the fireplace here, which is 
not typical of a salon à la française, where you have 
chairs and chairs and chairs all over,” says Molyneux. 
“I wanted a living room where I can be perfectly fine 
all by myself. I often come here alone when my wife, 
Pilar, is in New York, and I’m happy as a clown.”

When I first saw Pouy last summer, the château 
was buzzing with artisans—stone masons, carpen-
ters, gilders, masters of wrought iron and masters of 
scagliola, a 17th-century Tuscan technique that uses 
paint and plaster to mimic marble and other kinds of 
stone. Many of the métiers practiced here are head-
ing rapidly toward extinction: Popular demand for 
scagliola is not exactly flourishing. These things are 
not only out of reach for an ordinary rich person, they 
hark back to a less conflicted time, when there was  

no such thing as over the top because there was no 
top to be over.

While he was first surveying the property, 
Molyneux was enchanted to see a hot-air balloon, fly-
ing that day for Légion d’Honneur festivities, land on 
the front lawn. He decided on the spot to take inspi-
ration from the event for one of the château’s eight 
round rooms—four on each floor—tucked into the 
corner turrets. The painter Frédéric Monpoint, who 
has worked on all of Molyneux’s projects for the past 
20 years, has covered the wall with playful balloon 
frescoes in the manner of Josep Maria Sert, a Catalan 
muralist from the early 20th century. (Sert also plied 
his handiwork at Manhattan’s Waldorf Astoria and 
Rockefeller Center.) 

To the artisans at Pouy, Molyneux must appear 
like some kind of patron saint. Whether he’s build-
ing a palace in Doha or designing the Pavilion of 
Treaties in St. Petersburg, the same teams travel 
with him—like Harlem Globetrotters with hammers. 
Molyneux is converting Pouy’s largest outbuilding, 
a former stable, into a kind of elite artisan academy. 
There will be a competition for admission; the win-
ners will receive a small stipend and space to live and 
train for several months. “I don’t just want to keep 
these skills alive,” says Molyneux. “I presume they’re 
alive, so we can push them a step forward—in silver 
embroidery or embossed leather or other techniques. 

Six people—you don’t need more. I’m not producing 
workmen for factories, that much is clear.”

On the day of my visit, one of the scagliola guys—
I’m not sure what else to call him—is busy speckling 
the dining room wall with paint to make it look 
like marble. It’s a tricky task, made trickier by the 
fact that he is trying to make the wall look like fake 
marble, not real marble. “I had it done expressly 
very badly to indicate that it is decoration,” says 
Molyneux. “It’s not pretending to be something else. 
It’s very difficult to explain to someone how to do it 
wrong, and much more difficult to do wrong right.”

To be honest, most people no longer do it at all, and 
not without reason. Molyneux works in a treacherous 
idiom, susceptible to lily gilding and bloat on the one 
hand and lifeless imitation on the other. Many of his 
signature touches are sprinkled around the house: 
obelisks, Chinese lacquer, Egyptian-revival statuary. 
He likes to line a wall with a phalanx of small shelves to 
display decorative objects. In the dining room at Pouy, 
one wall displays a set of Cocteau-designed plates. 

 What you don’t appreciate until you stand among 
the obelisks is how effortlessly Molyneux juggles all 
these heavy objects. The word that comes up repeat-
edly to describe him is neoclassical, but that’s just 
a ponderous catchall for a man who swings lightly 
from one century to another like Tarzan on a vine. 

In Pouy’s library, the walls are lined in deep-red 
leather embossed with sky blue and gold. “The tech-
nique was first done by the Sephardic community 
in Córdoba around the 15th century. You see it in 
all the big palaces in England,” explains Molyneux. 
How much does this go for? “It’s not cheap, I have to 
say.” The bookshelves are by Pierre Garnier, who also 
practiced his craft at Versailles. And then there’s the 
remarkable reading table—a massive wooden repro-
duction of the Church of San Lorenzo in Florence. 
It looks as though it weighs as much as the church 
itself. The designer Renzo Mongiardino had it made 
in the 1960s for a New York penthouse apartment, 
and Molyneux scooped it up at auction when the 
apartment was sold. 

“If someone could read my professional life, it 
would be here in Pouy,” Molyneux says. “There are 
some extraordinary works of art and some extraor-
dinary pieces of furniture—that’s a Giacometti lamp 
over there—but then there is this nothing chair. I 
just happen to love it. There is not a single room here 
where you could say, ‘This is a period room.’ I’m not 
interested in that. You get to a point where you feel 
you have the right to be here, and it’s the same thing 
with pieces of furniture.” 

I
T ISN’T SURPRISING that this is where 
Molyneux ended up. Growing up in Santiago, 
Chile, he always knew he wanted to become 
an architect. (“All my toys were Meccanos,” 
he says, referring to the British precursor 
to Erector sets.) He started his architecture 

studies at the Catholic University of Chile at age 19, 
but by that time he already had an advanced degree 
in cosmopolitanism. His father, a banker, imported 
English sports cars, and Molyneux played rugby at 
school. He spoke French, English and Spanish; even 
his parrot, Urbano, spoke three languages. “I went 
to Europe for the first time when I was 12, and I was 
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LOUNGE ACT 
In the living room, the 

sofa is upholstered in silk 
velvet from Bevilacqua 

in Venice. The pair 
of bronze lamps are 

Molyneux’s own design.

told that’s where I wanted to live,” says Molyneux.
Chile’s turbulent politics barely ruffled him. When 

he was 21, Molyneux won a competition to redesign 
Chile’s stolid public housing for workers, which had 
remained unchanged since 1936. These were the vio-
lent days before Chile’s right-wing coup in September 
1973. “All the construction workers were marching 
for Ho Chi Minh or somebody in downtown Santiago,” 
Molyneux recalls. “So when the trucks arrived with 
the ready-mix for the foundation, I had to ask my 
mother and her friends to help unload them.”

 A few years later, Molyneux paid a call on the 
director of Santiago’s Museo Nacional de Bellas 
Artes, a well-known sculptor. The Chilean junta was 
running things now, and Santiago was engulfed by a 
different kind of chaos. Molyneux told her he wanted 
to mount a one-man exhibit of furniture, carpets, 
textiles and ceramics. “She said, ‘Fine, by whom?’ I 
said, ‘By me.’ She thought it was so outrageous that 
she said yes.” 

Molyneux’s decorating career was thriving, but 
he was already feeling hemmed in. “I was living in a 
country that, at that point, had no future, and I said, ‘I 
will not spend the vital years of my life here, because 
the country is not prepared,’” Molyneux says. In 
1976, he drove his terra cotta–colored Peugeot out of 
Santiago and never looked back. He was accompanied 
by his young wife, Pilar, and his maid. (“My mother 
told me, ‘You don’t know how to live without being 
assisted,’ ’’ he says in clear sympathy with his moth-
er’s judgment. “I realized that Pilar didn’t either.”) 

Molyneux and Pilar ended up in Buenos Aires, next 
door but a world away. Suddenly, the cosmopolitan 
vocabulary he had picked up in Europe became part 
of the conversation in a way it never had in Santiago. 
“As I started working in higher levels of society, peo-
ple were already used to living with all the things I 
was seeing in Europe. The funny thing is, Chileans 
always think they are so much more sophisticated 
than Argentinians, but Santiago is very provincial. 
Chile is like an island.”

Richer clients and bigger projects brought 
Molyneux regularly to New York to shop. Buenos 
Aires started shrinking. “After a few years, I was 
already starting to feel the same thing I’d felt in 
Santiago.” He began designing homes in New York, 

“After working with 
so mAny clients, 
you’re not A 
decorAtor, not  
An Architect, not  
A contrActor 

—you’re An editor. 
All you do is tAke 
the best here, the 
best there.”

–juAn PAblo molyneux



CLASSIC 
PROPORTION 
This page, clockwise 
from top left: The chairs 
in the dining room are 
Louis XV by Georges 
Jacob; a narwhal tusk 
stands sentry at the 
entrance to the library, 
from the first-floor 
gallery; a view from  
the château of the artisan 
workroom and, behind, 
the indoor pool;  
an 18th-century French 
daybed in the tower 
guest bedroom; a Roman 
Minotaur statue dating 
from the first or second 
century A.D. 
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“He’s not telling 
His clients to  
live like Marie 

antoinette, but 
He’s letting tHeM 

live in a world  
of today tHat 

evokes tHat past.”
–bertrand du vignaud

first for wealthy South American clients, and then 
for locals. Before long, he was commuting back and 
forth between New York and Buenos Aires. In 1982, 
he moved to New York for good. 

“Pilar said to me, ‘You must be totally crazy. We 
know no one in New York. We have everything here.’ 
I said, ‘Pilar, you’re missing the point. We will know 
everyone in New York, and this is dying.’ ”

He was right on both counts. Before long, New 
Yorkers started to take notice of Molyneux’s eclectic 
elegance. An apartment on East 72nd Street deco-
rated for one of Molyneux’s friends threw together a 
Portuguese carpet, Russian chandelier and Georgian 
sideboard. That was in 1988. The client liked it so 
much he had Molyneux do his son’s apartment in the 
same building as well as another son’s downtown 
loft. (Multigenerational Molyneux families are not 
unusual: Mexican businessman Plácido Arango had 
Molyneux restore El Sarmiento, Arango’s Addison 
Mizner–designed villa in Palm Beach, in 1991; not 
long after, Molyneux decorated Arango’s daugh-
ter’s apartment overlooking the Museum of Natural 
History, in New York City.)

Long before Pouy, Molyneux had developed a 
habit of turning out some of his most stylish work for 
himself. In 1985, he moved into a duplex in a seven-
story Beaux-Arts townhouse on East 69th Street off 
Madison Avenue. Whenever one of the townhouse’s 
rental units became vacant, Molyneux bought it, 
until finally only one unit remained—an apartment 
on the fourth floor. Molyneux offered to rent a bigger 
apartment for the tenant. 

 “I said, ‘Elizabeth, I’ll pay whatever.’ She said, 
‘Absolutely not! I’ll stay here until I die, and I don’t 
give a damn about you.’ She was nasty, nasty, nasty. 
She used to work at Rothschild bank, so I went to 
see the head of the bank and said I needed a favor. 
Elizabeth ended up in Atlanta.” Molyneux still uses 
the townhouse as his New York home.

In turning his back on Santiago all those years 
ago, Molyneux was also turning his back on the mod-
ernism and social consciousness that dominated 
Santiago’s architecture establishment. Gropius, Le 
Corbusier and van der Rohe were the local deities. 
“It was as if the history of architecture began with 
the 20th century,” Molyneux has said. A scholar-
ship at Paris’s École des Beaux-Arts taught him that 
his favorite centuries all start with the number one. 
He soaked up the classical vernacular of Palladio, 
Hardouin-Mansart and his hero, Jacques-Ange 
Gabriel, the man who laid out Paris’s Place de la 
Concorde. “I am partial to Gabriel because, like many 
men of his age, he refused to be narrowly defined,” 
Molyneux once wrote in an essay, in what could also 
be a personal manifesto. “He was an architect, an 
interior designer, an urban planner, a maker of land-
scapes. He almost always brought a natural elegance 
to his forms.”

None of which is to say that Molyneux is mired in 
the past, or that he can’t employ strikingly contem-
porary gestures when he wants to. To see Molyneux 
at his most modern, you’ve got to climb up to Pouy’s 
vast open attic. It rises more than 50 feet under a 
steep roof, buttressed by a 14th-century scaffold-
ing of broad beams interlaced like crazy Tinkertoys. 
The space is so dramatic that Molyneux wisely left 

MAKE A SPLASH  
Clockwise from top  
right: The indoor pool,  
in what was originally the 
château’s orangerie;  
the walls and ceilings  
in the tower tea room  
are by Frédéric 
Monpoint; a 17th-century 
portrait of Madame de 
Sévigné hanging in  
a guest suite; an 18th-
century French tapestry 
from Sotheby’s in the 
second-floor gallery; a 
“Gaine” bed in silk velvet 
designed by Molyneux. 
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it alone. (He intends to use it as a kind of atelier and 
exhibition space.) But he went nuts on the walls. 

He started with a series of Piranesi engravings 
from 1750 titled Carceri, or prisons. In these trippy 
architectural fantasies, staircases lead nowhere, 
beams hang unsupported and arches connect to noth-
ing. Using Scanachrome digital printing on canvas, 
Molyneux blew up Piranesi’s engravings to 25 times 
their original size and applied them to the walls. 
When you enter, these giant curiosities, together with 
the room’s elaborate scaffolding, make you feel as if 
you’ve stumbled into one of M.C. Escher’s improbable 
palaces. The effect is bold and stunning. 

“He’s never tired, never blasé, and he has a child-
like enthusiasm that is marvelous,” Bertrand du 
Vignaud says of Molyneux. “All his knowledge of the 
past is turned towards the present. He’s not telling 
his clients to live like Marie Antoinette, but he’s let-
ting them live in a world of today that evokes those 
qualities from the past. He’s not there to make a 
museum—that’s what I do,” he adds, referring to his 
work at the World Monuments Fund.

S
oon after I’d VISIted the construction 
site at Pouy, Molyneux swore to me that 
the whole project would be finished four 
months later. This seemed highly improba-
ble, to put it mildly, but Molyneux tramped 
unperturbed through piles of sawdust, 

stone chips and turf clods from the grass tennis court 
he was installing (there’s also a clay court). An unusual 
problem loomed: how to herd the huge carp that have 
called Pouy’s moat home for decades and move them to 
safety for the duration. “Oh,” Molyneux says breezily, 
“we’ll just call in a carp whisperer.” 

To my great surprise—but not his—Pouy was fin-
ished pretty much right on schedule, apart from a few 
disconnected heaters. (Molyneux had even played on 
the grass court several times despite the wet blanket 
of November in northern France.) “After working in so 
many different places with so many different crafts-
men and so many different clients,” he says, “you’re 
not a decorator, not an architect, not a contractor—
you’re an editor. All you do is take the best here, the 
best there and suddenly, through you, it happens.” 

It helps, too, that Molyneux tends to know very 
quickly what he wants. He spends little time wonder-
ing which Louis goes where. I witnessed Molyneux 
speed-dial his own desire when we sat down to a 
large platter of oysters at his hôtel particulier in the 
Marais. Most oyster lovers I know, faced with an 
unlimited supply, will keep eating until they decide 
they’ve had their fill. Not Molyneux. “You’re going to 
have to eat most of them,” he informed me before we 
started. “I will only eat five.” Not four, say, or six, the 
universal oyster multiple? “No, five,” he insisted. “A 
hand has five fingers.” I think he was kidding. 

 As with oysters, so with châteaux. “It sounds very 
pretentious when you say it, but when I come into 
a room, I see a kind of Polaroid photo in my head,” 
Molyneux says. “The room is totally finished. When 
I’m on a big job, I need very little time—an hour on my 
own, perhaps. I walk and I see. Sometimes I’m even 
thinking of something else, but I have that connec-
tion with the space.”

For some years now, Molyneux has been dreaming 

of another kind of space—a dead space from an ele-
gant past that he believes he can bring back to life. 
The Tuileries Palace once spanned the western side 
of the Louvre, between I.M. Pei’s glass pyramid and 
the Tuileries Gardens. Few people know it was ever 
there. Before it burned to the ground in 1871 dur-
ing the Paris Commune, it housed a huge chunk of 
French history, from the ancien régime through the 
Revolution and Napoleon to the Second Empire. 

Molyneux wants to rebuild it—to scale—in 
Scanachrome-printed canvas and scaffolding. He fig-
ures he could do it for only 4 million euros, the cost 
to be covered by renting it out for fashion shows and 
exhibits. Moreover, Paris could put it up and take it 
down whenever it pleased—a château éphémère, as 
the project’s gold-embossed green-leather-bound 
brochure describes it. 

Molyneux beams when he talks about it. “I can do 

it! I can rebuild the Tuileries myself, alone, but a vir-
tual Tuileries. It would be fantastic! Imagine driving 
on the quay and then seeing the Tuileries with all the 
windows lit, just as it was.” 

 Alas, it doesn’t seem meant to be. Molyneux’s 
evenhanded embrace of whatever is most beautiful 
has bumped into gritty political reality. Molyneux 
took the idea to Christine Albanel, France’s former 
minister of culture. “She said to me, ‘You must be 
cuckoo,’ ” he says. “I got to see a lot of influential 
people, and they were all saying, ‘You cannot put 
back a symbol of the monarchy.’ ” Adds Bertrand du 
Vignaud, “I adore Juan Pablo’s audace, but just to 
propose it makes you something of an outlaw.”

Molyneux says he isn’t giving up the fight, but his 
ideal of elegance, free from the constraints of his-
tory, politics or money, doesn’t function everywhere. 
In Pouy, it works like a charm. •

ROYAL COURT  
One of the château’s 
tennis courts is adjacent 
to the indoor pool. 
Opposite: In the attic, 
Molyneux covered  
the walls with enlarged 
Piranesi engravings 
dating from 1750. 



BY CHRISTINE LENNON   PHOTOGRAPHY BY MAGDALENA MEISSNER

The beachfront neighborhood of Venice is at once edgy and chic— 
and one of Los Angeles’s hottest locales. Photographer Glen Luchford  
is adding another dash of cool with his new Rose Hotel.HOTEL CALIFORNIA

A ROSE BY ANY 
OTHER NAME 

For Luchford, the Rose 
Hotel represents the 

spirit of Venice Beach. 
“Everyone is excited to 

finally have a place to 
stay. I’ve always wanted 

to develop a creative 
hub,” Luchford says.74
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T
he paint splatter on fashion photog-
rapher Glen Luchford’s overalls is not a 
designer affectation. The authenticity 
of the spots and drips that also cover 
his beat-up sneakers, his arms and his 
black T-shirt is confirmed by the swarm 

of construction workers who are ripping up carpeting, 
reglazing bathtubs and changing light fixtures at the 
Rose Hotel in Venice, California. Luchford is currently 
elbow deep in a renovation of the turn-of-the-century 
Arts and Crafts–style building, and even though he 
couldn’t be further from his typical work environ- 
ment—there isn’t a model, or even a camera, in sight—
he’s clearly in his element, realizing a dream that was  
20 years in the making.

“The first time I came to Venice was in 1993, to pho-
tograph Dennis Hopper for The Face,” says Luchford, 
who was a regular contributor to the now-defunct 
cult British magazine. “At the time, the city was 
quite rough, but I was drawn to the place. It reminds 
me of Brighton, where I grew up, except there is sun. 
There’s a gritty, realist element here. There’s some-
thing that excites me about that—it’s the contrast.”

Focusing on such contrasts is what put Luchford’s 
work on the map in the ’90s. A self-taught photogra-
pher, Luchford left school at 15 and moved to London, 
where he worked at a hair salon. Soon, he began to 
experiment more seriously with taking pictures. 
By the time he was 20, he had joined stylist Melanie 
Ward and photographer David Sims at the forefront 
of the grunge movement, rejecting studied perfec-
tionism in favor of a moodier, street-inflected style. 
He was one of the first to collaborate with a fledgling 
Kate Moss—back then a surprising alternative to her 
Amazonian counterparts—and his images appeared 

in independent magazines such as The Face and i-D. 
Now 45, Luchford has shot for publications rang-
ing from the British bimonthly Dazed & Confused to 
Vogue’s French, British, Italian and American edi-
tions, and his luxury-fashion clientele includes Prada, 
Calvin Klein and, more recently, Chloé and Rag & 
Bone. This September, a self-titled book from art pub-
lisher Rizzoli will survey Luchford’s body of work, 
much of which captures both a dreamy darkness and 
a spontaneous edge. His affinity for the raw and the 
rough may be why Venice feels like home to him.

This beach community due west of Los Angeles, 
wedged between tonier Santa Monica and Marina del 
Rey, has always been known for allowing a sunbaked 
counterculture to flourish. Abbot Kinney, the famously 
eccentric developer who founded Venice, excavated 
canals (in a nod to its Italian namesake) a block or two 
inland from the beach and built an amusement park on 
the pier that was completed in 1905. Around the same 
time, 15 Rose Avenue was built, just steps from the 
beach. Local lore has it that the structure served as a 
fun house of sorts for Kinney. 

“It’s not confirmed, but the rumor is that this 
was Kinney’s private brothel,” says Luchford, whose 
home base is in Brooklyn, New York. By the original 
carved-wood front desk in the hotel’s small lobby, 
there’s a discreet box where patrons would drop their 
keys as they left. But after decades of neglect, the 
small hotel had become a gritty pension for surfers, 
yoga girls and skate punks who could scrape together 
enough money for a room. In other words, it was very 
Venice. But if anyone has the energy and inclina-
tion to give a face-lift to a property with a past that 
includes rumors of gang activity and drug dealing, 
it’s Luchford. As a photographer, he is accustomed 

to creating elaborate sets in a matter of hours, entire 
worlds that exist only for a day or two of shooting. 

Kinney died just weeks before his famous pier, 
complete with its roller coaster, was destroyed in a 
fire in 1920. Though it was rebuilt, within 10 years oil 
was discovered and the shore became littered with 
drilling wells and the waste they created. By the ’50s, 
Venice had become something of a beachfront slum, 
making it a low-rent destination for artists and Beat 
poets who cultivated its romanticized seediness. 
Among those who came seeking cheap studio space 
and an acceptance of their unconventional lifestyles 
were pioneering artists Ed Moses, Ed Ruscha and Billy 
Al Bengston and the late Dennis Hopper. Jim Morrison 
wrote songs in and about Venice. It was the epicenter 
of the 1970s surf and skateboard culture and is the 
home of Muscle Beach. Tourists rent beach cruisers 
on the boardwalk and glide past street performers 
through clouds of incense and weed smoke every day 
of the week. It’s the kind of place where it’s no surprise 
to see someone with an iguana on his shoulder.

In recent years, Venice has also drawn stars 
such as Robert Downey Jr., whose production com-
pany is based there. Julia Roberts sold her home on 
the coveted “walk streets” (accessed only by side-
walks) to actor Tim Robbins. South Park and Book of 
Mormon creators Matt Stone and Trey Parker have 
multimillion-dollar homes just blocks apart. Venice’s 
retail center, Abbot Kinney Boulevard, is now popu-
lated with design shops, fine-jewelry boutiques and 
trendy restaurants helmed by celebrity chefs, such 
as Gjelina’s Travis Lett, which draw an increas-
ingly sophisticated crowd. The community has been 
dubbed “Silicon Beach” for the many tech compa-
nies drawn there, including Google, which opened 

ROOM TO GROW  From left: The hotel lobby’s 
communal table is where guests have coffee in the 
morning. In one of the suites, the desk, chair and bed 
were sourced from the Rose Bowl Flea Market.
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GLEN’S LENS  from top: one of 
luchford’s early photographs of Kate 
Moss from 1994; iselin steiro from 
Paris Vogue in 2013; a 1997 prada 
campaign with amber Valletta.

an outpost in the Frank Gehry–designed Binoculars 
Building three years ago. Real-estate prices have 
skyrocketed, but that doesn’t mean that the commu-
nity has completely gentrified. Abbot Kinney may be 
newly posh, but nearby Rose Avenue remains authen-
tically eccentric—and Luchford likes it that way.

“You have the homeless people and the street 
performers,” he says. “The people who run the city 
don’t want to lose that mix. They’re very aware of not 
destroying it.”

Luchford and his friend and associate Doug Bruce 
spent three years negotiating to buy what was then 
called 15 Rose Travelers House, finally closing on 
the property at the end of March. Luchford had 
been in the market for a hotel primarily because 
he wanted an inexpensive but stylish option where 
his photo crew and friends could stay while they 
were in Los Angeles. Luchford is also admittedly 
renovation-obsessed, and his wife, Tanya, also a 
photographer, was sick of him tinkering with their 
historic country house in Litchfield, Connecticut. 
Once the papers were signed, he and Bruce found 
themselves with only $80,000 remaining for reno-
vations, and room reservations scheduled for the 
following month. They had only a matter of weeks to 
complete the work before their cash ran out, so they 
began construction immediately. 

“You think it’s bad now?” laughs Luchford as he 
bounds down the hall, dodging paint buckets and 
construction detritus of all kinds. “You should have 
seen it a week ago! We had a dumpster out back, 
and we literally hired a bunch of local guys to toss 
out everything that was in the rooms. You wouldn’t 
believe what was in this place.”

The white bathroom tiles were concealed by 
decades of sand and grime. The bathtubs were rusty 
from the salt air, and the goldenrod-colored walls 
had been painted over with DIY murals. Luchford 
recruited a group of friends to help plot out the clean, 
spare and comfortably modern aesthetic. Then they 
dove in. “It’s all hands on deck,” he says.

Together with a local contractor and his crew, 
Luchford sanded and painted the floors and cleaned up 
the bathrooms of the 10 smaller first-floor guest rooms 
and the five larger suites upstairs, which all have kitch-
enettes, large terraces and impressive sunset views.

Among those cheerleading Luchford’s efforts is 
Liz Lambert, the Austin, Texas–based hotelier who 
transformed her first property, the Hotel San José, 
from a flophouse to a design haven, one room at a time. 
The reinvention of the property as a destination for 
design-savvy travelers helped to elevate the once-
rough neighborhood surrounding it. Luchford has 
similar ambitions to create a nexus for fashionable 
trendsetters in Venice, along the lines of the origi-
nal Ace Hotel in Portland, Oregon, or the rustic-chic 
palapa hotels in Tulum, Mexico. Lambert happened to 
be in Los Angeles when the renovation got underway 
and was introduced to Luchford by a mutual friend.

“The area around the hotel has an authentic per-
sonality,” Lambert says. “And people need more 
places to stay—there’s nothing on that side of town. 
Glen is an artist, and his objective is to create a beau-
tiful place where he and the people he works with 
would want to stay.”

Another local friend introduced Luchford and 

Bruce to the Venice-based interior and landscape 
designer Katerina Tana, who also produces a line of 
Belgian-linen fabrics. Just days after they commis-
sioned Tana for the job, she gave them the address for 
the Rose Bowl Flea Market in Pasadena and told them 
to rent a truck and meet her there at 6:00 a.m. “We 
brought a wad of cash, and we bought everything—
desks, tables, dressers, chairs,” says Bruce. “We were 
texting photos back and forth, saying, ‘Yes, get that 
desk. Right, that table works.’ The hardest part was 
going back to find all of it to load into the truck.”

The overall effect is beach-house chic, in a palette 
of cool marine blues, gray and white, with framed 
prints of Luchford’s photographs on the walls. Tana 
mined her connections to linen manufacturers and 
rug weavers to source the upholstered headboards 
and the Indian cotton rugs on the painted floors. The 
ticking-stripe bedding was ordered from a catalog. 
The airy, inviting rooms would feel equally at home 
in a Swedish fishing village or on Cape Cod.

 “Glen has an incredible aesthetic. He knows how 
to make something irresistible, and he has such a 
keen sense of all the ways he can play,” Tana says. “I 
think that he’s spent so much time building things, 
like sets, that are later torn down, that he was crav-
ing something that’s less ephemeral.”

So far, the response from locals has been positive. 
“We’ve had plenty of people show up and ask if they 
could grab a hammer and pitch in,” says Luchford, 
whose peripatetic work schedule means that he has 
been finessing the details remotely. “I’ve been con-
tracting via video chat.”

He welcomed his first guest, stylist Andrew 
Richardson, in mid-April, and interest is brew-
ing throughout his community in New York and 
London. “Everyone is excited to finally have a place 
to stay on Venice Beach. I’ve always wanted to do 
something where I could develop a creative hub,” 
says Luchford, who imagines a vibrant future where 
the Rose Hotel will host pop-up shops hosted by his 
friends from the fashion and art worlds, and eventu-
ally, a restaurant. “The hotel is a starting block to 
other things. I think of it like a big playground, so 
we can keep building and adding on.” •

“you have the 
homeless 

people and 
the street 

performers. 
the people 

who run the 
city don’t 

want to lose 
that mix.”

–glen luchford



COASTING IN NEUTRAL 
Catch a beach sunset in a 
cleanly cut coat or a long 
sweater. Ralph Lauren 
Collection cashmere  
coat and sweater, Theory 
suede belt, Altuzarra 
silver wire necklace 
and Repossi ring (worn 
throughout). Opposite: 
Balenciaga asymmetric 
silk sweater, Theyskens’ 
Theory silk skirt  
and Proenza Schouler  
pony-and-suede loafers  
(worn throughout).

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DANIEL RIERA   STYLING BY VANESSA TRAINA 

There’s a new attitude in the air about layering. Lighten up knits  
by pairing them with long, sheer skirts.

EASY BREEZY
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SHORE THING  
A slouchy knit over a 
midi skirt makes for 
a relaxed silhouette. 
Acne Studios sweater 
and Altuzarra wool-
crepe skirt. Opposite: 
Max Mara jersey-and-
cashmere sweater,  
Céline satin skirt  
and Altuzarra silver  
wire cuff.



BLOWN AWAY  
Casually flirty skirts 
in lace or translucent 

silk stay grounded with 
chunky loafers. Prada 

cashmere V-neck, Jil 
Sander ribbed sweater, 

Burberry Prorsum 
embroidered-lace skirt 

and Altuzarra silver 
wire necklace. Opposite: 
Hermès cashmere-and-

wool sweater and Theory 
wool-and-silk dress  

and suede belt.

Model, Stephanie  
Joy Field @ Next 

Models; hair, Tuan Anh 
Tran; makeup,  

Maki Ryoke; manicure, 
Gina Edwards.

For details  
see Sources, page 98.
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VINEYARD HAVEN  
One of Harlan’s 
vineyards in the hills 
of Oakville, California. 
“I’m setting the 
table for the next 
generation,” he says.  

BY JAY CHESHES
PHOTOGRAPHY BY JESSE CHEHAK

One vintner’s tireless pursuit  
of first-growth-quality wine has drawn an 

obsessive cult following to  
his flagship brand. With a new venture, 

Promontory, Bill Harlan is one  
step closer to reaching his 200-year plan.

HARLAN
RENAISSANCE
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T
his whole area was pretty much 
passed over by the 20th century,” says 
Bill Harlan, bumping along a rutted 
dirt track in an SUV. Six years ago, he 
stealthily purchased some 900 acres 
here in this overgrown corner of the 

Napa Valley—the original pioneer road to Sonoma 
runs right through them. “All of this was just brush 
when we acquired it,” he says as we continue through 
the bramble past an old quicksilver-mining shack. 
Vineyards planted long ago among the thick forest 
never produced wine that amounted to much. Even 
so, Harlan was drawn to the land’s rugged extremes, 
its unusual microclimate and mix of soil types, seeing 
value where others saw mostly inhospitable scrub. 
“There’s no reason we shouldn’t be able to produce 
wine here of greater quality than any we’ve done so 
far,” he says.

Harlan doesn’t do anything halfway. He already 
produces one of the most consistently celebrated 
red wines in the United States at his nearby Harlan 
Estate, its robust Bordeaux-style blend awarded 
100-point scores (to five vintages) by the hugely 
influential Robert M. Parker, Jr. Parker refers to 
Harlan as a visionary who has “raised the goal post” 
in Napa Valley, producing vintages that rival “the 
greatest wines in France, Italy, wherever.” But that 
is not enough. 

For the past 30 years, the vintner has single-
mindedly endeavored to raise the global profile of the 
Napa Valley itself. “This area has the potential to be a 
national treasure,” he says, “of someday being recog-
nized as one of the finest wine-growing regions in the 
world. That’s why we’re here and not somewhere else.”

Like his flagship brand—which spent more than a 
decade in development before the first bottle shipped 
in 1996—Harlan’s ambitious new venture has been 
germinating under the radar for years. This fall, the 

VW bus. And so he began a year of thumbing his way 
across Africa, subsisting, he says, on “36 cents a day.”

Along the way, Harlan picked up a copy of Alan 
Moorehead’s The White Nile, the true story of swash-
buckling figures such as Henry Morton Stanley and 
David Livingstone, who had followed the great river 
in the 19th century. He traced their trail south into 
the Sudan, traveling slowly by train (“stacked floor 
to ceiling with people”) before hopping a potato-
and-onion barge, eventually making it all the way to 
the Cape of Good Hope. “It was just stream of con-
sciousness,” he recalls, “always wondering where 
you were going to get food and where you were 
going to sleep that night.”

Returning to Northern California, he moved from 
motorbike racing to daredevil flying—following an 
accident that blew out a knee—and landed a job at 
an airport selling flight lessons to pay for his own. 
“Every nickel I had I spent on flying,” he says. As his 
confidence grew, he started “doing crazy things you 
shouldn’t do,” until a friend’s fatal plane crash per-
suaded him to “back off for a while.”

His attention turned from the sky to the sea. 
By 1968, Harlan had taken a job aboard a Stanford 
University marine-research vessel, where he fixed 
engines, taught diving and, in a very short period, 
he says, worked his way up to bosun. By then he 
started to consider taking up a more traditional 
career, because “the girls weren’t going for a dollar 
jug of wine on the back of a motorcycle anymore.” He 
decided to become a stockbroker.

“It’s amazing, a lot of the things Bill’s done; 
I’m just glad most of them were before we met,” 
says Harlan’s wife, Deborah, one spring afternoon 

first vintage of Promontory, his new wine, will at last 
debut. It’s still early days, but presumably the diver-
sity of terroir and exposures will ultimately yield an 
even more complex blend. 

“We have volcanic, sedimentary and metamor-
phic soils, and a whole area called the melange 
that’s a mix,” says Harlan. “Eventually we’ll have 
100 different plots that we’ll manage, vinify and age 
separately.” With fewer than 1,000 cases produced, 
the inaugural vintage is likely to sell out—by mail-
ing list—well before its release date. “The volume will 
go up slowly over the next 20 years,” says the former 
real-estate magnate, surveying the vast, rough ter-
rain where the wine’s Cabernet Sauvignon and Merlot 
grapes are grown. “I’m setting the table, here, for the 
next generation.”

Though Harlan, a lifelong athlete, is still in great 
shape at 73, lately he’s been spending a lot of time 
pondering what sort of legacy he’ll leave for his 
27-year-old son, Will, who joined the family business a 
few years back, and his daughter, Amanda, a 24-year-
old equestrian who recently announced her intention 
to come aboard after her horse suffered a debilitating 
tendon tear, dampening her Olympic ambitions. From 
the moment he entered the wine trade, Harlan has 
taken the long view, speaking of a 200-year plan and 
of building something truly enduring—an American 
wine dynasty—even before his heirs were born.

 

H
arlan is the sort of character 
you might encounter in a Victorian 
novel—a former adventurer and 
adrenaline junkie turned country 
squire, naturalist and homespun 
philosopher. “I used to be 100 per-

cent focused on the now,” he says, “an exciting way 
to live, but there was no permanence, no future, no 
great fulfillment.” Sporting a mane of flowing white 
hair and matching beard, he spins fantastic tales 
from the first half of his life—most impossible to 
verify but all hard to resist.

Harlan was raised in Southern California, in the 
Los Angeles suburb of Whittier, with two younger 
brothers and strict Christian parents. His father, 
who worked his way up from slaughterhouse floor 
to director of marketing at a meatpacking company, 
pushed his boys to be self-sufficient. After World 
War II, young Bill earned cash tending neighbors’ 
victory gardens. In the mythic terms he now applies 
in hindsight, the seeds planted by that 6-year-old 
gardener would one day lead him back to the land as 
a vintner. “As a little kid, watching things grow, it’s 
almost like magic,” he says. 

In the late ’50s, after spending his teenage years 
surfing, lifeguarding and riding girls around on the 
back of his motorbike, Harlan attended UC Berkeley 
and became an Olympic hopeful on the Inland Empire 
water-polo team. He supported himself by playing in 
a regular card game and parking cars at Trader Vic’s. 
In five years, he graduated with a bachelor’s degree. 
“I never thought for a minute what I would do when I 
was done,” he says.

After graduation, he embarked on what he hoped 
would be a round-the-world tour. Arriving in Morocco 
after a few months in Europe, he hitched a ride to 
Egypt with a Canadian and an Australian driving a 

GENERATION NEXT  Harlan with his son, Will, who 
oversees Mascot. Bottom: A bottle of 2009 Harlan Estate. 
Opposite: The fermentation room at Harlan Estate.



outside the magnificent home her husband built 
above the vineyards at Harlan Estate. A pair of 
Rhodesian Ridgebacks roughhouse on a manicured 
lawn, while in the distance a waterfall tumbles into 
a man-made lake.

By the time Deborah and Bill began seeing each 
other, he was a wealthy man whose impulsive behav-
ior—motorbike racing, reckless flying and gambling 
(his suite at a Lake Tahoe casino was comped for 
nearly two years)—was mostly behind him. A short 
stint selling stocks had given way to a career in real-
estate development. In the mid-1970s he launched his 
own firm, Pacific Union, with a former competitor, 
converting condominiums at first. Its success paid 
for the extravagant houseboat in Sausalito where 
Deborah, a New York actress visiting her parents in 
the East Bay, arrived for a blind date along with the 
couple who’d insisted they meet.

Harlan’s floating bachelor pad—with its traver-
tine floors, wine cellar, solarium and sauna—made a 
big impression, but initially, Harlan himself did not. 
“He was an hour and a half late,” she recalls. “I was 
polite when he arrived, but I wouldn’t say I was very 
warm.” Despite an inauspicious beginning, Harlan’s 
charms prevailed. The couple had a long-distance 
relationship for a year before marrying while on 
vacation in Italy. It was the mid-1980s. Bill Harlan’s 
priorities were changing. He’d begun to think seri-
ously about slowing down.

 

L
ike many of Harlan’s interests, his pas-
sion for wine had romantic beginnings. 
He discovered the Napa Valley while at 
Berkeley—wooing girls with drives in 
the country and free tastings. In 1966, 
he attended the opening of Robert 

Mondavi’s winery, though back then he didn’t think 
much about the business. Years later, selling recre-
ational-home sites north of Napa, he’d drive through 
the still-sleepy wine region a few times a week. A 
poetic notion began taking shape, of one day settling 
down on a modest plot and starting his own winery.

Harlan has a gambler’s knack for gaming the odds. 
When land he’d been trying to move wouldn’t sell, he 
would trade it like poker chips—for small airplanes, 
boats, oriental rugs. On one transaction he scored a 
100-foot Baltic Trader, a sturdy old sailboat he would 
later sail around the world. He drove up to Napa to 
seal the deal with its owner, vintner Carl Doumani, 
who at the time owned Stags’ Leap. “That winery was 
like a dream,” says Harlan. “It confirmed to me that I 
had to get on with finding my own.”

With Doumani as his guide, he scoured the valley 
for his own 40 acres of heaven, the minimum required 
by law to launch a vineyard back then. One evening in 
1979, after a long day “driving around, drinking wine,” 
Doumani suggested a sunset daiquiri on the clubhouse 
deck at Meadowood, a failing country club on the verge 
of foreclosure. Harlan considered the wooded locale 
and decided, then and there, that he was the man to 
save it. Within 48 hours he had his first foothold in 
Napa, with no real idea about what he would do with a 
nine-hole golf course and a string of run-down cabins. 

BOOK SMART  One of three libraries at Harlan Estate 
houses dozens of volumes on winemaking through the ages.
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California’s finest restaurants (one of only two in 
the state with three Michelin stars).

In the early ’80s, while still searching for land 
for his vineyard, Harlan began learning the wine-
making ropes—hiring consultants, buying grapes, 
renting custom-crush space. His first wines, pro-
duced under the Merryvale label (named for the 
Pacific Union headquarters building in downtown 
San Francisco), were more business than passion. 
Still, they brought together the core winemaking 
team that remains with him today.

Many of the best wines in Europe, Harlan rea-
soned, come from grapes grown on slopes—and so he 
looked only at hillside plots. He wanted a place with 
the potential to produce “fantastic wine.” Several 
years into the search he finally found it, rising up 
above a valley in Oakville.

“I wanted the winery to be hidden, not really obtru-
sive,” says Harlan of the earth-tone building at Harlan 
Estate that blends into the landscape. A stone walk-
way, constructed from recycled remnants of a railroad 
roundhouse, wraps around the hill above undulat-
ing rows of terraced vines. Oak barrels, tucked in an 
underground cellar, hold some of the most coveted 
cult wine in the country. Even among the very few for-
tunate enough to get their hands on a bottle, not many 
have visited the place where it’s produced—Harlan 
Estate is open to visitors by invitation only.

When Harlan acquired the place in 1984, it took a 
great leap of faith to imagine the setting as it is now. 
No grapes had ever been grown there—roads, water 
and electricity all had to be brought in. “It was just 
forest; you couldn’t walk, couldn’t move,” he says. “I 
carried a big machete, just hacking away, to see what 
it looked like.”

Clearing the land without destroying its natu-
ral beauty turned out to be a monumental endeavor, 
but within a year the first vines had been planted. In 
1987, Bob Levy, a fourth-generation Californian like 
Harlan, began making wine from its grapes. The first 
vintage—and the next one, and the one after that—fell 
well short of Harlan’s and his winemaker’s expecta-
tions. “The wines had distinction but not greatness,” 
says Levy. “I told Bill, ‘This isn’t what we should be 
launching a brand with.’ ” None of those vintages 
were ever released.

Harlan decided to bring in outside help. For the 
1990 vintage, French consultant Michel Rolland—not 
yet a major voice on the international wine scene—
helped turn things around (he has been involved in 
every vintage since). Harlan would wait six more 
years before putting up a single bottle for sale. “We 
wanted to have back-to-back vintages that were as 
good or better than the one before,” he says. “I wanted 
to make sure we didn’t miss.”

In 1995, in anticipation of Harlan Estate’s long-
awaited debut, he invited critic Robert Parker in for 
a preview of the first three vintages, all slated for 
release the following year, at a then-exorbitant price 
of $65 a bottle. Parker’s scores, published with the fax 
number for the mailing list—including 98 points for 

FIELD OF DREAMS  Workers preparing rootstocks for 
grafting at Promontory. Opposite: A sunset on the Oakville 
corridor, which critic Robert Parker calls the “tenderloin” of 
Napa Valley, and which is home to Harlan’s wineries.  

Before long, word of Harlan’s deal reached 
Robert Mondavi, who had been talking with friends 
about starting Napa’s first charity wine auction. 
Meadowood, under new ownership, seemed an ideal 
venue. After floating the idea over lunch, he sweetened 
the pot, offering Harlan a whirlwind five-week tour of 
the great wine estates of Bordeaux and Burgundy—led 
by Mondavi’s assistant—culminating in the famous 
charity auction that was the inspiration for the Napa 
event: the Hospices de Beaune. Awed by the wine 
dynasties he met there—with generations, and some-
times centuries, behind them—Harlan returned from 
the trip transformed.

Instead of simply launching another winery, 
Harlan had a different plan: to build a California 
equivalent of a Bordeaux first growth, producing 
wine that would command respect around the world 
from a terroir that would endure well after he’d gone. 
He knew the task wouldn’t be easy, or quick. “Up until 
then, my thinking had all been fairly short-term,” 
he says. “That was a pivotal point. I began to have a 
whole different perspective of time.”

Auction Napa Valley launched at Meadowood 
the following summer, in 1981, and has been held 
ever since at what Harlan eventually transformed 
into the region’s top luxury resort, home to one of 
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the 1991—led to all the wine selling out within days.
In the 30 years since he bought his first 40 acres, 

Harlan has built a formidable presence in Napa Valley, 
scooping up parcels of its most coveted terroir. “After 
all the years I spent in Napa,” says Parker, “tasting 
that corridor, going from the east-side hills, where 
you have some great wineries, right through the val-
ley floor and up to the Mayacamas Mountains, where 
Harlan is, I really see that as the tenderloin of Napa 
Valley. The wines there just have an extra dimension, 
an extra complexity and a degree of richness.” 

In 2005 Harlan added the Napa Valley Reserve 
to his holdings, a members-only club where oeno-
philes—paying $150,000 and up to join—blend their 
own varietals, guided by Harlan’s team. It’s a short 
drive from the property to Harlan Estate and its sis-
ter winery, Bond (producing wines from grapes grown 
off-site). On a nearby hill, construction is underway on 
the new building to which production of Promontory—
for now housed elsewhere in temporary quarters—is 
expected to shift by 2015. It will be the first, and only, 
Harlan facility open to the general public.

With this new winery and its nearby vineyards, 
Harlan insists his grand plan for the Napa Valley will 
finally be complete—though his team is not quite 

sure. “Bill is never happier than when he’s building 
something; he’s a developer by birth,” says Harlan 
Estate director Don Weaver. “Promontory was a sur-
prise for the rest of us. I thought it was time to just 
burnish the gem, when all of a sudden I hear him say, 
‘Well, there’s this piece of land just south of us…’ ”

To ensure continuity, a few years back Harlan 
began urging his core team to start grooming suc-
cessors. Bob Levy’s protégé, former intern Cory 
Empting, has already taken a lead winemaking role. 
He’s been increasingly working with Harlan’s son, 
Will, who last year launched his own adjunct wine 
project, Mascot, an “on-ramp” to fine-wine apprecia-
tion, as he calls it, featuring a blend of young vines in 
his father’s portfolio. At $75 per bottle (as opposed 
to the $750 Harlan Estate retails for), it’s a wine that 
Will’s friends can afford to uncork. He is promoting 
it heavily in Silicon Valley.

Both Harlan children took some time exploring 
other pursuits before returning to the fold. “I always 
had an open line of dialogue with my dad, but there 
was never any pressure to do anything,” Will says. 
After college, he struggled with an online start-
up—a price-comparison engine for outdoor gear he 
launched with a classmate from Duke (“the kayak.com 

for kayaks”). In between riding competitions, Amanda 
worked at a Los Angeles wine shop and in promotions 
for Dom Pérignon. “I wanted to have some of my own 
experiences before devoting the rest of my life to the 
family business,” she says.

Their dad took a lot longer to find himself. The 
daredevil who once lived for the thrill of “not 
knowing what will happen in the next fraction of a 
second” has evolved into an introspective, inquisi-
tive man. “He’ll wander around the property asking 
a billion questions,” says Empting. “He’ll ask any-
body anything.”

In 2000 Harlan and his partner unloaded Pacific 
Union’s lucrative mortgage and brokerage arms to 
GMAC. The company’s remaining assets, farmed out 
to lieutenants, pretty much run themselves these 
days, allowing him to focus almost all of his energy on 
his true calling—his Napa Valley domain. “If you work 
on what you really love doing, it’s not really work,” he 
says in a reflective moment. “You have twice as much 
time to enjoy life.

“What we’re really working on is the quest for the 
missing shade of red,” he adds, “a wine that’s never 
been experienced, that hasn’t been produced yet. We 
have a very good chance of capturing it here.” •



Beyond Botero 
For much of the last century, Colombian artists produced work in near obscurity  
as violence consumed the country. Now a robust economy and ongoing  
peace talks are nudging the international art world to pay attention—and  
discover the exciting scene that was flourishing all along. 

by kelly crow   portraits by nigel shafran

LIKE A ROCK  
Polyhedron, a 2010 work 
by Rosario López Parra 

from the exhibition 
“Formlessness and the Idea 

of Boundary” at Bogotá’s 
Casas Riegner Gallery.



HOME, WORK 
Mateo López and his 

girlfriend, Yanina 
Valdivieso, in López’s 
studio, which features 
an area for his guests 

to work. Below: López’s 
Disoriented House (2013).
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Bogotá. Collectors amble in wearing straw hats and  
sneakers, joined by college students sporting chunky 
black eyeglasses. Caterers carry trays of brightly 
colored fruit juices, and guests sip as they meander 
throughout the expansive, three-story space. 

Upstairs, Monika Bravo—a 50-year-old Bogotá-
born artist now based in New York—debuts a series 
of animated videos and colorful geometric drawings 
she had printed on tall glass panels. Bravo says she 
based her designs on diagrams she saw woven into 
mochila bags created by the indigenous Arhuaco 
Indians she met near Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta. 
All her life, Bravo has wanted to spend time with the 
tribe, which still inhabits the remote, northeastern 
mountains of Colombia; now that it’s safer, she can.

In the downstairs gallery, Cali artist Elías Heim, 
age 48, shot bullet holes in the white walls and 
tucked red lasers into the cavities. Visitors have 
to pass through a web of red light beams—remi-
niscent of the kind used for aiming guns—if they 
want to walk from one side of the room to the other. 
The effect is unnerving, but it doesn’t stop anyone. 
Artist Lydia Azout marvels at the audience’s non-
chalance, saying, “They don’t even care that they’re 
in the line of fire.”

Maybe that’s because, along with the lasers, Heim 
has installed a veritable orchard of fruit trees in the 
space, each plant potted within a metal shelving cab-
inet. Two years earlier, Heim had bored bullet-like 
holes through each layer of the shelves, giving the 
trees a way to grow, so long as their spindly trunks 
and branches follow the light up through the holes. 
Heim’s point? “Things aren’t perfect in Colombia, but 
I guess I’m feeling more hopeful.” 

S
O ARE COLOMBIA’S COLLECTORS. One of 
the country’s top buyers is Leon Amitai, 
a 44-year-old textile importer who began 
collecting in 2000 and now displays his 
vast array of acquisitions in a sprawling 
complex of warehouses on the outskirts 

of Bogotá. Amitai says he started hanging art around 
his office a few years ago on a whim, but in the past 
couple of years his workplace has become a must-see 
pilgrimage for visiting art lovers. 

The journey is part of its appeal: To reach Amitai’s 
compound, you have to drive an hour outside the 
city center, eventually stopping at the end of a long 
dusty lane hemmed by pastures, speckled cattle and 
a meandering river. Inside, the experience is half 
cubicle, half museum—Amitai has ensconced semi-
nal pieces by some of Colombia’s rising art stars in 
unlikely spots throughout the space, including con-
ference rooms and staff offices. 

Two years ago, he invited VIPs from the local art 
fair, artBO, to come take a tour. He planned for 30 
people; he got 300. “I couldn’t believe it,” Amitai says. 

In one of his clothing-sample showrooms, he 
displays a work by Carolina Caycedo. It’s a table 
displaying 31 aguardiente liquor bottles, each filled 
with around $300 in Colombian peso notes—or 
a month’s salary for a minimum-wage earner. In 
another area, Amitai has installed Sierra’s Untitled 
(The Devil in the Shape of a 2x4), a row of steplad-
ders, rulers and tables that slide, upright, into a 
series of narrow slits carved inside a false wall. 

“the artists 
never stopped 

working and 
learning to 

resist—and that 
resistance  

is being 
discovered now.”

–beatriz lópez

obsessions. Colombian art finds itself at a cross-
roads, pivoting between the desire for sociopolitical 
engagement and poetic escape—and the resulting 
creative tension could prove momentous.

Across Colombia—from the walled coastal city 
of Cartagena to the sugar-cane fields outside Cali—
there’s a palpable feeling of flux, of a society shaking 
off its solitude and stretching out. Crime and poverty 
persist, but a measure of peace is making it safer to 
travel and do business across the region. This calm 
is also allowing Colombia to export greater supplies 
of oil, gas, sugar and cut flowers, boosting the pace 
of its economic growth. Last year alone, the country 
attracted nearly $16 billion in foreign investments. 
Luxury malls and beach resorts are sprouting up to 
cater to the country’s 36,000 high-net-worth indi-
viduals. Tourism campaigns cheekily play down 
Colombia’s war-torn reputation with slogans such as 
“The only risk is wanting to stay.”

Similar wealth booms have recently helped trans-
form China and Brazil into global art hubs, so it 
makes sense to see international curators and dealers 
booking trips to Colombia now. New York’s Museum 
of Modern Art, Houston’s Museum of Fine Arts and 
London’s Serpentine Galleries, among others, have 
all recently sent delegations of curators and patrons 
to scout art in Colombia. Pablo León de la Barra, 
a curator for New York’s Solomon R. Guggenheim 
Museum, was among the early explorers, and the 
art he’s uncovered since is impressive, he says. “For 
some, art has become a way of working through the 
communal trauma, but the younger ones are trying  
to use art as an instrument of usefulness for 

From a distance, the tables and rulers look more 
like thin stripes, a nod to the overlooked tools of an 
artist’s trade. Sierra says he took the objects from 
workers at New York’s New Museum.

“Isn’t that fantastic?” Amitai says, walking by and 
gesturing at the installation with a sweep of his arm. 
“It took me so long to install it, I thought some of my 
workers would resign, but none of them did.”

One benefit of Colombia’s growing popularity as 
an art market, Amitai says, is that more Colombian 
art students are staying put after graduation instead 
of seeking their big breaks abroad. This includes 
Mateo López, a 35-year-old artist known for his diary-
like drawings of his road trips around Colombia. In 
Travel Without Movement, now owned by MOMA, 
López retraced every stop along an abandoned train 
line and drew what he saw along the way. 

López says he and his artist sister, Rosario López 
Parra, remember the fear that followed them around 
Bogotá growing up, particularly the suffocating 
feeling that they couldn’t leave town lest they be 
kidnapped by the guerrilla fighters who controlled 
Colombia’s rural regions. But lately, as the situation 
has mellowed, he’s started traveling afield, as far as 
Cartagena. This spring, López put down permanent 

something else. There are many things at play, but 
one of them is a desire for normalization.”

Whenever curators and collectors start sniff-
ing around a new region, dealers and auctioneers 
invariably follow, eager to pounce on whatever the 
tastemakers discover. (A similar phenomenon has 
lately pushed up prices for China’s Zeng Fanzhi and 
Brazil’s Beatriz Milhazes.) In the past year, these 
market movers have begun championing a potential 
poster boy for Colombia’s rise in Oscar Murillo, the 
28-year-old son of Cali sugar-cane farmers who now 
lives in London. Three years ago, Murillo’s frenetic 
paintings—often made with the help of relatives 
using dust and debris from his studio floor—were 
selling for as little as $10,000 apiece. But last fall, 
Phillips in New York auctioned off one of the art-
ist’s 2011 canvases, Untitled (Drawings Off the Wall), 
for $401,000, or 10 times its high estimate. The sale 
occurred less than a week after he joined David 
Zwirner Gallery, and collectors have been trading  
his works for six-figure sums ever since.  

All this faraway interest in Colombia’s rising stars 
has stoked a stronger art scene at home. Currently, 
at least 30 wealthy Colombian families are amass-
ing notable collections of contemporary art, up 
from only five a decade ago, says local dealer Beatriz 
López. “Once the foreign curators started coming, 
people here started paying attention,” López says. 
“Even when there was no place to show, the artists 
never stopped working and learning to resist—and 
that resistance is being discovered now. That’s why 
the scene is exploding.”

Yet there is still a sense of novelty about col-
lecting in Colombia. Within the country’s circle 
of collectors—mainly restaurateurs, architects, 
manufacturers and bankers—the shopping mood 
is giddy and relaxed. As an art marketplace, Bogotá 
represents a major departure from the competitive, 
auction-driven one-upmanship that dominates con-
versations in London and New York. 

A recent Saturday-morning opening at a 
three-year-old independent art foundation called 
NC-Arte is emblematic: The airy institution, run 
by artist Claudia Hakim, sits on the site of a for-
mer church along a leafy, mountainside stretch of 

roots by buying his own three-story studio in the 
industrial neighborhood of San Felipe, near the 
alternative-art space Flora. He outfitted his new stu-
dio and home with an open-air kitchen on the roof. To 
encourage other artists to stick around, he added a 
guest studio area. 

For the first time in Colombian history, López 
says, he and peers feel that it’s acceptable to explore 
their own internal struggles rather than react to 
those of their country. “I think my generation is try-
ing to present facts, only differently. I want to watch 
the news, but is there a way to transfer that informa-
tion into something else? Maybe it can be true and 
still feel like a breath of fresh air.”

What collectors don’t know yet is whether these 
younger artists’ personally felt pieces will maintain 
value over time—or whether they may ultimately be 
dismissed by the international market in favor of 
the conflict-era generation who preceded them, the 
hardy group who made art when few locals were will-
ing to look at it, much less collect it. 

“In the U.S., artists become famous all the time, 
even if their work isn’t particularly high quality,” 
Amitai says. “Here in Colombia, the only way you sur-
vived as an artist was by being really good.” 

NEW TRADITION  Left: Rosario López Parra in her studio, 
where she works on photographs such as Insufflare, above, taken 
near Lake Guatavita. 

F
OR YEARS, NO ONE CAME to Doris 
Salcedo’s studio in Bogotá, Colombia, 
to watch her twist rickety bed frames 
into haunting sculptures. In Medellín, 
José Antonio Suárez Londoño worked 
in similar isolation, filling notebooks 

with tiny drawings while he listened to gruesome 
radio reports about cocaine kingpin Pablo Escobar. 
Farther north, Gabriel Sierra grew up in the lush 
countryside fearing government soldiers and guer-
rillas alike, learning nothing about art except what 
he saw in encyclopedias. And yet still he drew.

During the unofficial civil war that consumed 
Colombia for much of the past six decades, several 
generations of artists came and went, largely unseen 
by the international art world. (One exception was 
Fernando Botero, the 82-year-old painter of chubby 
people.) But recently, Colombia’s military and rebel 
groups have been negotiating peace, and this delicate 
détente—along with a confluence of other factors—
has encouraged the art establishment to give the 
country a closer look. 

Colombia is home to a vibrant art scene that also 
happens to be undergoing a seismic shift. Older gen-
erations of artists, such as the 55-year-old Salcedo, 
prefer to provoke, their works scratching at the 
scabs of Colombia’s bloody past. At the same time, a 
younger set, led by artists like the 38-year-old Sierra, 
is trying hard to disassociate from this violent his-
tory, identifying with the country’s surging economy 
and energy. Instead of Escobar, the up-and-comers 
want to think about nature and architecture, cull-
ing pieces from their private diaries and quieter 



M
ENTION THE NAME Doris Salcedo 
in Colombian art circles, and all 
you’ll hear in reply is gushing rev-
erence. Colombians like to tease 
Botero—they say his tubby por-
traits invite playful gibes—but no 

one dares joke about Salcedo. 
The grand dame of Bogotá has a majestic wreath 

of curly black hair, and she works with 10 assistants 
in a towering studio behind a tall slate metal door 
in Bogotá’s Chapinero neighborhood. A visit to her 
studio is considered a coup for Colombian collectors 
because they never see her at exhibit openings or art 
parties. Salcedo admits her absence is intentional. 

“I have a bad temper and I don’t want to go to the 
cocktail parties of the ruling classes,” she says one 
afternoon as she steps around the sandbags, hoses 
and construction equipment filling her cavernous stu-
dio. “My work is about mourning, about the day after 
tragedy—and I need to stay angry in order to think 
without compromise. I need that critical distance.” 

Salcedo is hailed for being one of the first Colom-
bian contemporary artists to show at major galleries 

abroad; she signed with New York’s Alexander and 
Bonin in 1992 and London’s White Cube in 1994. She 
is also among the few artists anywhere invited by 
Tate Modern to create a work for its vast Turbine Hall. 
Rather than fill the hall with art, her 2007 submission, 
Shibboleth, cracked into the museum’s foundation, 
splitting the Tate’s concrete floor with a narrow, 
meandering chasm that audiences were compelled 
to tiptoe around. The crack, she said at the time, was 
a way for her to explore the insidiousness of racism, 
easy to sidestep but dangerous as ever.  

“I came back at the worst possible time,” she says 
of returning to Bogotá in 1985 after going to col-
lege in England. Car bombs regularly went off in the 
streets near her studio. Escobar, though based in 
Medellín, was at the height of his drug-cartel powers, 
making $500,000 a day smuggling cocaine into the 
U.S. (Escobar was killed by Colombian police in 1993.)

Salcedo concedes that today’s Colombia is not as 
apocalyptic, but peace hasn’t come to everyone yet. 
Lately, she’s been interviewing mothers in Colombia 
and elsewhere who have lost children. Leaning over 
a table in another area of her studio, she inspects a 
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gray mesh patch that one of her assistants is making 
into a woman’s blouse. The fabric itself is composed 
entirely of needles. “No one could ever wear it,” she 
says. “Too painful.”

Drugs, corruption, political killings and kidnap-
pings—all of it gets confronted in the work of Salcedo’s 
peers from the ’80s and ’90s, including Oscar Muñoz, 
José Alejandro Restrepo and Miguel Ángel Rojas. 
Muñoz, who lives in Cali, was among the first to focus 
on people swept up in the violence by recreating 
their portraits in charcoal powder and then dripping 
water on or submerging the results until their faces 
distorted and eventually disappeared. (A major sur-
vey of this Vanishing series opened at Paris’s Jeu de 
Paume in June.) 

Restrepo’s best-known work is Musa Paradisiaca, 
from 1993 to 1996, an installation inspired by the sci-
entific name for a type of banana. Restrepo strung 
up bunches of still-green bananas and attached tiny 
video screens to their bases, requiring viewers to 
step close to see images projected onto concave mir-
rors beneath them on the floor. The images ranged 
from engravings of bananas during the colonial era 
to more recent news accounts of paramilitary kill-
ings in banana plantations in northern Colombia—an 
unsettling mix of imagery that only grew more pun-
gent as the bananas rotted.

Back then, Restrepo’s dealer Jairo Valenzuela 
says, men with suitcases of cash used to frequent 
Bogotá’s few modern-art galleries looking to launder 
their drug money with art. “They wanted paintings 
of horses and nude women.” Valenzuela says. None 
of them ever wanted Restrepo’s rotting bananas. 
(Today, there are waiting lists for his works.)

Others, like Rojas, who is 68, have been making art 
for decades but are only now getting major museum 
shows. Rojas, who still works in the Bogotá house 
his grandfather bought in 1942, got his start by tak-
ing photographs of rendezvous between gay men in 
B-movie theaters in the ’70s. He pulled off this feat 
by hiding his camera under his jacket. Rojas says he 
had no hopes for exhibiting or selling these ghostly 
images—he just wanted to document a taboo scene, 
he says—but today examples from the series hang in 
institutions around the world. 

Rojas is also known for a 2007 series of life-size 
portraits he took of an 18-year-old Colombian sol-
dier who had lost one of his legs, below the knee, to 
a guerrilla land mine. Rojas asked the soldier to pose 
like Michelangelo’s David, pensive and nude, and 
the result serves as a quiet indictment of the toll the 
war has taken on Colombia’s youth. When the photos 
started selling well, the artist says, he gave a portion 
of each sale to the soldier. “He used the money to buy 
a farm,” Rojas says.

Things are changing quickly in Colombia, Rojas 
says. He is trying to keep up, to stay acquainted with 
newer artists and ideas. Earlier this year, he unveiled 
a new installation at Cartagena’s first biennial—a 
citywide exhibit that also included new works by auc-
tion hotshots like Murillo. 

Rojas says he doesn’t always understand 
Colombia’s ascendant young creatives, but he doesn’t 
begrudge them their success. In a way, it feels like a 
shared victory. “I feel like a proud father,” he says. 
“We all make art—they just dance to other songs.” •

“here in 
colombia, the 
only way you 
survived as 
an artist was 
by being 
really good.”  

–leon amitai

BEST PRACTICE  
Gabriel Sierra in his 

Bogotá studio. Below: 
his Untitled (All Areas) 

(2012–2013). 

CRACKED OPEN 
Shibboleth, Doris 

Salcedo’s 2007 
installation in the 

Turbine Hall of Lon- 
don’s Tate Modern.



BLURRED LINES  
Mix it up with stripes 

of all types. Louis 
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dress, price upon request, 
available by special order, 
David Webb ring (left hand), 
$38,500, 212-421-3030, and 
Tiffany & Co. ring (right hand), 
$273,000, 800-843-3269

CAN YOU KICK IT?
page 54
Dior Haute Couture jumpsuit, 
price upon request, available 
by special order 800-929-
DIOR, Nike sneakers, $130, 
nike .com, and David Webb 

ring, $38,500, 212-421-3030

page 56
Dolce & Gabbana Alta Moda  
blouse and skirt, both price  
upon request, both available 
for viewing only by private 
appointment, +39 02 
77888929, Nike sneakers,  
$210, nike .com, and Harry 
Winston earrings, price upon 
request, 800-988-4110

page 57
Gaultier Paris dress, price 
upon request, available 
by special order, 00 33 1 
72758365, David Webb ring 
(right hand), $38,500, 212-
421-3030, and Tiffany & Co. 
ring (left hand), $273,000, 
800-843-3269

page 58
Chanel Haute Couture dress 
and sneakers, both price  
upon request, available by 
special order, +01 44507000, 
and Chanel Fine Jewelry 
earrings, price upon request, 
800-550-0005

page 59
Giambattista Valli Haute 
Couture dress, price upon 
request, made to order at 
Bergdorf Goodman, Nike 
sneakers, $150, nike .com, and 
Dior Fine Jewelry ring, price 
upon request, 800-929-DIOR

page 60
Giorgio Armani Privé top and 
skirt, price upon request, 212-
988-9191, Nike sneakers, $150, 
nike .com, and David Webb 
ring, $69,500, 212-421-3030

page 61
Maison Martin Margiela 
Artisanal corset and veil, 
price upon request, 212-989-
7612, and Tiffany & Co. ring, 
$273,000, 800-843-3269

page 62
Valentino Haute Couture 
dress, price upon request, 
available by special order, 
Valentino Garavani sneakers, 
$795, 212-772-6969, Harry 
Winston necklace, price 
upon request, harrywinston 
.com, and Van Cleef & Arpels 

ring, price upon request, 
vancleefarpels .com

page 63
Atelier Versace romper, price 
upon request, 888-721-7219, 
Nike iD sneakers, $150, nike 
.com, Leviev necklace and 
ring, both price upon request, 
leviev .com, and Cartier 
bracelet, price upon request, 
cartier.us

EASY BREEZY 
page 78
Balenciaga sweater, $1,695, 
Neiman Marcus, Theyskens’ 
Theory skirt, price upon 
request, and Proenza Schouler 
flats (worn throughout), $850, 
212-420-7300

page 79
Ralph Lauren Collection  
coat, $5,595, and sweater, 
$1,295, both ralphlauren .com, 
Theory belt, price  
upon request, Altuzarra 
necklace, price upon request, 
available by special order,  
212-966-0638, and Repossi 
ring (worn throughout), price 
upon request, repossi .com

page 80
Max Mara sweater, $395,  
212-879-6100, Céline skirt, 
$1,600, The Webster Miami, 
and Altuzarra bracelet, price 
upon request, available by 
special order, 212-966-0638

page 81
Acne Studios top, $620, 
acnestudios .com, and 
Altuzarra skirt, $1,195,  
saks .com

page 82
Prada knit V-neck, $980, 
prada .com, Jil Sander sweater, 
$830, La Garconne, Burberry 
Prorsum skirt, $1,595, 
burberry .com, and Altuzarra 
necklace, price upon request, 
available by special order,  
212-966-0638

page 83
Hermès sweater, $1,475, 
Hermès stores nationwide, 
Theory dress, $755,  
Theory retail stores, and belt,  
price upon request
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Advertisement

ZEGNA.COM

ERMENEGILDO ZEGNA

Discover the ultimate in leather accessories
crafted with impeccable Italian design.
Smooth calfskin dress shoes with a reversible
belt are elegant Fall style essentials.

SAMAEYEWEARSHOP.COM

SAMA EYEWEAR

Modern yet classic, stylish yet understated,
luxurious Sama is the preferred
eyewear brand of Hollywood superstars
and international jet-setters.

Follow @WSJnoted or visit us at wsjnoted.com © 2014 DOW JONES & COMPANY, INC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 6AO1388

SLH.COM/KOBO

BE OUR GUEST

Join The Club of SLH to enjoy free upgrades
and you’ll receive a Kobo Aura eReader with
every 4-night booking this summer!

PHOTOSHANGHAI.ORG

INAUGURAL PHOTOGRAPHY FAIR

The first international ar t fair dedicated to
photography in China, Photo Shanghai is
delighted to welcome to world’s leading
photography galleries from 5-7 September
at the Shanghai Exhibition Centre.

GOHAWAII.COM

THE HAWAIIAN ISLANDS

Six Islands, infused with the spirit of
aloha. Live in the moment here for as
long as you like.

Waikīkī, O‘ahu

THEPOWEROFH.COM

LEXUS HYBRID DRIVE.

Take the proven way forward with the
latest Lexus hybrid models, now in their
6th generation of hybrid innovation.
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“on the far left of the table is a picture of my hus-
band, Carlo Ponti, and me. It’s very dear to me because 
it’s one of the first photos taken of us together at the 
beginning of our wonderful love story. In front of that 
is a picture of my son Edoardo, with me in the back-
ground, from the short film we just finished called 
Human Voice, inspired by a play by Jean Cocteau. Next 
to that is a picture of my other son, Carlo Jr., who is 
an orchestra conductor, with his first son, Vittorio. 
The photograph to the right is of me with my very 
good friend Gregory Peck, when he gave me an hon-
orary award at the 63rd Academy Awards in 1991. 

The far-right image was taken after I won the Oscar 
for best actress in 1961 for my performance in Two 
Women. Everybody came to the house in Rome, and 
we took this picture with Vittorio De Sica, the direc-
tor of the movie, whom I adored immensely. The two 
pictures at the top right are from when I used to play 
with Edoardo as a child. I liked very much to do little 
things with him, printing his hands and feet on the 
white paper and then framing them. The painting 
at the very top is by Leonor Fini, a surrealist artist 
whom I love who also did costume design for the cin-
ema. On the left, below, is a little sketch of a clown by 

Picasso—when I had Carlo Jr., a producer gave it to me 
as a gift. Beneath that are two pictures—of a fish and 
a train—that Edoardo made when he was a child. The 
painting of the bouquet of flowers at the center is also 
a Picasso—I love it because it’s so colorful. Under that 
is a little sketch that the French expressionist painter 
Bernard Buffet and I made together at the film festival 
in Cannes. It has both our signatures on it. The little 
stuffed animal was Edoardo’s first teddy bear. It’s the 
type of thing that means a lot to me because I am a 
mother and my children are my life. Without them, I 
would be nothing.” —As told to Lee Siegel

photography by h.r. rohrer

still life

Sophia Loren
The icon of Italian cinema shares a few of her favorite things.

SOME HAVE SIMPLE TASTES.
THEY ONLYWANT THE BEST.

LIVE THE LIFE.

Trump International Hotel & Tower New York

For reservations, call 855.878.6700 or visit TrumpHotelCollection.com.

NEW YORK | CENTRAL PARK + SOHO CHICAGO LAS VEGAS WAIKIKI TORONTO PANAMA

MIAMI | DORAL IRELAND | DOONBEG COMING SOON WASHINGTON D.C. VANCOUVER RIO DE JANEIRO



DRIVING ELECTRIC
VS

DRIVING LEXUS HYBRID DRIVE

1. Closely monitor 
charge status

2. Turn off A/C and radio 
to conserve power

3. Download app to locate 
charging stations

4. Get lost searching 
for charger

5. Experience surge 
in range anxiety

6. Finally fi nd charger

8. Repeat

7.   Plug in and wait 
four hours

Options shown. *Based on EPA-estimated mpg ratings of 43/40/42 city/highway/combined for 2014 CT 200h. ©2014 Lexus.

LEXUS HYBRID DRIVE is ready for whatever road lies ahead. That’s because our 6th-generation hybrid technology is rated to deliver
up to 42 MPG combined.* And because our technology can be used to optimize future power sources such as hydrogen or biofuel,
Lexus Hybrid Drive will be as ready for tomorrow as it is today.

CHOOSE RANGE ANXIETY. ORCHOOSE THE PROVENWAYFORWARD.

thepowerofh.com


