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ON THE COVER  Dasha Zhukova and Rem Koolhaas 
photographed by David Bailey. Zhukova wears Saint 
Laurent by Hedi Slimane wool gabardine jacket, pants  
and silk georgette shirt.

THIS PAGE  Photography by Christian MacDonald and 
styling by Vanessa Traina. Ralph Lauren Collection sweater, 
Edun tunic, skirt and belt and Céline heels. For details  
see Sources, page 106.
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Clockwise from top left: Charlotte Stockdale (wearing a Loewe shirt) at her and husband Marc Newson’s 
home in Ithaca, Greece, photographed by Magnus Marding; sculptures by designer Helmut Lang in his 
Long Island studio, photography courtesy of hl-art; a facade of the new Gorky Park home of Moscow’s 
Garage Museum of Contemporary Art, designed by Rem Koolhaas, photographed by Nicholas Alan Cope.

“I DON’T LIKE TO 
THROW THINGS 
AWAY, BUT I ALSO 
HAVE THE ABILITY 
TO END CHAPTERS 
OF MY LIFE.”
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A MONTH INTO THE NEW YEAR, we’re still 
diligently pursuing our resolutions—a little 
more exercise, a little less wine—and feel 
excited about the adventures and transfor-

mations that await us in 2015. Fittingly, much of our 
February issue highlights people and places engaged 
in redirection, revitalization and rebirth.

Few projects promise to be quite as ambitious as 
the one our cover subjects—architect Rem Koolhaas 
and art philanthropist Dasha Zhukova—have col-
laborated on: turning a decrepit Soviet-era restaurant 
into the new home of Moscow’s Garage Museum of 
Contemporary Art, in Gorky Park. As writer Tony 
Perrottet details, the two cultural powerhouses have 
joined forces to relocate the institution, the most 

forward-looking venue for contemporary art in the 
country, while also attempting to forge a bridge 
between Russia and the international art world.

Helmut Lang, the cult fashion designer who is still 
a touchstone despite his bowing out from the profes-
sion in 2005, isn’t the type to look back. We visit him 
at his Long Island estate, where, in his second act, he 
has dedicated himself to sculpture and is preparing to 
launch his fi rst major show this month at Manhattan’s 
Sperone Westwater Gallery. While he has traded 
fabric for paint and resin, traces of his former métier—
shredded clothing, folding chairs that refer to seating 
at fashion shows—can be found in his work, attesting 
to the continuity of his idiosyncratic vision. 

When in need of stimulation and rejuvenation, 

stylist Charlotte Stockdale and designer Marc 
Newson decamp for Ithaca, Greece, occupying a 
charming three-room cottage while building a larger 
house nearby. The property’s verdant gardens and 
picturesque seaside setting make plain why the 
power couple have made it their retreat. 

As 2015 gets underway, we hope this issue off ers a 
means of renewal for the year ahead. Sometimes the 
best tonic is any idea that inspires change. 

EDITOR ’S LET TER

ILLUSTRATION BY ALEJANDRO CARDENAS

STEPS AHEAD  Anubis and Bast, wearing Louis Vuitton and Akris, inspect the new home of Moscow’s Garage Museum of Contemporary Art. 

WORK IN PROGRESS

Kristina O’Neill  
k.oneill@wsj.com
Instagram: kristina_oneill
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WHEN DASHA MET REM  P. 62 
“It’s a trade secret,” says photographer David Bailey (left) about his technique for shooting this month’s cover, starring Russian-born  

art collector Dasha Zhukova (right) and Dutch architect Rem Koolhaas. Zhukova and Koolhaas have teamed up for Garage, her  
pioneering art museum in Moscow’s Gorky Park. For this story, fashion “took a back seat,” says stylist Cathy Kasterine, who assembled  
a “monochromatic rack” for Zhukova (she selected a structured black Saint Laurent by Hedi Slimane suit). Koolhaas required no styling;  

Kasterine says he arrived looking “perfect in all black.” Writer Tony Perrottet was given a personal tour of the unfinished museum—
photographed by Nicholas Alan Cope—and says it was a rare treat to be shown the project’s innovative design by Koolhaas himself. As the  

facility nears completion, Perrottet says, “Everyone was optimistic. It’s a fascinating opportunity for Muscovites.” —Sade Strehlke
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DR. FREDRIC
BRANDT

“The 20s are now a time 
of hyperindividualism. 
Emerging adults—the 
term I coined for the 
new life stage occurring 
between ages 18 to 29—
have a lot of time to  
make decisions about 
what work they want to 
do and what kind of 
partner they want to 
have by age 30. The 
downside is that young 
people are now required 
to have an awful lot of 
self-discipline and moti-
vation. It’s great to have 
all these possibilities, 
but that means you have 
to decide. Nobody’s going 
to tell you what to do 
anymore. There can be 
a depression that comes 
from that individualism, 
having to make these 
decisions by yourself. 
People are on their own 
more than at any other 
time of life. One thing 
that counters this is they 
get so much support 
from social media now, 
which they’re sometimes 
criticized for. But I think 
older folks miss that it’s 
a crucial form of support 
when you might not have 
anyone else in the room.” 

Arnett is a professor of  
psychology at Clark University.

“I started playing soccer 
at age 6 and played both 
outfield and goalie. Back 
then no one wanted to 
go on goalie—coaches 
would make deals with 
me so I’d do it. It’s a 
tough position as a kid. I 
would get so frustrated  
I would cry when the 
ball went in, and my 
mom would have to come 
behind the goal and tell 
me to stay. When you get 
to the highest level, you 
learn to compartmen-
talize, to move on—you 
do something good, 
you do something bad. 
But that’s heavy-duty 
thinking; it’s not kid 
stuff. There are very 
few young goalkeepers 
who play at the top level. 
Most goalkeepers figure 
it out as time goes on. 
You get more experience, 
you take fewer risks, you 
understand the nuances, 
you know the shoot-
ers. You become more 
calculating. Every old 
goalkeeper loses a step at 
some point, but you can 
gain that back through 
experience. Though at 
some point, of course, 
you gotta hang ’em up.”

TIM  
HOWARD

Howard was the goalie for the 
U.S. men’s soccer team in  
the 2010 and 2014 World Cups.

“The childlike part 
of being an actor is a 
wonderful thing. The act 
of pretending, dressing 
up like someone else 
in hair and makeup, 
replacing yourself—it’s 
make-believe. That tool 
needs to be honed and 
exercised for the rest of 
your life. It’s the quality 
that constitutes wonder, 
that helps you to realize 
‘yes’ is always a better 
answer, to go out and 
do things with bravery 
and fearlessness, and 
it creates more energy 
around you. We get older 
every day, but youth is a 
state of mind. That was 
the thing about Death 
Becomes Her—I thought 
it was an incredibly 
prophetic film. It asks, 
‘What would happen  
if we lived forever?’ And 
the reality is, it would 
be terrible! Finding love 
and getting older and 
sharing the stages of 
life as we move through 
them is probably the 
most important thing we 
can learn to do.”

GOLDIE
HAWN

Hawn is an actress and 
the founder of the Hawn 
Foundation.

Kalman is a writer and 
illustrator.

KENDALL 
JENNER

“For me, writing  
children’s books was  
the result of having  
children: the antics, the 
divine mayhem, the 
imagination, the won-
derful conversation all 
propelled me to want  
to make books and write. 
With children’s books, 
you can take chances and 
experiment and be silly. 
There is no expectation 
to be correct. To be  
able to be wrong is such 
an incredible gift and 
luxury. You’re not sup-
posed to be wrong when 
you’re an adult, doing 
adult work. There are 
things that need to be 
done and rules that need 
to be followed. But in 
children’s books, you can 
be stupid and smart and 
confused and overcon-
fident. I wander around 
and I show what the 
world looks like through 
my eyes. As my son told 
me today, I’m still a 
6-year-old. It’s amazing 
work, amazing fun—
when I’m not crying.”

Jenner is a model and the new 
face of Estée Lauder.

MAIRA 
KALMAN

“I feel like I grew up too 
fast a long time ago. 
Having older siblings, 
you grow up around 
adults, so you mature 
more quickly. I saw  
my sisters and parents 
working every day, 
so I was pretty much 
brought up to be a 
workaholic. But I just 
turned 19 a couple weeks 
ago, and I’m scared to  
be 20—it’s the first step 
out of being a teenager. 
My sister Khloé always 
says to me and my 
younger sister, Kylie: 
You have your whole life 
to be an adult but only 
so long to be a kid. And 
we get it. In the right 
situations, I try to be as 
immature as I can some-
times—react to things 
as if I were 12. You can’t 
take things too seriously. 
I just laugh thinking 
about my dad being a 
teenager, partying. It’s 
the funniest thing. And 
it makes me think— 
what am I going to be 
like when I’m 65?”

“In our offices we see 
over a hundred patients 
a day, and we understand 
where they’re coming 
from. You can’t take 
someone who is 80 and 
make them look 20, and 
most of my patients 
don’t ask for that. They 
want a continuity of 
youth rather than abrupt 
changes—to look like 
the best possible version 
of themselves. When 
you get older you don’t 
necessarily feel any 
different than when you 
were younger, but when 
you look in the mirror, it 
might not reflect that.  
So people want to 
maintain their youth in  
a natural way, in order to 
give themselves an extra 
boost of confidence. 
People accepted aging 
more when I was a 
kid—they used to think 
of it as inevitable, and 
now they don’t. There’s 
a psychological aspect 
to feeling youthful and 
good about yourself. 
Would you rather 
have Vogue or AARP 
magazine on your living 
room table?”

JEFFREY 
JENSEN 
ARNETT

Dr. Brandt is a dermatologist 
and the founder of Dr. Brandt 
Skincare.

SOAPBOX

THE COLUMNISTS
WSJ. asks six luminaries to weigh in on a single topic. This month: Youth.
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what’s news.THE WORLD OF CULTURE & ST YLE FEBRUARY 2015

BY SADE STREHLKE   
PHOTOGRAPHY BY THOMAS GIDDINGS

After an unexpected visit from 
Anthony Bourdain seven  

years ago, Jason Wang transformed  
his father’s mall court eatery  

in Flushing, Queens, into  
a citywide food phenomenon.

THE 
EMPERORS 

OF XI’AN

IN 2008, DAVID SHI, the chef at Xi’an Famous 
Foods in Queens, New York, called his son, Jason 
Wang, and said in Chinese, “There’s a tall, old 
white dude here with a film crew; do you know 

who he is?” He snapped a photo of the guest—stooped 
over a plate of lamb burgers seasoned with cumin and 
dressed with hot peppers and pickled jalapeños—
and sent it to Wang, then a student at Washington 
University in St. Louis. Wang didn’t recognize him, 
but after showing the photo to his suite mates, he 
learned his name: Anthony Bourdain.

Celebrity chef, best-selling author and then-host 
of Travel Channel’s No Reservations, Bourdain was 
at Xi’an Famous Foods to film part of an episode on 
New York City’s outer boroughs, and as the title sug-
gests, he had dropped by without warning. He wasn’t 
expecting much from the Chinese restaurant, but 
after sampling its surprisingly bold and spicy flavors, 
“It was love at first sight,” he says. When the episode 
aired a year later, Wang says he felt a tingle as he 
watched Bourdain biting into the burger and exclaim-
ing, “I’ve never had anything like this before!”

Even though Xi’an Famous Foods, in Flushing’s 
Golden Shopping Mall, was already a popular spot, 
Wang says, “It was encouraging to hear someone 
like Anthony praising our food.” Wang wasn’t 

TASTE ALLIANCE  
Wang (left) has 

signed on to bring 
Xi’an Famous Foods 

to Bourdain’s new 
open-market dining 

concept, slated to 
debut later this year.

>
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WHAT ’S NEWS

FAMOUS FOODS 
From top: Xi’an’s 

hand-pulled noodles; an 
array of the restaurant’s 

most popular dishes, 
including the lamb 

burger (far right) that 
Bourdain sampled when 
he first visited in 2008; 

the Upper East Side 
location, which opened 

in late 2014.

interested in the family business, though. As an 
immigrant, he was beelining for a white-collar ver-
sion of the American dream, and after graduating he 
accepted a position at Target’s corporate headquar-
ters in Minneapolis. He planned to rise through the 
ranks; his family expected the same. But Bourdain’s 
visit was always on his mind, and he soon realized 
that if Xi’an Famous Foods wanted to capitalize on 
the show, it would have to do so right away. He told 
his father, “If I don’t do something, people will forget 
about us.” That fall, he was back in Queens working 
the line in his father’s kitchen. 

Wang, who is now 26, has expanded Xi’an Famous 
Foods into a mini empire. This month, he opens its 
10th location, adjacent to the Empire State Building. 
The restaurant is the largest Xi’an to date, at almost 
2,000 square feet, and boasts two open kitchens, 
a second floor and a skylight. It joins five other 
Manhattan locations, two in Brooklyn, the original 
outpost in Queens, and Biang!, a more formal ver-
sion of the eatery, also in Queens. While Wang’s 
five-year plan includes additional expansions to 
other U.S. cities such as Boston and Philadelphia, 
and eventually to the West Coast, he is fiercely pro-
tective of his brand and the quality of his food. He 
regularly turns down offers from venture capital-
ists to franchise and expand more quickly. “He’s 
smart,” Bourdain says. “One bad move, and you 
can’t be trusted anymore.”

One afternoon this winter, sitting in the restau-
rant’s Upper East Side outpost, Wang and Bourdain 
chat about their weekend plans and the latter’s 
newfound affection for jujitsu. Bourdain has kept 
in touch with Wang as much as his busy schedule 
allows. He recommended Xi’an Famous Foods for 
a Chase Sapphire commercial and for an episode of 
ABC’s Nightline. “This might sound sappy, but you 
have no idea what you’ve done for us,” says the hyper 
and baby-faced Wang. “I’ve meant every word,” says 
Bourdain. “For me, it’s a win for the good guys.”

Bourdain, who became famous traveling around 
the world sampling exotic dishes like cobra hearts 
and bull testicles on his television shows, says of 
Xi’an, “It’s the kind of dining room I like, the kind of 
smells I like, the no-pretense, available-to-everyone, 
democratic dining experience I believe in.” As a 
native New Yorker, he says he was well acquainted 
with Chinese food, “but this was a whole new spec-
trum of flavors.”

Those flavors originate from Xi’an, the capital of 
Shaanxi province in northwest China, where Wang 
emigrated from when he was 8. Unlike most Chinese 
food Americans eat—typically from southern 

coastal regions—dishes from 
Xi’an, at the mouth of the Silk 
Road, are spiked with Middle 
Eastern flavors. David Shi, 
convinced that non-native 
palates wouldn’t go for his 
hometown cuisine, first fran-
chised a bubble-tea shop in 
2005. “It wasn’t too success-
ful,” says Wang, “so he tried 
different things to make some 
extra money, and started sell-
ing noodles and burgers on 
the side.” Soon, visitors from 
all over the city were forming 
long lines for his cold-skinned 
noodles, a dish that takes over 
two days to make, and Shi 
stopped selling tea. 

“It’s a rare and remarkable thing to recognize 
what’s great about your personal culture and project 
that forward,” says Bourdain. “Any great entrepre-
neur tells you what you want before you know you 
want it,” he adds, comparing Wang to chefs like 
David Chang and Mario Batali, who, respectively, 
brought ramen and ravioli stuffed with brains into 
the American food consciousness.

All of Xi’an’s dishes are $10 or under. Even with 
the low prices, the current midtown location at East 
45th Street grosses $1.4 million annually, and when 
visiting almost any location, you can expect a wait. 
Bourdain says Xi’an’s success is due partly to a shift 
in how Americans value food, placing authenticity 
and new tastes as high on their priority list as “fet-
tuccine with white truffles at a restaurant with an 
extremely difficult reservation policy.” He continues, 
“People value the experience and are willing to wait 
three hours for good noodles; Jason knows this.”

So does Bourdain. Even while shooting two tele-
vision shows per year—CNN’s Anthony Bourdain: 
Parts Unknown and The Taste, on ABC—he has been 
quietly courting Wang to be a featured vendor at 
a new dining experience he plans to bring to New 
York City this year. Named Bourdain Market, it will 
be based on the popular open-market hawker cen-
ters in Singapore, which carry a wide variety of 
inexpensive food in a communal dining hall. “Jason 
was pretty much the first person I thought of,” says 
Bourdain. “It will be fast and accessible foods, with 
hundreds of options. You can have roast goose; I can 
have beef rendang.” With that, a bowl of spicy lamb 
noodles emerges. Bourdain rubs his hands together. 
“Oh, this is going to be good.” 

“IT’S A RARE AND REMARKABLE 
THING TO RECOGNIZE WHAT’S GREAT 
ABOUT YOUR PERSONAL CULTURE 
AND PROJECT THAT FORWARD.”
–ANTHONY BOURDAIN
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WHAT ’S NEWS

ART TALK

RAISING GLASS
Aside from a few conceptual pioneers in the medium—Josiah 
McElheny, Jeff Zimmerman, Lynda Benglis—and some curious 
mainstream polymaths who found the right fabricators to mani-
fest their bold visions—Jeff  Koons, Kiki Smith, Roni Horn—artists 
working in glass have been associated mostly with kitschy craft .

That’s all changing. In the past few years, some of the 
buzziest work in galleries and at fairs has been rendered in the 
once-maligned medium. New York gallery R & Company now 
represents the Haas Brothers, Jeff  Zimmerman, David Wiseman 
and Thaddeus Wolfe, whose vessels, lighting elements and glass 

“paintings” span the spectrum from biomorphism to Brutalism, 
and rival the most avant-garde ceramics in audacity of form. Also 
in the city, Italian conceptualist Tristano di Robilant channeled 
Far East mountains by way of Venice at downtown hot spot 
The National Exemplar Gallery; Red Hook’s favorite son Dustin 
Yellin continues to expand his epic gathering of ice-block-
evoking Psychogeographies (collages made with paint or magazine 
clippings spaced between multiple plates of super-thick, high-
transparency glass) at the Richard Heller Gallery; and, aft er a 
scene-stealing display at the Museum of Arts and Design’s NYC 
Makers show last summer, Paula Hayes’s world of living terrariums 
takes over Madison Square Park in February. Jean-Luc Moulène’s 
multicolor knots were a hit on both sides of the pond, and further 
afi eld, Masuda Hiromi has installed frosted, mirrored and black-
ened designs everywhere from Venice to the temples of Java, 
Indonesia, as part of her ongoing Play the Glass series. 

“The trick of glass that people forget about is that it’s limitless,” 
says Zesty Meyers, principal at R & Company. Meyers should 
know: Long before he became a dealer in the medium, he and 
partner Evan Snyderman were making art by juggling, jumping 
rope and dancing with various molten forms as part of the 
collaborative B Team. “We see it as a solid, but it’s actually a 
liquid; there’s so much that can be done with it. We’ve only begun 
to scratch the surface.” —Michael Slenske 

Pack one of the season’s natty takes on 
the classic Panama hat for portable shade 

during warm-weather winter getaways.  
From left: Berluti felt and straw hat, $850, 212-439-6400; 

The Hilton by Tesi lightweight fedora, $200, jjhatcenter.com; 
Caruso Ranger straw hat, $520, 646-757-3041; Golden Goose 

Deluxe Brand straw hat, $230, goldengoosedeluxebrand.com; 
and Paul Smith Accessories Panama hat, $325, 

142 Greene Street, New York.

ACCESSORIES REPORT 

STRAW POLL

MOLTEN MOMENTS 
Above: Jean-Luc Moulène’s 
Blown Knot 632 (Borromean) Varia 
04 (2012). Right: Play the Glass 
“Con Tenerezza,” Masuda Hiromi’s 
2003 installation at the Church of 
St. Francesco in Venice. 

CROWNING 
ACHIEVEMENTS 
Above left : The Haas 
Brothers’ 2014 bronze 
Cerberus three-headed 
Zoidberg desk lamp with 
three handblown-glass 
shades. Above: Tristano 
di Robilant’s China 
Mountain (Small) (2013).  

CLEAR AND BRIGHT  
Above: Paula Hayes’s handblown 
Teardrop Terrarium T027 (2006) 
is fi lled with miniature living 
plants, moss and ferns. Right: 
Dustin Yellin’s Untitled (Mirror 
Disruption) 06 (2014).
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WHAT ’S NEWS

 Known for superior craft smanship and retro styling, bicycle 
manufacturer Electra is off ering sporty two-wheelers in seven 

colors that are dead ringers for those in the Spring 2015 Pantone 
Color Report—such a sporty way to coast into the new year.

RIDE THE RAINBOW

From top: Electra Loft  3i in Mango (matches Pantone 15-1247), $600; Electra 
Ticino 7d in Lemon Chiff on (matches Pantone 13-0720), $710; Electra Ticino 8d in 

Kiwi (matches Pantone 18-0538), $930; electrabike.com.

! AMAN TOKYO, JAPAN
Aman Resorts are known for their exotic locales, discreet luxury and 
privacy (see George Clooney’s wedding at the Aman in Venice). With 
the unveiling of its 27th property, the 27-year-old brand can boast about 
indulgence on a superlative scale: the largest hotel spa (nearly 27,000 
square feet),   pool and starting-size guest rooms in Tokyo. amanresorts.com

! CLUB MED FINOLHU VILLAS, MALDIVES
Going toe-to-toe with the big guns of high-end travel—Shangri-La, Four 
Seasons, One&Only—hardly seems like the purview of all-inclusive Club 
Med. But by opening its newest property in the Maldives on January 31, it’s 
doing just that. Finolhu features 52 beach- or lagoon-facing villas, each 
with its own butler and breakfast on the private terrace. clubmed.com 

! MANDAPA, A RITZ-CARLTON RESERVE, INDONESIA
Opening later this year near Ubud, Bali—known as the Island of the 
Gods—Mandapa is nestled among lush green rice paddies along the Ayung 
River. Visitors can either hole up in the spa or explore the nearby Sacred 
Monkey Forest sanctuary, which contains Pura Dalem Agung, an ancient 
Hindu temple built in the mid-14th century. ritzcarlton.com

! AVANI PEMBA BEACH HOTEL & SPA, MOZAMBIQUE 
The fi rst African property from Avani Hotels & Resorts overlooks the 
Indian Ocean, near the Quirimbas archipelago and Niassa Reserve in 
Mozambique. With 185 guest rooms and suites, the hotel is a perfect base 
for exploring wildlife, both terrestrial (lions, zebras, wildebeests) and 
marine, with unspoiled coral reefs just outside your door. avanihotels.com

WORTH THE TRIP

THE ISLES HAVE IT
Truly top-notch hotels already feel like islands unto themselves—
so it’s no wonder that some of the most anticipated openings of 
the year are quite literally on islands, from Bali to Mozambique. 
Prepare to get pampered, whether it’s attaining urban zen 
at the biggest hotel spa in Tokyo (above), communing with the 
divine at a tropical rainforest temple or rethinking everything 
you thought you knew about Club Med (yes, you heard that 
right). Below, four exciting new escapes around the globe where 
you can fall off  the map. —Brekke Fletcher

MY BLUE OVEN 
The latest line of chro-
matic, country-chic ranges 
from kitchen authority 
Viking is manufactured in 
Scandicci, Italy, and 
comes in a variety of sizes 
and colors, such as the 
midnight blue at left . From 
$14,000; vikingrange.com 
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MILAN 
FOR MEN

1. Fragrance and candle maker Acqua di Parma, 
acquadiparma.com. 2. Brioni, brioni.com. 
3. Stefano Ricci, stefanoricci.com. 4. Caruso, 
carusomenswear.com. 5. Zilli, zilli.com. 
6. Tincati, tincatimilano.it. 7. Shoemaker Barrett, 
barrett.it. 8. Luciano Barbera, lucianobarbera.com. 
9. Uman, umanconcept.com. 10. Kiton, kiton.it, 
and Silvano Lattanzi, silvanolattanzi.com. 
11. Tailor De Luca Sartoria, delucasartoria.it. 
12. Shirtmaker Barba Napoli, barbanapoli.com. 

Grammy Award–winning mezzo-
soprano Joyce DiDonato, 45, returns  

to New York this winter to sing at 
Carnegie Hall and to star in Rossini’s 
La Donna del Lago for its premiere at 
the Metropolitan Opera. Earlier this 

season, she toured the world, released 
a new album and sang the national 

anthem for her home team, the Kansas 
City Royals, before Game 7 of the 2014 

World Series. Here’s how this down-
home diva measures up. 
—Stephen Raskauskas

FACTS AND STATS 

HIGH NOTES 

45
13

31
43

5

1

COUTURE GOWNS
Vivienne Westwood has created 
exclusive styles for DiDonato, 
including two “transformer dresses” 
that contain multiple looks.

ROLES
The number of characters 

the drama queen 
has portrayed onstage.

BROKEN LEG
Her most serious onstage injury. Aft er 

taking a tumble during Rossini’s 
The Barber of Seville at London’s Covent 

Garden in 2009 , she fi nished the 
remaining fi ve shows in a wheelchair.

SECONDS
The time of her fastest 
costume change. She went 
from a Grecian woman’s 
toga to a men’s suit  in the 
wings just off stage.

 CITIES
On her fi rst European audition tour, 
she heard only one “yes” in 16 days.

RECORDINGS
From CDs to DVDs 
to Live in HD, 
DiDonato is a diva for 
the digital age, using 
new technology and 
social media to reach 
broad audiences.

On a tiny, quiet thoroughfare 
near Milan’s luxury mecca 
Via Montenapoleone,  Italian 
tailors and menswear houses 
are establishing the answer to 
London’s Savile Row. Via Gesù —
all 850 feet of it—is becoming 
crowded with boutiques from 
luxury menswear brands 
including Brioni, Caruso, Stefano 
Ricci, Kiton, Uman and Zilli. 
They are joining established 
emporiums such as master 
cobblers, traditional tailors and a
Versace showroom, as well as a 
Four Seasons hotel and a food 
shop and restaurant, Il Salumaio, 
specializing in porcine delicacies. 

“Via Gesù has been a gentlemen’s 
destination for decades,” 
says Umberto Angeloni, chief 
executive of Caruso and a central 
fi gure in the redevelopment 
of the block. Alongside these 
contemporary brands are 
Milanese made-to-measure 
experts including Mariano 
Rubinacci and Luciano Barbera. 
The few that don’t specialize 
in men’s-only merchandise will 
adapt: Legendary Milanese 
jewelry shop Mimí, for example, 
is introducing cuff  links, while 
perfumer Acqua di Parma has 
opened a barbershop. 

—Manuela Mesco

WSJ. MAGA ZINE
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WHAT ’S NEWS

Cocktail Courier, a New York 
City delivery company, 

aims to pull back the curtain 
on craft  concoctions and 

show that a Ph.D. in mixology 
isn’t required to make great 

drinks. “We wanted to bring 
the experience of the golden 
age of cocktails to the home 
and demystify the process,” 
says Curt Goldman, who 
co-founded the business 

with his brothers, Scott and 
Ryan. Choose from an online 

selection of top bartender-
designed tipples, then await 

a package with the necessary 
premeasured ingredients for 

4 to 6 servings. “All you 
have to do is shake or stir,” 
says Goldman. From $30; 

cocktailcourier.com

LIBATIONS 

BOXED BOOZE

THE 
GALLIANO-

L ACED 
MIDNIGHT 

MANHAT TAN

TREND REPORT

TIED UP IN KNOTS
Designers of all stripes are paying homage to rope’s multifunctional 
appeal. French clothier Isabel Marant showcased braided belts for her 
spring/summer 2015 collection, while Spanish brand Loewe used rope 
for decorative detailing. Lindsey Adelman and Stefan Diez have given 
the material new context in lighting, and Patricia Urquiola opted for 
hand-braided nautical versions to create two chairs and a footstool 
that just hit stores. “You can do extraordinary things with it,” 
says fashion designer Michael Schmidt, who works with live-
stock rope to create dramatic installations. “The art of tying 
knots is a highly skilled form of craft smanship handed down 
from generation to generation.” —Alicia Kirby

STRING THEORY
Clockwise from above: Michael Schmidt’s 
installation at the Ace Hotel in Los Angeles; 
Lindsey Adelman’s Knotty Bubbles 
Chandelier B with rope sourced from marine 
supply stores; Aurélie Bidermann gold-
plated Miki bracelet; rope-inspired looks 
at Isabel Marant and at Christopher 
Kane; Patricia Urquiola’s hand-braided 
Maia Rope chair for furniture brand Kettal.

co-founded the business 
with his brothers, Scott and 

TIED UP IN KNOTS
Designers of all stripes are paying homage to rope’s multifunctional 
appeal. French clothier Isabel Marant showcased braided belts for her 
spring/summer 2015 collection, while Spanish brand Loewe used rope 
for decorative detailing. Lindsey Adelman and Stefan Diez have given 
the material new context in lighting, and Patricia Urquiola opted for 
hand-braided nautical versions to create two chairs and a footstool 

STEAKHOUSE RULES
“When my father expanded Smith & Wollensky, he went to Miami,”
says New York–based restaurateur Michael Stillman. This 
month, he follows family tradition, opening an outpost of his own 
upscale steakhouse, Quality Meats, in a former hotel in South 
Beach. Designed by AvroKO, the space plays up its Art Deco 
heritage, but from the point of view of classic butchery: What was 
once the hotel’s check-in counter is now a butcher’s case, complete 
with prime cuts to go. 1501 Collins Avenue. —Howie Kahn

STEAKHOUSE RULES
“When my father expanded Smith & Wollensky, he went to Miami,”
says New York–based restaurateur Michael Stillman. This 



36 WSJ. MAGA ZINE

C
L

O
C

K
W

IS
E

 F
R

O
M

 T
O

P
 L

E
F

T
: 

H
A

M
IS

H
 N

IV
E

N
 P

H
O

T
O

G
R

A
P

H
Y

; 
PA

U
L

IT
A

 Z
A

PA
T

A
 (

2)
; 

R
IA

A
N

 W
E

ST
; 

M
IC

K
Y

 H
O

Y
L

E
 (

2)
; 

T
H

E
O

R
P

H
A

N
A

G
E

.C
O

.Z
A

; 
M

IC
K

Y
 H

O
Y

L
E

 (
P

R
O

D
U

C
T

IO
N

: 
SU

M
IE

N
 B

R
IN

K
) 

WHAT ’S NEWS

 Sarah Ord Interiors
A vivid red front hints at what lies within: a riot 
of bold colors and prints splashed across décor 

maven Sarah Ord’s couches, lampshades and 
dishware. Also look for The Stack, a boutique hotel 

she’s gearing up to open nearby.
215 Bree Street, +27-21-422-3218

Protea Hotel Fire & Ice
Once one of the city’s quirkier hotels (think coffi  n-
themed smoking room), Fire & Ice is fresh from a 

minimalist makeover. What hasn’t changed: 
the menu at the milkshake bar, which has a cult 

following for its Lindt and Chili Chocolate drinks. 
New Church Street (off  Bree), +27-21-488-2555

Klûk CGDT
South African design duo Christiaan Gabriël 
Du Toit and Malcolm Klûk—famous for having 
dressed Charlize Theron—unveiled their new 

fl agship at the end of Cape Town Fashion Week last 
July. Browse their signature frothy frocks, 

vibrant patterned slacks and couture wedding 
gowns—all spread over three sumptuous fl oors.

43–45 Bree Street, +27-83-377-7780

Bocca
The owner of South Africa’s top Italian restaurant, 
Burrata, opened this cut-your-own-pizza joint in 

October. Look for a bright blue and red wood-fi red 
oven sourced from a third-generation oven maker

in Naples and a meticulously curated wine list.
128 Bree Street, +27-21-422-0188

Chefs Warehouse & Canteen 
The narrow communal tables at chef-owner Liam 
Tomlin’s tiny dining room in Heritage Square—a 

regular haunt for restaurant-industry insiders—are 
perfect for sharing small plates such as spicy pork
and fennel meatballs. A subterranean space next 

door serves tandoori chicken wraps with raita and 
other Asian-inspired street food. 
92 Bree Street, +27-21-422-0128

Orphanage Cocktail Emporium
Here you’ll fi nd a sepia-tinted window to a bygone 
era, from the oil lamps to the old-world artisanal 

drinks, such as the Brimstone & Fire and Victorian 
Margarita, with orange liqueur and citrus salt.

227 Bree Street, +27-21-424-2004

BY SARAH KHAN

TOP BLOCK

BREE STREET, CAPE TOWN
It can sometimes seem as though there’s scaff olding coming down every week on storefronts along Bree 

Street, unveiling buzzy new businesses behind spruced-up Victorian-era facades. This once-quiet stretch 
is suddenly South Africa’s hippest address, courtesy of a host of stylish restaurants and boutiques. 

TURQUOISE 
GL A ZED 

TERRA-COT TA 
PASTA BOWL
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february 2015fashion & design forecast

BARN COLLECTION 
An oversize cardigan  
is the perfect pairing  

for a delicate dress.  
Max Mara wool angora  

coat, Prada linen  
dress and briefs and 

Céline lambskin heels  
(worn throughout).

The first rays of sun bring out  
layers of airy, intricate knits that  
are as pretty as spring flowers.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY CHRISTIAN MACDONALD 
STYLING BY VANESSA TRAINA

Warming Trend
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TIME TO REFLECT   
Take a fresh look at 
basic black or white 

ensembles with 
intriguing textures. 

Céline black silk and 
polyamide dress. 

Opposite: Dior 
embroidered knit top, 

Balenciaga silk 3-D 
pencil skirt and 

 Giorgio Armani skirt 
(worn underneath). 
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SWEATER GIRL 
Drape matching layers 
for chic comfort. Stella 
McCartney ribbed 
twisting long-sleeved 
sweater, sleeveless  
top and skirt.

MARKET REPORT
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ROCK CHICK   
An oversize polo gives 

 a knee-length skirt 
 just the right attitude. 

 Proenza Schouler 
 cotton crochet top 

 and viscose and metal 
 crochet dress.
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A FINE BALANCE   
Glimpse modernity  
in the sheerness of 

this classic hemline. 
Burberry London 

cardigan and Calvin 
Klein Collection 

 T-shirt dress, opaque 
skirt and belt.
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COLD COMFORT 
  Choose a slouchy dress 

that’s ready for a ramble. 
Céline viscose dress.

Model, Jamie Bochert  
at The Lions; hair, 

Tamara McNaughton; 
makeup, Mariel Barrera. 

For details see Sources, 
page 106.  

MARKET REPORT
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the exchange.

IN DIRECTOR J.C. CHANDOR’S latest film, A Most 
Violent Year, protagonist Abel Morales (played 
by Oscar Isaac) counsels new employees at his 
oil heating business to stare at a potential cus-
tomer in uncomfortable silence in order to close 

the deal. It’s advice that Chandor, 41—a newcomer to 
Hollywood who has rapidly become one of its most crit-
ically acclaimed indie auteurs—seems unable to follow 
himself. Garrulous and charismatic, he’s an extrovert 
whose films, ironically, are models of restraint and 
canny, perceptive studies of human behavior. 

His debut release, 2011’s Margin Call, traced the 
panicked machinations of an investment firm strug-
gling to extract itself from a dawning global financial 
crisis, largely confining the characters—played by a 

star-studded ensemble cast including Kevin Spacey, 
Demi Moore and Jeremy Irons—to a Manhattan sky-
scraper over the course of 30 hours. His follow-up, 
2013’s All Is Lost, featured a similarly circumscribed 
conceit: In a near-wordless performance, Robert 
Redford plays the movie’s sole character, an unnamed 
sailor attempting to survive alone at sea after his 
yacht is crippled by a storm. This winter’s A Most 
Violent Year is Chandor’s most expansive film yet, pit-
ting Morales, an entrepreneur, and his wife (played 
by Jessica Chastain) against a crime-riddled, corrupt, 
but gorgeously shot ’80s-era New York City.

Lauded for his way with words (he was nominated 
for an Oscar for Margin Call’s screenplay), Chandor 
actually struggled with dyslexia as a child. He would 

memorize blocks of text he had to read aloud in class 
ahead of time, a habit that shaped his method as a 
writer. His scripts, which he typically commits to 
paper in a matter of days or weeks, flow out of him 
more or less fully formed, following years of internal 
mental development. After a decade of toiling in com-
mercial film work, Chandor is determined not to waste 
a minute. In the course of a 12-hour rainy day in New 
York City, splitting his time between promoting A 
Most Violent Year and starting production on his next 
film, Deepwater Horizon, a play-by-play reenactment 
of the BP oil spill, he never loses the bounce in his step. 
“I was sitting around for 15 years waiting for this 
opportunity,” he says, as he’s driven across town in an 
SUV. He points at his head. “I’m pregnant up here.” >

With a slate of well-received movies, including his recent A Most Violent Year,  
the filmmaker is seizing the opportunity to create ever more ambitious projects. 

TRACKED

J.C. CHANDOR

february 2015leading the conversation

POWER BREAKFAST  
Chandor with his son, 
Miles, drinking juice 
at their home in Pound 
Ridge, NY.

BY CHRISTOPHER ROSS   PHOTOGRAPHY BY SUSANNA HOWE
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20
pounds 

Weight gained by Chandor during the 
stressful filming of All Is Lost.

300
hats 

made for A Most Violent Year, bearing  
the insignia of the movie’s fictional  

company, Standard Heating Oil.  
Chandor wears one throughout the day.

10.5
acres 

Lot size of his home in Pound Ridge, NY, 
which includes a large fish pond that a  
roving band of otters has raided twice.

$100 million
Estimated budget for Deepwater Horizon.  

His first film, Margin Call, cost $3.4 million. •

81
pages 

Length of the original script for  
Margin Call, which Chandor wrote  
in four days. “Almost none of the  

dialogue changed,” he says.

35 
Years Chandor’s father spent working  

at Merrill Lynch, an experience  
he has drawn upon for his scripts.

35
Number of days, out of the past 50,  

he has spent on airplanes.

13 
Age of Chandor’s dog, Ella.  

“She’s the Dorian Gray of dogs,” he says.  
“She just keeps looking younger.”

1
golf glove 

in the trunk of Chandor’s car. 
 “I’m a closeted WASP,” he says.

8:06 a.m.
School drop-off
Ferries the kids—Miles, 
4, and Frances, 9—with 
the help of his wife, 
Cameron Goodyear.

11:10 a.m.
Recording 
studio 
Taping with producers 
Anna Gerb and Neal 
Dodson, to provide 
commentary for  
the special features  
on the DVD of  
A Most Violent Year.

3:02 p.m.
Lunch
Ramen from Noodle Bar, 
with assistant Quinn  
Meyers, who started as  
an intern on Margin Call. 

6:10 p.m.
Reviews

multiple cuts of the trailer for A Most Violent 
Year at the offices of A24, the film’s distributor. 

2:40 p.m.
Examines

a model of the Deepwater 
Horizon rig at his office  

at Harbor Picture Company, 
in Manhattan. 

TRACKEDTHE E XCHANGE

1:54 p.m.
Doctor’s visit  

The checkup is an 
insurance requirement 

for his upcoming film, 
Deepwater Horizon. 
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HUDDLED AROUND a metal banquet table in 
a Brooklyn photo studio, fashion designer 
Alexander Wang is experiencing a little 
separation anxiety. As he waits for looks 

to be shot for his pre-fall collection, a small but 
seductive grouping of furniture is en route from 
Europe: Wang has designed a trio of pieces with the 
Italian label Poltrona Frau, and it has all the mark-
ings of a cult hit. 

“Over the last 10 years, furniture is where my inter-
est has really evolved,” says the 30-year-old designer, 
wearing wire-rim glasses, his silken cascade of hair 
caught up in a bun. “When I started working in fash-
ion, I always had an idea of an environment in my head, 
but how to actualize it, and what the references meant, 
that’s new.” Since collaborating on the design of his 
flagship store and New York City apartment with his 
good friend Ryan Korban, an interior decorator, Wang 
has developed a liking for exotic finishes and the fur-
niture of Karl Springer and Milo Baughman, among 
others. The pieces he’s designed for Poltrona Frau—set 
to launch in stores in February—include a brass-footed 
beanbag chair in inky black shearling, a second version 
in leather and a companion bar cabinet, wrapped in 
squares of jet-black shagreen, that opens to reveal jag-
ged brass shelves. Almost two years in the making, the 
offerings are totems of Wang’s louche interpretation 
of luxury and his streetwise attitude: The chair’s base 
has nine sides, for instance, rather than a symmetrical 
eight, and the bar swivels on luggage-style wheels. 

Poltrona’s invitation came along around the time 
Wang added the role of creative director at Balenciaga 
to his responsibilities at his eponymous fashion and 
accessories brand. (“We sent a message in a bottle 
to Alexander, I would say, and it started with that,” 
explains managing director Piero Valentini.) The 
development process has been circuitous—four 
Balenciaga collections have come and gone in the 
meantime—but the designer has remained invested at 
every step.  

“For me, design always has to stem from a place of 
integrity—and a genuine interest in something that I 
would want for myself or would be excited by,” he says. 
“But at the same time, I like to reappropriate things so 
there’s a sense of irony. How do we take it from what 
we know to something that feels more extreme—very 
extreme, sometimes?”

Fashion brands have long fueled growth at 
Poltrona Frau, the 101-year-old manufacturer whose 
legacy of innovation and craftsmanship in leather 
is well known. It produces Bottega Veneta furniture 
and has outfitted showrooms and offices for Prada, 
Hermès and Burberry. Even so, Wang’s proposal 
must have raised eyebrows—the beanbag chair is 
associated more with rec rooms than high fash-
ion, after all. “It’s banal, an everyday item,” the San 
Francisco native says of the enveloping, bloblike 
form he knew as a kid. “We always had them in the 
TV room. But I like to recontextualize what is banal, 
what is luxurious. To make it with Poltrona, that just 
completely changes it. And yet at the end of the day, 
it’s still a beanbag chair.” He leans back, lost for a 
minute somewhere in the idea. “I love that.” 
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Alexander Wang transforms his fascination with 
furniture into a debut collection.
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HUDDLED AROUND a metal banquet table in 
a Brooklyn photo studio, fashion designer 
Alexander Wang is experiencing a little 
separation anxiety. As he waits for looks 

to be shot for his pre-fall collection, a small but 
seductive grouping of furniture is en route from 
Europe: Wang has designed a trio of pieces with the 
Italian label Poltrona Frau, and it has all the mark-
ings of a cult hit. 

“Over the last 10 years, furniture is where my inter-
est has really evolved,” says the 30-year-old designer, 
wearing wire-rim glasses, his silken cascade of hair 
caught up in a bun. “When I started working in fash-
ion, I always had an idea of an environment in my head, 
but how to actualize it, and what the references meant, 
that’s new.” Since collaborating on the design of his 
flagship store and New York City apartment with his 
good friend Ryan Korban, an interior decorator, Wang 
has developed a liking for exotic finishes and the fur-
niture of Karl Springer and Milo Baughman, among 
others. The pieces he’s designed for Poltrona Frau—set 
to launch in stores in February—include a brass-footed 
beanbag chair in inky black shearling, a second version 
in leather and a companion bar cabinet, wrapped in 
squares of jet-black shagreen, that opens to reveal jag-
ged brass shelves. Almost two years in the making, the 
offerings are totems of Wang’s louche interpretation 
of luxury and his streetwise attitude: The chair’s base 
has nine sides, for instance, rather than a symmetrical 
eight, and the bar swivels on luggage-style wheels. 

Poltrona’s invitation came along around the time 
Wang added the role of creative director at Balenciaga 
to his responsibilities at his eponymous fashion and 
accessories brand. (“We sent a message in a bottle 
to Alexander, I would say, and it started with that,” 
explains managing director Piero Valentini.) The 
development process has been circuitous—four 
Balenciaga collections have come and gone in the 
meantime—but the designer has remained invested at 
every step.  

“For me, design always has to stem from a place of 
integrity—and a genuine interest in something that I 
would want for myself or would be excited by,” he says. 
“But at the same time, I like to reappropriate things so 
there’s a sense of irony. How do we take it from what 
we know to something that feels more extreme—very 
extreme, sometimes?”

Fashion brands have long fueled growth at 
Poltrona Frau, the 101-year-old manufacturer whose 
legacy of innovation and craftsmanship in leather 
is well known. It produces Bottega Veneta furniture 
and has outfitted showrooms and offices for Prada, 
Hermès and Burberry. Even so, Wang’s proposal 
must have raised eyebrows—the beanbag chair is 
associated more with rec rooms than high fash-
ion, after all. “It’s banal, an everyday item,” the San 
Francisco native says of the enveloping, bloblike 
form he knew as a kid. “We always had them in the 
TV room. But I like to recontextualize what is banal, 
what is luxurious. To make it with Poltrona, that just 
completely changes it. And yet at the end of the day, 
it’s still a beanbag chair.” He leans back, lost for a 
minute somewhere in the idea. “I love that.” •
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FASHIONABLE 
FURNISHINGS   
Wang in his downtown 
New York studio, with  
the leather beanbag chair 
($8,800) and shagreen 
bar cabinet ($18,500) 
he created for Poltrona 
Frau, 212-777-7592.
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Alexander Wang transforms his fascination with 
furniture into a debut collection.
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IN THE SOUTHERN REACHES of Mumbai, the 
Kala Ghoda district’s cobbled lanes are fringed 
by a motley architectural spectrum: the 
Indo-Saracenic Prince of Wales Museum, the 

neoclassical Army and Navy Building, the powder-
blue Victorian Keneseth Eliyahoo Synagogue. “It’s 
almost like a museum of architecture,” says Rahul 
Mehrotra, chair of the department of urban plan-
ning and design at Harvard, who helped delineate 
the city’s conservation zones in 1994. 

So when India’s government announced in 
September that it had sweeping visions of recast-
ing the historic precinct in the mold of New York’s 
Times Square—awash with behemoth electronic 
billboards, costumed characters and glowing steps, 
all of it continuously streamed online—Mehrotra 
almost mistook the proposition for political bom-
bast. But the plans were quite serious. “It’s a bad 
idea,” he says. “Actually, it’s almost ridiculous. It 
reflects a complete misunderstanding of the nature 
of an arts district in Mumbai.”

Until the late ’80s, Kala Ghoda was known mostly 
for its colleges and libraries. Today, in a city that 
largely lacks pedestrian-friendly neighborhoods and 
arts-focused public infrastructure, it’s becoming a 
cultural nerve center—and a growing global tourism 
destination. 

Much of that imaginative energy flows from one 
event on the city’s social calendar: Every February, 
thousands of Mumbaikars converge for the Kala 
Ghoda Arts Festival, when the crescent-shaped sliver 
of land wedged between the Prince of Wales Museum 
(now renamed Chhatrapati Shivaji Maharaj Vastu 
Sangrahalaya) and the Bombay Stock Exchange 
hosts a brimming roster of plays, art exhibitions and 
concerts. This year, the program runs from February 
7 to 15. You can attend events such as a cooking dem-
onstration on Parsi cuisine or a lecture by author 
William Dalrymple in a lush garden backed by the 
ornate facade of Elphinstone College. The event has 
been a citywide attraction for 16 years, and Brinda 
Miller has been heading the festival committee for 
six of them. “We started the festival to create aware-
ness,” says Miller, standing on the terrace of the 
committee headquarters, “and Kala Ghoda is now 
known as an arts area.”

While in years past the quiet pocket came alive 
only for the festival, today it buzzes year-round, 
thanks to a wave of new restaurants, boutiques and 
galleries that feel both entirely international yet 
uniquely Indian. “It’s become good real estate to be 
in this area,” says Miller. 

The name Kala Ghoda, or “black horse” in Hindi, 
derives from a statue of King Edward VII that once 
presided over a plaza. South Bombay was the heart 
of the colonial city, and its elegant buildings are a 
legacy of the British Raj (as is the name Bombay, 
which was officially changed to Mumbai two decades 
ago—though locals prefer to ignore that fact). Still, 
until recently, wealthy Mumbaikars and the hot 
spots that cater to them had been migrating farther 
and farther north, to converted mills in Lower Parel 
and Worli and the Bollywood-star-studded suburbs 
of Bandra and Juhu. South Bombay became the 

EAST MEETS WEST  One of a fresh crop of Kala Ghoda dining spots, The Pantry is meant to evoke a Parisian cafe,  
with its bright, airy décor and a menu that includes roast chicken and flourless chocolate cake. 
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The Kala Ghoda district is fast becoming a global 
destination for its public arts festival, blue-chip galleries and 

boutiques—and its resistance to reckless development.  
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ON MUMBAI TIME  Clockwise 
from left: The serene interior 
of restaurant Nico Bombay; 
Radhika Menon, a sales clerk 
at clothing boutique Ensemble, 
wearing a dress by Manish 
Malhotra; paintings at Gallery 7. 

PASSAGE TO INDIA   
Right: Kala Ghoda is a nexus 

of architectural influences, 
such as the European-style 

The Pantry. Below: A waiter 
serving tea on the back patio 

of the small but welcoming 
Kala Ghoda Café. 

domain of businesses and tourists, and Kala Ghoda 
a bastion of academic institutions.

That’s changed with Kala Ghoda’s evolution 
into Mumbai’s artistic core. The colossal Jehangir 
Art Gallery, a neighborhood fixture since 1952, has 
served as a model for dozens of smaller galleries 
that have recently opened. Gallery 7 moved from 
upscale Cuffe Parade, and behind its hulking black 
door on Rampart Row, whitewashed walls explode 
with colorful contemporary canvases by Indian 
masters such as Tyeb Mehta and M.F. Husain. The 
four-story Delhi Art Gallery, which opened in late 
2013 as the Mumbai satellite of a venerable 20-year-
old institution in New Delhi, represents blue-chip 
artists such as Krishen Khanna, Rabindranath 
Tagore and Akbar Padamsee.

The anchor of the Kala Ghoda dining scene is 
Trishna, a local seafood joint with a cult follow-
ing for its delicate pepper-crusted Hyderabadi 
rawas fish, deep-fried prawn koliwada, sweet-and-
spicy chile squid and garlic-butter crab that’s best 
sopped up with naan (if you’re up for it, the waiter 
will bring out wriggling live crabs for you to select 
from). But a spate of younger eateries now vies for 
its stature, like the tiny Kala Ghoda Café—a main-
stay for creative types brainstorming over coffee 
and chile-cheese toast—or the Parisian-inspired 
The Pantry. The Nutcracker, a retro-chic 26-seat 
diner serving an all-day breakfast menu, opened 
last November; pocket-size La Folie Patisserie sells 
sculptural pastries and a rainbow of macarons; and 
jazzy Nico Bombay, in a 120-year-old building near 
the stock exchange, boasts a mouthwatering fettuc-
cine daubed in a roast chicken jus.

When Tina Tahiliani Parikh began working at her 
family’s clothing boutique Ensemble in 1992, Kala 
Ghoda’s cluttered by-lanes teemed with machine 
showrooms. “This was the most unfashionable area 
of the time—the Meatpacking District without the 
hides of meat,” she says. These days, Ensemble, 
with its racks of gem-encrusted saris, lehengas and 
churidaars by Manish Malhotra, Anand Kabra and 
Parikh’s own brother, Tarun Tahiliani, is consid-
ered one of the city’s most fashionable addresses.

One afternoon last year, a bride had flown in 
from Kenya for the final fitting of her shimmering 
Anamika Khanna wedding lehenga. “Please open a 
store in Nairobi,” she entreated Parikh, “I’ve flown 
to Mumbai four times in the last few months just to 
shop here.”

“Kala Ghoda was always a cool neighborhood, but 
now people are finally seeing its potential,” Parikh 
says. “It’s gaining critical mass.”

Fashion designers make up an important part 
of that critical mass. Noorie Sadarangani opened 
her furniture and clothing atelier, Obataimu, in 
November 2013; a few months later, designer Masaba 
Gupta—whose quirky prints and bold colors have 
made her label a top red-carpet choice for many a 
Bollywood star—launched a joint store with jewelry 
line Valliyan by Nitya Arora next door. Online tai-
lored-shirt purveyors Bombay Shirt Company went 
brick-and-mortar last July, and trendy designer 
Gaurav Gupta unveiled a flagship last October.

At the Japanese-
inspired Obataimu, 
Sadarangani experi-
ments with everything 
from sumptuously soft 
cloud-cotton shirts and 
sculptural hand-quilted 
tops to Art Deco chairs. 
There’s also a tailoring 
school in the back, and 
each month the whole 
space converts into a 
cultural salon where 
Sadarangani hosts 
lectures and musical 
events. “The space was 
built to transform in a 
few different ways, like 
a Rubik’s Cube,” she 
says. “The idea was also to build a cultural platform 
for the neighborhood.”

Brinda Miller and other community leaders say 
they learned about the government’s development 
plans, launched by the Ministry of Tourism, only 
from the newspapers. But rather than capitulate to 
what they consider misguided ideas about capital-
izing on the area’s newfound energy, they’ve instead 
mobilized to voice their concerns. “It’s a Heritage 
Site; how can you put neon signs on an old building?” 
asks Miller. “If a neon sign goes up, people will physi-
cally bring it down.”

So far, their efforts seem to be paying off—the gov-
ernment now says it’s reconsidering its initial Times 
Square–inspired plans. “That’s not going to hap-
pen,” says Valsa Nair-Singh, the managing director 
of the state-level Maharashtra Tourism Development 
Corporation (she hadn’t yet taken on her role when 
the plans were first released). “We will be keep-
ing the heritage precinct intact.” Instead, she says, 
resources will be put toward promoting Kala Ghoda 
as a global tourism destination. “We want to make it 
a very happening place,” says Nair-Singh. 

Miller hopes the funds will go toward ren-
dering Kala Ghoda even more pedestrian 
friendly—“definitely more of a European square 
or British square than an American-style Times 
Square,” she says. While the area is more easily 
navigated on foot than are other parts of the noto-
riously gridlocked city, it’s hardly immune from 
heavy traffic. Walkable areas are increasingly rare 
in Mumbai. As thousands of Indians migrate to the 
financial center of the country each year searching 
for employment—33 percent of India’s income tax 
is generated here—the city’s population has surged 
to more than 12 million, resulting in a density that 
hovers above 70,000 people per square mile, with 
one out of every three residents living in a slum. 

Even if it never receives government funding, 
Kala Ghoda is already providing a model for what 
an arts-driven Mumbai neighborhood might look 
like. “It’s exciting because there’s a new wave of 
people coming in,” Sadarangani says. “It’s a fresh 
way of thinking in Bombay, and we’re hoping that 
it catches on.”
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THIS WAY UP  A staircase inside the Brezhnev-era 
building in Moscow’s Gorky Park that will be reborn in 

June as the Garage Museum of Contemporary Art.

FLIGHTS OF 
FANCY



I
T’S A RADIANT DAY in Moscow, and two of 
the city’s most creative collaborators, Dutch 
architect Rem Koolhaas and Russian-born 
art impresario Dasha Zhukova, have donned 
white construction helmets as they stride 
excitedly through Gorky Park, the 300-acre 

riverside expanse that was, until recently, a symbol 
of Russia’s urban blight. Created in the 1920s as a 
Soviet recreational paradise, the once-verdant park 
fell into decay after the collapse of the U.S.S.R. in 
1991, its barren fields scattered with broken carni-
val rides and roamed by drug dealers. The $2 billion 
renovation, which began in 2011, has transformed 
Gorky Park overnight into an Oz-like retreat, amid 
Moscow’s economic tumult, that would not seem 
out of place in Seattle or Barcelona. We pass mani-
cured lawns adorned with flower gardens; chic cafes 
serving gyoza and wood-fired pizza; and yoga and 
capoeira classes by the Moscow River. There are 
jogging trails and a state-of-the-art bicycle-sharing 
program. Wi-Fi is available in every leafy nook.

For the past two years, the most exciting attrac-
tion in this cosmopolitan Arcadia has been cultural: 
the Garage Museum of Contemporary Art, Zhukova’s 
ambitious attempt to connect Moscow to the interna-
tional art world. Garage was named for its original 
home in a more remote area of the city, an avant-garde 
bus depot from the 1920s designed by the revered 
constructivist architect Konstantin Melnikov. 

Founded in 2008, it introduced Russians to global 
art stars such as Marina Abramović, John Baldessari 
and James Turrell—a radical notion in a country that 
had been cut off from Western artistic influences for 
decades. “Garage was the first space truly dedicated 
to contemporary art,” says Sandra Nedvetskaia, the 
director of the Cosmoscow art fair, held in Moscow 
last September. “Those early shows were unprec-
edented for Russia. Garage paved the way.” 

For the moment, Garage is housed in a tempo-
rary site in Gorky Park, a stunning prefabricated 
pavilion designed by Japanese Pritzker prize winner 
Shigeru Ban, incorporating 20-foot-high columns 
made from recycled cardboard to create a circular, 
light-filled temple of art. My meeting with Koolhaas 
and Zhukova coincides with an exhibition, titled 
The New International, that examines contempo-
rary art in the post-glasnost era. A copper shard of 
Vietnamese-Danish artist Danh Vō’s We the People, 
a reproduction of the Statue of Liberty in life-size 
pieces, sits near the work of Russian provocateur 
Alexander Brener, who spray-painted a dollar sign on 
a Kazimir Malevich painting in Amsterdam in 1997.

Koolhaas and Zhukova are leading the way toward 
the heart of the futuristic park, where our goal is an 
unmistakable landmark of the Communist past—a 
Soviet relic called Vremena Goda. The name means 
“seasons of the year,” and it opened in 1968 as a model 
restaurant for the working masses. Trapped in Gorky 

Park’s spiral of decay, it shuttered in the early 1990s 
and is now a graffiti-covered ruin. From a distance, it 
looks like a two-story concrete bunker, but this struc-
ture will be reborn in June as the new Garage.  

Trailed by an entourage of young Russian art 
experts on the Garage team, we gingerly step 
over debris to enter the time-battered shell of the 
Brezhnev-era building. I’m immediately struck by 
its soaring ceilings and wraparound windows, which 
allow sunshine to stream in. The centerpiece is a 
crumbling mosaic, a kitsch-heroic Soviet image of 
autumn personified as a wild-haired woman, the last 
of the seasonal images to survive. Instead of eras-
ing the building’s scars, Koolhaas has kept them as a 
central part of his design. “The building is basically a 
found object,” he says, pointing with approval at the 
battered pillars and gaping holes. “We are embracing 
it as it is.” 

“Rem likes to challenge the white-cube tradition 
of Western museums,” Zhukova adds. “The raw brick 
and broken tiles will be a more stimulating backdrop 
for art.” 

As we wander the ruin, my two guides could hardly 
seem more different: Koolhaas, the 70-year-old Dutch 
design legend, towering and slim, lopes along in an 
austere gray coat, exuding the brooding, gnomic air 
of a Dostoevsky character; Zhukova, a 33-year-old 
Russian-born, California-raised philanthropist, has 
a dazzling white smile that brings to mind a young 

BY TONY PERROTTET     
PORTRAITS BY DAVID BAILEY   

MUSEUM PHOTOGRAPHY BY NICHOLAS ALAN COPE

When Dasha Met Rem
After crossing paths five years ago on a tour of Moscow’s Gorky Park,  

Dasha Zhukova and Rem Koolhaas joined forces  
to turn a Soviet-era ruin into a palace of contemporary art.



OPEN PLAN  
Right: A model of a key 

aspect of Koolhaas’s 
design, which ensheathes 

a former Soviet-era 
restaurant in plastic: an 
enormous sliding panel 

that can reveal large 
commissioned works. 
Below: The interior’s 

generous proportions. 

GARAGE MAHAL   
Below: The museum’s 

education center, in 
Gorky Park. Right:  

The Koolhaas-designed 
structure, still under 
construction, opens  

in June.    

LOVE AMONG  
THE RUINS   
Above: The graffiti  
on the original structure 
will be left intact as a 
backdrop for art, defying 
the white-cube model  
of exhibition spaces. 
Left: Garage’s temporary 
home in Gorky Park,  
a pavilion designed  
by architect Shigeru Ban, 
will soon be dismantled.  
Opposite page: Members 
of the restoration team 
at work. 
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“WITHOUT RUSSIA, I WOULD NEVER  
HAVE BECOME AN ARCHITECT.”

—REM KOOLHAAS

LIGHT FANTASTIC  
A scale model of Koolhaas’s design for Garage.  
The polycarbonate exterior is translucent, allowing  
light to filter in or out, and hovers six feet above  
the ground, encouraging a sense of openness and  
connection to the museum’s surroundings. 
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Audrey Hepburn. She’s casually glamorous in a ver-
milion cashmere top, sleek pants and sneakers, having 
kicked off her high heels with a relieved laugh after a 
press conference. But the unlikely pair share a vision. 

As Putin is embarking on a Cold War rerun, bar-
ricading Russia from the world and passing clumsy 
censorship laws, and as the country has been rocked 
by a currency crisis, Garage has been attempting to 
forge ever-closer links to the global art scene. And, as 
the design for Vremena Goda shows, it’s doing so in 
a way that embraces Russia’s turbulent past. “Soviet 
architecture has one quality that is not generally rec-
ognized: its generous proportions,” says Koolhaas, 
dismissing the recent fashion for reviling and demol-
ishing any relic of the Communist era. “We maintain 
that original aesthetic.”

The intact structure will be encased in a double 
layer of polycarbonate plastic, a translucent box 
that hovers six feet above ground. This exoskeleton 
will allow light to filter in during the day and project 
outwardly after dark. “The existing structure will be 
wrapped in a new layer, giving it a modern depth,” 
Koolhaas explains. Even the mosaic is being main-
tained in its damaged state by a conservator from 
Florence. In addition, one enormous wall of the new 
structure will slide open to reveal an atrium for large 
commissioned artworks. There will be a roof terrace, 
cafe, screening room, bookstore and outdoor sculp-
ture—all the trappings familiar to museum-goers 
from Sydney to Shanghai, but lavish indulgences in 
Russia, where unimaginative, poorly lit institutions, 
with glowering babushkas guarding every room, 
remain the norm.

The Rotterdam-based Koolhaas had visited the 
U.S.S.R. many times in the late 1960s, inspired by 
its literature, art and architecture, especially that 
of the constructivist Ivan Leonidov, about whom he 
was writing a book. Indeed, he tells me, “Without 
Russia, I would never have 
become an architect.” This 
youthful romance was revived 
in 2009, when he helped 
found the Strelka Institute 
for Media, Architecture and 
Design “to change the cul-
tural and physical landscapes 
of Russian cities.” Located on 
an island a few hundred yards 
up the Moscow River, Strelka 
was contracted to oversee the 
initial stages of the regenera-
tion of Gorky Park, an effort 
largely financed by Zhukova’s 
husband—the London-based 
Russian billionaire Roman 
Abramovich (the couple met in 2005 and were mar-
ried a few years later; they have two children). 
Together, Zhukova and Abramovich have assembled 
an impressive art collection that includes works by 
Lucian Freud and Francis Bacon.

And so Koolhaas and Zhukova found themselves in 
2010 on an inspection tour of the then-dismal park, 
passing the poetic husk of the abandoned Vremena 
Goda, once a model for the Communist good life. At 
the time, Zhukova was looking for a new home for 
Garage, and Gorky Park was an obvious locale. “We 

knew our presence would make a real difference 
here,” she says. Koolhaas, meanwhile, found many 
elements of the building appealing, starting with its 
modest scale. The floor space will be 58,000 square 
feet, a fraction of, say, a typical Frank Gehry con-
struction—Gehry’s design for the new Guggenheim 
Abu Dhabi encompasses 450,000 square feet.

“I have long been worried about the increasing 
size of art museums,” Koolhaas says. “At one point 
I calculated that our firm was competing for muse-
ums that would cover 34 football fields in area. It 
was a form of madness—a binge of overexpansion.” 
He recalls his own childhood in Holland, where com-
pact art museums staged exhibitions that influenced 
him enormously. “To me there is no direct relation-
ship between the size of a museum and what you can 
do.” We gazed up at a spray-painted wall. “At the 
same time, I became interested in architectural pres-
ervation as an antidote to the exhibitionism of new 
museums. Here, we are not restoring the building. 
We are preserving its decay.”

W
ITH ITS CREATIVE interplay 
between Russia’s past and a 
global future, the new Garage 
is the latest sign of surging 
energy in Moscow’s art scene. 
“Garage is a hugely important 

institution,” says Marina Loshak, the new director of 
the Pushkin Museum who is currently overseeing its 
$700 million renovation. “It is transforming the way 
Russian people are exposed to art.” 

“Garage has raised the bar for Russian museums 
and galleries,” agrees curator Evgeny Antufiev, who 
also directs Garage’s grant system for young artists. 
“Gallery owners now realize the global language of 
contemporary art. When we put on a show, we have 
to ask: How would Garage do this? We have to do as 

good or better!”
The enthusiasm is matched 

by foreign artists: California-
based John Baldessari met 
Zhukova in Zurich and leapt 
at the invitation to have a one-
man exhibition at Garage in 
2013. “I never thought in a mil-
lion years that I would show 
in Russia,” he says, laugh-
ing. “Most American artists 
show in Paris, Rome, London. 
I was the envy of all my artist 
friends.” He found the expe-
rience fascinating, as he met 
local artists and a receptive 
audience. “Dasha was com-

pletely charming,” he adds. “She has no attitude and is 
very dedicated and open.”

After our hard-hat tour, I join Zhukova for potent 
Italian macchiato and Russian sweets known as 
“chocolate potatoes,” as she explains how her own 
cross-cultural past prepared her to move between 
Russia and the West. She was born in Moscow, where 
her molecular biologist mother and oil magnate 
father divorced when she was 3. In 1989, she moved 
to Houston and had a bout of culture shock. “I didn’t 
know a word of English,” she recalls. “I remember 

seeing Froot Loops for the first time. I couldn’t 
believe that I got to eat colored circles of sugar for 
breakfast!” Her interest in contemporary art began 
when she moved to London, where she studied 
homeopathic medicine and launched her own bou-
tique fashion label. By 2006 she had started dating 
Abramovich, and as the two traveled widely to gal-
leries, auctions and biennales, she found her passion 
for art increasing, despite a lack of formal training. 
Her debut in London’s art scene came two years later 
when she co-sponsored the Serpentine Gallery’s 
summer party in Hyde Park, one of the city’s most 
anticipated and highest-profile events. 

By then, she had been traveling back to Moscow 
for four years, exploring the spirit of the transformed 
city. “I tried to find out the pulse of the people,” she 
says. “I found young Russians very knowledgeable 
about global culture, talking easily about art in 
Berlin, film in New York. It was a new type of global 
Russia, using the Internet and with a deep thirst for 
knowledge. Garage has become an outlet for that 
youthful energy.”

Today, Garage does feel like a laboratory of 
Russian youth: Everyone working there appears 
to have just stepped out of college. “The average 
age of the team is 28,” Zhukova says. “We are very 
modern. We want to focus on the generation that is 
shaping Russia’s future.” Even the director, Anton 
Belov, was only 26 when he was hired in 2010. “Of 
course, I was working in the field, curating, organiz-
ing, editing, doing all the sorts of stuff they wanted 
inside Garage,” says Belov. “But at my age, becom-
ing director was still a huge step.” The visitors are 
overwhelmingly fresh-faced too. At a Koolhaas 
lecture later that night, a line of twentysomething 
hipsters snaked across Gorky Park. Although a U.N.-
style simultaneous translation service was provided, 
everyone spoke perfect English. “Our core audience 
is 18-to-35-year-olds,” Zhukova says. “As a friend of 
mine observed, I’ve almost aged out!”

So it almost comes as a surprise to learn that the 
heart of the museum is a historical archive—the 
world’s largest repository of Russian art from the 
1970s to the chaotic 1990s, when the demise of the 
U.S.S.R. gave way to economic crisis and a sense of 
social collapse. “This is our secret room,” jokes archi-
vist Sasha Obukhova, as she pushes open a doorway 
to reveal cardboard boxes overflowing with video-
tapes of performance art pieces. Many were recorded 
by Obukhova herself more than 20 years ago, when 
she realized that the era’s hidden creativity was in 
danger of being forgotten.

“Our contemporary art is rooted in the tradition of 
underground art,” explains Obukhova, a soft-spoken 
woman in her mid-40s. “In the Soviet era, there were 
no official exhibits. When freedom came in 1991, the 
situation didn’t improve. There was no financial sup-
port for artists, no market, no galleries, no press. And 
yet, there was so much activity!” Artists would stage 
pop-up exhibits in their homes, happenings occurred 
in abandoned warehouses, art essays circulated in 
single-typed copies. “Because it was all so ephem-
eral, it urgently needed to be documented.” She began 
recording events, and eventually collected thousands 
of photographs, press releases, invitations and post-
ers. With no museum interested in the material, she 

“DASHA HAS 
ALWAYS BEEN 

FOCUSED ON ART 
AND MUSEUMS  

AS A WAY TO THINK 
ABOUT LARGER 

ISSUES OF 
COMMUNITY AND 

CITY BUILDING.”
—MICHAEL GOVAN



stored everything in boxes at her parents’ apartment, 
filling an entire room. She was about to abandon the 
cache when Garage director Belov arrived in 2012 and 
suggested it be conserved in Gorky Park. 

Garage’s research department is now housed 
in a gleaming white building, where a half dozen 
curators are busily cataloging piles of material. As 
we nose around, Obukhova pulls out a few objets at 
random: a poetry collection, The School of Airplane 
Stewardesses, from a one-man publishing house 
called, she translates, “A Bird You Cannot F— 
Enough”; videos of artists infiltrating peak-hour 
crowds on the busy Moscow streets, then raising 
banners so it looked like they were staging a mass 
protest; frayed, blurry photos of art gallery recep-
tions, the men wild-eyed, with flowing beards, the 
girls blond and winsome in flowing dresses, looking 
like Allen Ginsberg groupies. Obukhova’s archaeo-
logical task is hardly complete. To give context to 
the archive, she now tracks down and interviews the 
artists. She often surprises them with her depth of 
detail. “They tell me that I’m like a psychoanalyst, 
because I help them remember.” 

T
HE HISTORICAL IMAGES were certainly 
news to me. I last visited Moscow at 
the nadir of its recent fortunes, in 
1994, when Boris Yeltsin was flail-
ing at the helm of the new Russian 
Federation and the idea of an art 

scene was all but impossible for an outsider to imag-
ine, let alone access. Moscow was still enveloped in 
glum austerity—there were very few restaurants, 
and those that were open seemed to serve no actual 
meals. Exploring the city was a challenge. When I 
asked taxi drivers about a fare, they would demand 
$20 cash, no matter how short the distance. When I 
demurred, they shouted, “F— you!” and sped off. 

On my recent trip to visit Garage, I entered a 
different world. This time, I checked into the Ritz-
Carlton, whose gilded lobby was crowded with rich 
Chinese businessmen; up on the roof deck, overlook-
ing Red Square, revelers on white sofas were gorging 
on sashimi. At one point, I followed crowds into the 
24-hour Café Pushkin, where waiters were dressed 
like 18th-century footmen and oligarchs’ girlfriends, 
drunk on Beluga vodka, were throwing their high 
heels at each other across the table.

Moscow’s wealth is also spilling into the art 
world, as the super rich—at least those untouched 
by the country’s crippled oil industry or the ruble’s 
volatility—are gradually deciding that art may 
be more satisfying to acquire than another mega-
yacht. Last September, the Cosmoscow art fair set 
up shop in the Manege (a cavernous former rid-
ing academy built after the Napoleonic Wars) with 
enormous success. A new wave of private galleries 
is giving young artists a platform for the first time. 
“There are so many incredibly talented artists in 
Russia, but there has been no opportunity for them 
to be presented in the United States or Europe,” 
explains Madina Gogova, a 28-year-old who with 
her twin, Mariana, opened Artwin Gallery in 2012. 
“They are celebrities here but unknown abroad.” 

“I like to compare Moscow today to New 
York in the Gatsby era,” says the fair’s director, 

Sandra Nedvetskaia, an intense, slender woman 
in a designer sheath dress who left her position 
at Christie’s in Zurich to throw herself into the 
Russian art scene. “The rich are deciding how they 
should spend their money. And the parties cer-
tainly match up!” Although plunging oil prices have 
brought turbulence to Russia’s economy, I could 
see what she meant: We were shouting over music 
at the Cosmoscow opening reception in a place 
called Door 19, a luxurious penthouse loft adorned 
with works by Damien Hirst and Jonathan Meese. 
Supermodel Natalia Vodianova was cutting up the 
dance floor—her Naked Heart Foundation had just 
held an art auction, raising money to help Russian 
children with disabilities. 

When Zhukova founded Garage, at the age of 27, 
she seemed to come out of nowhere. The British 
press snarkily referred to her as “Abramovich’s girl-
friend,” painting her as a dilettante and Garage as 
a vanity project. These days, few question her com-
mitment to the arts. Apart from Garage, she has 
started an art magazine (also called Garage), helped 
fund the online auction site Artsy and supported a 
$400 million renovation of a romantic “art island” 
called New Holland in St. Petersburg. (Still, she is 
pursued by her celebrity. At the press conference 
announcing the new Garage in Moscow, a Russian 
journalist asked her which American socialites she 
had met at Fashion Week in New York. “We are here 
to talk about art,” Zhukova said politely.) Apart 
from the archive, Garage has made forays in almost 
every sphere of visual art, creating Russia’s only 
system of grants for young artists and opening a 
15,000-volume research library. 

“Dasha has always been focused on art and 
museums as a way to think about larger issues of com-
munity and city building,” says Michael Govan, the 
director of the Los Angeles County Museum of Art, 
where Zhukova has sat on the 
board since 2009. “Ever since I 
met her in her early 20s, she has 
had a passion for contempo-
rary art and genuinely feels it 
can improve society. For many 
people, it is a link to the broader 
world and the creative spirit.”

The move to Gorky Park was 
a direct attempt to involve a 
skeptical Moscow public. “At 
the old Garage, there would 
sometimes be more work-
ers than visitors,” says Belov. 
“Now Garage is thronged all day.” Apart from con-
ferences and debates, a program where the public 
was invited to ask curators questions lured 30,000 
visitors. There was even a Bring Your Grandmother 
to the Garage Day. “Being here has its positives and 
negatives,” says Zhukova. “People come in who don’t 
like contemporary art, or don’t know anything about 
it. We have to adjust the way we communicate.”

“We have made Garage into a real institu-
tion, not a toy,” boasts Belov, adding that funding 
will be less and less dependent on Zhukova and 
Abramovich. “Dasha and Roman wanted it to be 
more self-sustaining.” Corporate sponsorship, indi-
vidual donations, foundation grants, store sales and 

entry fees now cover 30 percent of the museum’s 
operating costs, with the aim of 50 percent in five 
years. “Garage started out as a family project,” says 
Zhukova. “It has a different scale now, as a public 
institution that is privately funded.” The models, 
she says, are U.S. institutions such as the Whitney, 
Frick and Guggenheim rather than government-
funded European museums. “It took Mrs. Whitney 
25 years before her museum went public,” points out 
Garage’s chief curator Kate Fowle. “Garage is doing 
it right away.” And she notes that, despite early 
criticism, Zhukova is self-effacing in comparison to 
philanthropists who still like their names immor-
talized. “The museum is called Garage,” adds Fowle, 
“not The Zhukova.”

Not everyone is convinced that Garage is a har-
binger of a new artistic florescence within Russia. “A 
few people in Moscow are prepared to consider mod-
ern art,” says Daria Palatkina, a correspondent for 
the Art Newspaper Russia, which launched in 2012. 
“But in Russia generally, most people have never 
even heard of Malevich’s Black Square,” she says, 
referring to the radically abstract painting that elec-
trified Europe’s avant-garde in 1915 and remains the 
most famous modern Russian artwork. She worries 
that Garage’s attempt to lure the public is swimming 
against the current of Putin’s backward-looking 
regime, which could lead to an exodus of young art-
ists. “Our government is very traditionalist. It turns 
to icons and the church. And as Russia isolates itself, 
it will be even harder for the people of Garage to do 
all the beautiful things they want to do.”

Tensions over Ukraine have begun to reverberate 
in the art world, with museum officials facing hesi-
tation from foreign lenders. “Culture is like a bridge 
that can connect things,” says Belov. “But if we 
can’t arrange art loans, we will have problems. Now 
it’s OK, but I hope things will not get worse in the 

future.” When the museum 
opens in June, the main solo 
exhibition will be by Rirkrit 
Tiravanija; a Louise Bourgeois 
retrospective follows later 
in the year. For Zhukova, the 
future is rich with potential, 
with Russia still a wild fron-
tier for contemporary art: 
“I want Garage to be where 
people, art and ideas meet to 
create history.”

On my last afternoon, 
Belov leads me back through 

Gorky Park to visit Garage’s next phase, an enor-
mous structure known as the Hexagon. Built as 
the Machine Pavilion for the long-forgotten Soviet 
exposition of 1923, the building includes six vast 
wings connected together in a star. Right now, it’s 
just a ghostly skeleton with pigeons fluttering in the 
rafters—six gutted cathedrals dedicated to Russia’s 
tortured past. Belov explains that it will open after 
extensive restoration, at some period in the future. 

“Every day, new things are happening in Moscow,” 
Belov muses. “I think within a decade, it could be as 
important an art center as New York or London.  

“But this is Russia. You never know what will hap-
pen tomorrow.” 
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“REM LIKES TO 
CHALLENGE  

THE WHITE-CUBE 
TRADITION  

OF WESTERN 
MUSEUMS.”

–DASHA ZHUKOVA
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BY CELIA ELLENBERG
PHOTOGRAPHY BY MAGNUS MARDING

Creative power couple  
Charlotte Stockdale and Marc Newson  

seek solitude—and  
inspiration—in Ithaca, Greece.   

   Little 
           House  

on the 
      Ionian 

ISLAND OASIS   
Stockdale and Newson, 

sitting on Josef Frank 
Svenskt Tenn rattan 

garden furniture, at their 
home in Ithaca. She 

wears a Loewe cotton 
shirt, Barneys New York.  

For details see  
Sources, page 106.
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W
HEN THE BRITISH-BORN stylist 
Charlotte Stockdale married 
Australian product designer 
Marc Newson in 2008, they 
already had a shared geo-
graphical history in the Ionian 

Islands. “We used to drive there,” Stockdale says 
of their courtship, which involved several trips 
to the archipelago off the west coast of mainland 
Greece. The route started in London, where they 
are based, and went to the French port city of 
Calais, where they’d stay overnight before driving 
through France, over the Alps and down into Italy, 
and eventually to the ferry in Venice. Finally, they’d 
dock on the island of Corfu, where Stockdale spent 
every Easter and summer as a child at her family’s 
hilltop house, surrounded by olive groves and night-
blooming jasmine. 

Newson also had a family connection to the rugged 
islands of the Ionian. His grandfather emigrated to 
Australia from Ithaca, the fabled home of Odysseus. 
Early in their marriage, Newson took Stockdale 
there to see a pristine piece of land he’d first spotted 
15 years prior. “It was really love at first sight,” says 
Newson. “I saw the plot from the sea and decided I 
must have it. But it was not on the market—in fact, no 
one even knew who owned it.” He befriended a local 
who helped him purchase the property. A year later, 
Newson, who has designed everything from fur-
niture, lighting and fashion to kitchen appliances, 
jetpacks and the occasional private airplane, began 
work on a small stone cottage that Stockdale affec-
tionately refers to as “the little house.”

It was supposed to be a temporary fix, some-
thing to keep their growing family contained while 
Newson started construction on “the big house,” 
as he calls it—a cliff-side behemoth that, when it’s 
completed sometime this year, will be situated 
down a windy walkway of recently terraced land. 
But the modest three-room abode has been the 
family’s home on Ithaca for five years and count-
ing. “I’m sure we’ll have endless nostalgia when we 
move,” Stockdale says, peering out at the newly dug 
foundation of the big house one mid-October morn-
ing, the mist slowly lifting off the mountains of the 
neighboring island of Kefalonia.

It’s the end of the summer high season, and 
Stockdale is sipping coffee on a lush portico dotted 
with fresh herbs and climbing flowers. It’s warm 
enough for the 44-year-old to be comfortable in a 
bathrobe, her recently shorn hair still damp from 
a shower. Stockdale is indulging in a fall ritual 
with her daughters, Imogen, 7, and Lucienne, 3. 
“Mentally, we’re able to cut off here,” she says of 
the family’s travels to Ithaca each year. “Last year, 
we spent three straight days planting the most 

extraordinary amount of bushes and trees,” she 
says, flipping on her iPhone to find “before” pictures 
of the once dusty landscape.

Newson and Stockdale work hard for their vaca-
tions. Between her creative consultancy at the 
Italian fashion house Fendi, her regular styling gigs 
and her two other titles—style editor at fragrance 
brand Jo Malone London and fashion director at the 
biannual art/fashion glossy Garage—Stockdale has 
her hands full. Newson, who settled in the U.K. in 
1997, is equally busy: On top of the revolving cast of 
boldfaced collaborations he fields out of his London 
studio, such as the backpack he recently designed 
for Louis Vuitton’s buzzy Monogram series or the 
at-home “kegerator” he just debuted with Heineken 
and Krups, the 51-year-old recently joined Jony Ive’s 
creative team as Apple’s designer of special prod-
ucts. Only weeks before, he and Ive hosted a preview 
of the highly anticipated Apple watch at Parisian 
retail mecca Colette, with Vogue editor in chief 
Anna Wintour and Chanel creative director Karl 
Lagerfeld in attendance. 

In Ithaca, though, they have distinctly different 
roles: gardener, landscape designer, frozen-pizza-
lunch preparer. It’s also where the duo’s individual 
tastes collide. While Stockdale insists that she 
doesn’t have Newson’s knack for design, their Ithaca 
home bears the imprint of both of their signature 
aesthetics.

Marc “is more rooted in historical, artisanal 
craftsmanship that is then translated in some 
‘Beam me up, Scotty’ way,” says Vanity Fair fashion 
director Jessica Diehl, a close friend of the Stockdale-
Newsons who visited three years ago and again this 
past summer. “Charlotte, on the other hand, is what 
I would describe as an elegant, cozy, globe-trotting 
explorer rooted in English country style.” (Stockdale 
was raised in a Georgian house in Cambridgeshire 
and in her family’s 18th-century country estate 
in Hampshire.) French fashion designer Roland 
Mouret, who first visited two years ago, describes it 
as “When quirky meets pure lines.” 

Take, for example, the smooth edges of the 
Carrara marble kitchen countertop that sits between 
an icy, cornflower-blue refrigerator and a similarly 
colored range top—a part of Newson’s home collec-
tion for the Italian appliance company Smeg. Then 
there’s lived-in appeal courtesy of brightly colored 
Coco-Mat couch cushions and a smattering of dark 
wood details that balance out the bright white 
plaster walls. “They’re woven grass pods from Sri 
Lanka—or Thailand,” says Stockdale of the delicate 
strands of organic brown beads that dangle from the 
house’s entryway. She found them on Etsy; Newson 
helped her string them together. 

“The house is the perfect little jewel,” continues 

“IT WAS REALLY 
LOVE AT FIRST 
SIGHT. I SAW  
THE PLOT FROM 
THE SEA AND 
DECIDED I MUST 
HAVE IT.”  

–MARC NEWSON
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DESIGN ODYSSEY   
Clockwise from right: 
The living room features 
Coco-Mat couch  
cushions and objects 
sourced on road trips; 
the kitchen, with 
Carrara marble counters 
and appliances from 
Newson’s collaboration 
with Smeg; the patio 
table set for lunch; 
the property’s loosely 
landscaped gardens.

PLEDGE GREEK  From left: Stockdale’s much-used 
outdoor wood-fired stove; a view of the nearby island of 
Kefalonia at sunrise; Newson’s short-haired pet pooch, Zoe, 
plays with a neighbor’s dog outside his daughters’ room.
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LIFE’S A BEACH   
Newson camped on 
this white stone beach 
during a sailing trip  
15 years ago, when he 
first caught a glimpse  
of the Ithacan property 
he would later buy.
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Italian designers Roberto Cavalli, Domenico Dolce 
and Stefano Gabbana; Madonna; and Simon and 
Yasmin Le Bon among them—descend upon its sun-
drenched shores. But serenity is a primary draw for 
the Stockdale-Newsons. 

“Ithaca has retained the beautiful, elegant, 
simple aspects of Greek life that I’ve seen disap-
pear elsewhere,” says Stockdale. “It reminds me of 
Corfu when I was young.” Her father, Sir Thomas 
Stockdale—the baronet, barrister and clas-
sics scholar—bought property on Corfu in 1974, 
before the summer tourism industry had arrived 
on its shores. “There was no one there at all,” says 
Stockdale, who recalls running barefoot through 
her mother’s garden at twilight, crushing wild oreg-
ano beneath her feet. “There was no tarmac to our 
house. Everybody was on donkeys.”  

Inside the Stockdale-Newsons’ house, a bowl of 
freshly picked olives—a small portion of the recent 
harvest—sits on the dining room table waiting to go 
to the village press. It’s a considered but cozy detail, 
of which there are many: A peek into their daughters’ 
bedroom reveals one of Newson’s blue, modular Bunky 
bunk beds for the Italian furniture brand Magis, made 
homey by a collection of well-loved stuffed animals. 
The bed frame’s cerulean hue runs as a constant 
theme throughout the house—on shutters, in the old 
taverna chairs’ cushions, in the place mats on the 
outdoor dining table, which was given a waterproof 
finish to protect it from impromptu children’s art 
projects. “The blue and white just happened,” says 
Stockdale, explaining that the color scheme is not a 
reference to Greece’s national colors. 

A slightly darker version of the same hue coats 
the heavy glass bottle of Stockdale’s new Linen 
Spray for Jo Malone London. Perched on the table 
next to the olives, it’s an impressive match for the 
scent that wafts around the house and its grounds. 
“We have night-blooming jasmine, but there’s also 
the osmanthus,” she says, identifying a cluster of 
tiny white aromatic flowers that mimic jasmine’s 
sweet smell during the day. Stockdale mined her 
own scent memories when creating the perfumed 
mist, part of her second collection of home fra-
grances for the British brand. “I think that smells 
are like music in that they can take you instantly to 
a place,” she says. 

As dusk falls, the Stockdale-Newsons head into 
Frikes, the harbor village on the island’s east coast, 
for dinner at Rementzo, a family favorite. Stockdale 
pauses to fill her lungs with a gulp of the sea-spiked 
breeze, and to make another scent memory. “Take 
a deep breath,” she says, turning to her daughter 
Imogen. “It smells like fried seafood, salty air and 
herbs. It smells like my childhood, and now it will 
smell like yours, too.”

Diehl. “So many times you find extraordinary land-
scape overshadowed by ill-conceived, overdesigned 
structures alien to their surroundings. The humil-
ity of the home is what is ultimately most inviting.” 

The property is cut through with low walls of 
stone that Newson stacked and mortared himself. 
“Building stone walls is some sort of release for 
Marc,” says Stockdale. “He inducted himself into 
a self-taught stone-wall mastership class, and he’s 
now a master stone-wall builder,” she says, proudly 
pointing to a retaining wall that holds the proper-
ty’s rainwater collection and purification system. 
(Newson wants to redo it because of a perceived 
inaccuracy with his plaster proportions.)

But perhaps the most impressive feat of design 
lies in the gardens Stockdale and Newson have cre-
ated around the house. Radicchio, cos, frisée and a 
classic rapunzel leaf lettuce grow alongside chives, 
spring onions, carrots, potatoes, onions and parsley. 
There’s “every sort of mint you can imagine,” says 
Stockdale, and “peppers of all sorts.” One garden’s 
white and red eggplants, vine-ripe tomatoes and 
watermelons aren’t even a part of the “big” vegeta-
ble garden at the far end of the land, where runner 
beans and okra abound and the hillside descends 
into a pool of clear water around which two local 
donkeys—called Tommy and Lavender—graze. 

Then there are the orchards, which yield enough 
plums, quince, apples, pears and apricots for eating 
and jam making. “These trees here we thought were 
goners,” Stockdale says, pointing out a few leafy 
olive branches obstructing her view on the portico. 
“They were small and dead. You used to be able to 
see the sea! Now you can hardly see it at all.” 

Sporting a pair of railroad-stripe overalls and 
Grecian sandals, Newson is leading a team of Greek 
and Albanian artisans and laborers who have gath-
ered to work on the big house. “My grandfather, the 
Ithacan one, was actually a gardener, so somehow it 
feels like a rite of passage,” he says, admitting that 
he knew absolutely nothing about landscaping (or 
stone-wall building) six years ago. “The fact is, I’m 
surrounded by modernity, and frankly I look at this 
project as a kind of respite from that.”

Unlike many neighboring islands, Ithaca is stub-
bornly resistant to change. That’s helped by the 
fact that it’s extremely difficult to get to—there is 
no airport on the island, which is accessible only by 
boat. “The people here have a sophisticated under-
standing of what is precious,” says Stockdale, “not 
only for the tourists but for themselves.” Still, 
its remoteness doesn’t stop people from com-
ing; Stockdale estimates that the local population 
of about 3,000 swells to just over 20,000 in the 
summer months, when an international coterie 
of heat seekers and seaworthy influencers—the 

“THE PEOPLE  
HERE HAVE  
A SOPHISTICATED 
UNDERSTANDING 
OF WHAT  
IS PRECIOUS.”

–CHARLOTTE STOCKDALE

KIND OF BLUE   
Newson’s modular 
Bunky bed for the 
Italian company Magis 
riffs on the cerulean 
color scheme that runs 
throughout the house.



HELMUT  
LANG, 

TAKE TWO

BY JULIE L. BELCOVE

In 2005, the innovative designer walked away from fashion. Now, after quietly  
working for years on highly personal sculptures in the studio of his Long Island estate, 

he is making his debut at New York’s Sperone Westwater Gallery.
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POLE POSITION  
This page: A series of Lang’s 
sculptures—which are made from resin, 
pigment and shredded pieces of his 
fashion archive—rest against the wall  
of his studio. Previous page: Untitled, 
a 2012 wall-mounted sculpture. 



Z
IPPING HIS JACKET against the late fall 
wind, Helmut Lang crosses his broad 
yard to a gray barn, a gift from the heir-
ess and photographer Adelaide de Menil 
back when Lang was a fashion designer 
renowned for his iconoclastic moder-

nity. He transported the barn from her Long Island 
property to his East Hampton estate. Here, it became 
the obvious home for his studio a decade ago when 
Lang, having transformed how people dress, walked 
away from his namesake fashion house to devote 
himself to what he wanted to do all along: make art.

The ground floor serves as his working studio. 
Unfinished sculptures clutter the space; in the center 
a semitranslucent, multilimbed thing hangs from 
the rafter like a hunk of meat in a slaughterhouse. 
Lang resists lingering—he doesn’t like anyone see-
ing works in progress—and quickly ushers me down 
a flight of paint-splattered stairs to a second room, 
where some 200 tall, thin poles lean against the 
walls. From a distance they resemble a forest of 
birch trees. Most are blackish or whitish, while some 
are bright red, blue or yellow. Up close, their mottled 
surfaces reveal themselves to be resin and pig-
ment mixed with bits of colorful yet indecipherable 
textures—in truth, shredded remnants of Lang’s 
clothing designs. “Every single one is handmade,” 
he says with a soft Austrian accent. Elsewhere in the 
room are other sculptures, some looking like lac-
quered, minimalist shields, others like giant quartz 
crystals or stalagmites that have been split open. 
“Everybody sees something else, which I think is 
how it should be—if something is interesting,” says 
Lang, dressed in jeans and a navy pullover, his once 
long, slick hair now shorn just this side of shaved. 
All are part of Lang’s first major gallery show, on 
view now at New York’s Sperone Westwater. Lang, 
a wunderkind when he started his fashion business 
38 years ago, may now, at 58, hold the distinction of 
being one of the oldest emerging artists in the game. 

Outside, plump, black chickens cluster near the 
front door of the main house, not far from a vegetable 
garden. Inside the exquisitely simple home, the clean 
scent of raw wood permeates the air. So stripped 
down are the interiors that a large knot in the wood 
at one end of the dining table stands out as decora-
tion, as do the cabinet hinges, which subtly take the 
shape of Lang’s initials. In the comfortable living 
room, one of Lang’s black poles stands fully vertical, 
just grazing the ceiling. He points out an aluminum 
sculpture, a small gray house—a dollhouse motif 
representing family—lit like a lamp, with the words 
we love helmut on the facade. “Louise made it for 
me,” Lang says, referring to the late, legendary art-
ist Louise Bourgeois. “It goes with me everywhere. I 
think she worked two years on it until it was right.” 

Most of the art in his house is his own or gifts 
from friends. “I am not a collector; I’m an artist,” he 
says. Asked when he came to think of himself that 
way, he replies, “I actually never said it—I just said 
it right now to you.” Then Lang, who is self-taught, 
adds, “The definition means nothing. There are many P
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“[THE CLOTHING 
ARCHIVE] GOT 

SHREDDED.... I 
WAS VERY 

SERIOUS ABOUT 
ART, AND I DIDN’T 
WANT TO BE THE 

GOALKEEPER  
OF MY FORMER 

LEGACY. SO THEY 
HAD TO GO.”  
–HELMUT LANG

writers, but only a few are good. There are many 
architects, but a few are good. Just because someone 
is a doctor doesn’t mean he’s a good doctor.” 

Bourgeois, who died in 2010 at the age of 98, was 
among Lang’s few intimates. “Louise was seduced by 
Helmut,” says Jerry Gorovoy, her longtime assistant 
who now heads her foundation. “He’s very sensitive, 
very gentle, reticent. He’s mysterious, in a way.” In 
Lang they saw an inventive sculptor whose form 
happened to be clothing. “To me, he’s just switching 
mediums. It’s the same sensibility.” 

And Lang revered Bourgeois for weaving her 
personal history into her emotionally intense sculp-
tures. He credits her with teaching him not to be 
afraid. “The most important thing she said to me 
is that materials are just materials,” he recalls. 
“They’re here to serve you. The subject is what 
you want to express. We both use elements from 
our past and integrate them in our work if it makes 
sense. We both don’t like to throw things away and 
find a way we can use them.” Lang lets out a knowing 
laugh: The house is pristine, with nary a stray piece 
of paper to be seen. “If you saw the mess in the stu-
dio upstairs...and the other barn is the same too,” 
he insists.

Late in her life, Bourgeois began incorporat-
ing her old clothes and fabric she’d saved from her 
parents’ tapestry workshop in her artworks, like 
a visual memoir. In what was perhaps a cathartic 
exercise, Lang found an artistic use for his own fash-
ion trove. After a 2010 fire in the SoHo space where 
he stored his remaining archive, he systematically 
destroyed the 6,000 to 8,000 items of clothing that 
survived. “That all got shredded with an industrial 
shredder,” he says, “without hierarchy.” Confronted 
now with the charge that he had wrought every 
fashion devotee’s worst nightmare, he chuckles and 
responds, “Well, I was very serious about art, and I 
didn’t want to be the goalkeeper of my former legacy. 
So they had to go.” He is not sentimental about stuff. 
“I don’t like to throw things away, but I also have the 
ability to end chapters of my life,” he explains. “I’m 
schlepping my life around, which is a good thing, but 
I’m not schlepping all my possessions.” 

He was sure he would recycle the bits of clothing 
into his art. The question was, how? For months he 
toyed with the “very personal raw material,” Lang 
says. “I made it flat; I made it transparent.” Finally, 
he mixed the fabric confetti with resin and white 
pigment, poured the stew into an aluminum tube 
and let it bake in the sun for a day. Lang made cuts, 
allowing escape routes for the oozing resin, which 
had also cracked the aluminum on its own, an ele-
ment of chance that pleased him. “It was really a 
collaboration between the object and myself.”

When he removed the tube, the finished piece 
was minimal in its cylindrical shape and industrial 
materials, but its fossilized fabric, feathers and 
leather commanded closer viewing. It immediately 
appealed to him. Lang followed the white with black, 
then made a few in red, green, yellow and blue. “I did 
two light pink ones for Louise,” he says. “She used a 
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lot of blue and red and rose in her drawings.”
Lang’s daily approach to art making is experi-

mental and intuitive. “You have a starting point but 
you don’t know the outcome—at least, I don’t,” he 
says. In his art as in his clothes, the appearance of 
simplicity can belie the complexity of thought and 
engineering that goes into it. Concerned with the 
“intersections of surface and texture, abstraction 
and figuration, personal memory and the abstract, 
and the natural and artificial,” Lang says he often 
begins with “an imaginary idea,” which he allows 
to play itself out. “When the work matures and gets 
strong enough to fight you back, then you know it is 
a good idea to stop.”

For another series that is on view at Sperone 
Westwater, he says his inspiration was an accident, 
though it might be more accurate to credit his eye 
for detail. When making the poles, Lang mixed the 
resin and pigments in large plastic tubs. “When com-
pletely empty, there would be a tiny, tiny film left 
on the plastic. I thought, this is worth exploring.” 
Carefully—the lacy resin sheets were extremely 
fragile—Lang arranged them in what he describes 
as a “very complicated procedure.” “Don’t ask. I was 
just thinking I can never make one of these again.” 
The resulting pieces, which protrude from the wall, 
suggest black coral reefs or blooming flowers.

The most recently completed series that he is 
showing was made last year from run-of-the-mill 
cardboard boxes sitting around the studio. Lang col-
lapsed them, stacked them, belted them with twine 
or tape—representing, he says, “the embracement 
of the body”—and doused them in a thick coat of 
resin and pigment. Smooth and geometric, the boxes 
demonstrate his ability to make the prosaic poetic. 
“I wanted to make something out of common mate-
rials,” he says. “I didn’t want it to be overproduced. 
There’s a rawness and an organic quality.” 

That both the filmy resin works and the card-
board box pieces involve layering is no coincidence. 
Lang says the habit comes from trial and error, 
“where you do one version and it doesn’t look right, 
you paint over it, and the next one over it and over 
it.” He gestures to a wrinkly, white piece hanging 
on the dining room wall, from one of the first series 
he made, about eight years ago. “It’s 200 sheets of 
50-year-old paper. I like that there’s content within, 
which is unknown, and the end result is only what 
you see. It’s also a way to create volume out of light-
ness. You can see that underneath there are all kinds 
of different colors.”

In Lang’s view, his lack of formal artistic train-
ing is an asset. “It’s actually liberating because you 
are not defined by the restrictions being taught, so 
you are just more free,” he says. Then too, he had no 
fashion training but became one of the most influen-
tial designers in the world, making minimalism the 
dominant sartorial direction of the 1990s. His dark, 
low-rise jeans and snug, sexy T-shirts were copied 
by virtually every clothing maker, and endure as 
wardrobe staples. He experimented with high-tech 
and unorthodox materials, from rubber to a fabric 

that changed color on contact with skin. Even his 
advertising methods were unconventional, includ-
ing a campaign atop New York City taxis, at the time 
the preferred real estate of strip clubs. His power 
was such that when he boldly decided to stage his 
fashion show in New York ahead of Milan and Paris, 
American designers followed him en masse, per-
manently upending the previously rigid fashion 
calendar.

L
ANG NEVER INTENDED to be a fashion 
designer. After his parents divorced 
when he was an infant, he spent his 
early childhood with his maternal 
grandfather, who was a shoemaker, 
and grandmother in the Austrian Alps. 

The family didn’t have a TV, and he can’t remember 
whether they had a telephone or used the one at the 
bakery next door. “I grew up in a very remote moun-
tain village in really simple circumstances,” he says. 
“My grandparents just said, ‘Go out and entertain 
yourself.’"” Lang’s solution was to “make stuff” using 
whatever he could find, primarily from nature. At 10 
he was sent to live with his father and stepmother in 
Vienna. That home’s misery was pronounced: Lang 
moved out on his 18th birthday and never again saw 
his father, who since died. (His mother died when he 
was in his late teens.)

Hoping to study art, Lang worked odd jobs to sup-
port himself. He stumbled into fashion when he hired 
a seamstress to stitch up a few things he’d designed 
for himself. Friends asked him to make more for 
them, and suddenly, at 21, he was in business. In the 
’80s he began splitting his time between Vienna and 
Paris, and in 1997 moved to New York after being 
enthralled by the city. “I planned to come here for 
three days. I stayed two weeks,” he recalls. “If you 
fall in love with New York, it becomes your home. I 
had been looking all my life for a home. It kind of felt 
like family.”

Throughout his fashion years, Lang says, “I 
always kept in contact with the artistic scene in 
Vienna and did art projects in between.” Art-world 
insider Ingrid Sischy, then editor of Interview mag-
azine, was co-curating the 1996 Florence Biennale 
and suggested Lang team with Jenny Holzer, best 
known for her wry LED signs, for an installation. 
The two hit it off, and when the Kunsthalle Wien 
invited him to do a show in 1998, he agreed on the 
condition that he could collaborate with Holzer and 
Bourgeois, whom he had never met. Bourgeois con-
sented to a visit. “I went to her Chelsea townhouse, 
and she was waiting for me at the top of the little 
steps. She said, ‘Bonjour, Helmut,’ and kissed me, 
and our friendship started.”

In 1999, Lang sold 51 percent of his business to 
Prada and the remainder in 2004. “I had done what 
I had to do [in fashion]. It was successful and a great 
experience,” he says. “I wanted to do more [in art]. 
I said, If I don’t do it now, let it go.” Lang quit fash-
ion in 2005, slipping away as enigmatically as he had 
appeared. (The brand, which Prada subsequently 

sold to Link Theory Holdings, now markets minimal-
ist denim, knits and leather pieces.) 

Though he kept his New York City apartment, 
he largely retreated to Long Island. Lang cops to a 
degree of reclusiveness but insists he wasn’t run-
ning away from anything. It’s just that he needed 
the space to work without distraction or neighbors 
disturbed by noise and fumes. “It’s a kind of isola-
tion, which I find very beneficial,” he says. He works 
hard but doesn’t stick to a regular schedule, requir-
ing time to “free-float my brain.” Here in the quiet, 
“I often wake up at night and in this half-sleep think 
about the work. In this blurred vision you develop 
other ideas, and then you try them out.”

A few years elapsed while he tinkered, but Lang 
was not content to while away the time as a Sunday 
sculptor. The desire to share his art, he says, is 
implied in the act of making it. “When I feel I have 
done everything I could for the piece, I am ready to 
hand it over,” he says. “I do it for myself, but it is 
supposed to go public.” He made his New York debut 
with a single sculpture at Brooklyn’s The Journal 
Gallery in 2007, then had his first solo museum show, 
in Hanover, Germany, the following year. In 2009 the 
Greek collector Dakis Joannou, intrigued by Lang’s 
self-imposed exile, tapped him to select items for 
his fashion capsule project, destefashioncollection. 
Among Lang’s picks were an Azzedine Alaïa 
belt favored by Michelle Obama and an old dress 
Bourgeois had saved. But what really captivated 
Joannou was the second phase of the commission, in 
which he asked Lang to create an artwork inspired 
by what he had curated. Lang’s response was both 
conceptual and acutely personal: a resin casting 
of five folding chairs, the sort that had once seated 
the audience of his runway presentations. He titled 
the piece Front Row, a somewhat melancholy nod to 
fashion’s ultimate—and very public—status symbol. 
“He makes it look easy, but you know it’s not,” says 
Joannou of Lang’s practice.

Lang met Angela Westwater, whose well-regarded 
gallery represents Tom Sachs, Guillermo Kuitca and 
conceptual art icon Bruce Nauman, through their 
mutual friend Dennis Freedman, the creative direc-
tor of Barneys New York. “I had no preconceived 
notions,” says Westwater, who admits she had never 
even worn Lang’s designs. “The first time I went, I 
was totally blown away.” The cumulative power of 
the poles drew her in. “When you approach them, 
they have an intimacy. They’re highly physical, very 
tactile, very mysterious as to their composition.” 
As she spied what she guessed to be zipper teeth, 
“it caused me to reflect a little bit on a history or a 
memory. It triggered something.” 

To Lang, that history, his history, is forever 
churning back on itself. Sitting in his dining room, 
his back to the sea, he recalls the American Indian 
symbol of the spiral. “Your life goes up like a spiral, 
and from wherever you are, wherever you look, it 
looks different. You move forward,” he says. “If you 
look back, you know you’re dealing with the same 
issue but just from a completely different angle.”



MINIMAL WORK 
“I wanted to make something 
out of common materials,” 
says Lang of his most 
recent sculptures, which 
incorporate cardboard, 
string and tape.



FANCY FOOTWORK  
Flatter any outfit with 

one of these girlish pairs. 
Clockwise from top 

left: Tabitha Simmons 
silk and leather shoes, 

Bionda Castana leather 
flats, Dolce & Gabbana 

brocade and leather 
shoes, Bottega Veneta 
leather ballerinas and 

Aquazurra suede flats.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ADRIAN GAUT
STYLING BY JOCELYNE BEAUDOIN 

FASHION EDITOR DAVID THIELEBEULE

Master the art of exquisite understatement with this season’s flats, 
which have dainty shapes, delicate ankle straps and a gamine spirit.

STEP BY STEP
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LEATHER AND LACES  
Instead of a mannish 
brogue, tie on a style 

that’s dance-floor ready. 
Clockwise from far  

left: Giorgio Armani 
silk flats, Lanvin patent 

and snakeskin shoes, 
Michael Kors leather 

flats, Jimmy Choo suede 
and patent flats and 

Balenciaga embroidered 
satin shoes. For details 
see Sources, page 106.



BOTTOMS UP 
Wine barrels line the 
walls of a cellar in an old 
country estate owned by 
the Vagliasindi family, 
near Etna. The property 
has been transformed 
into a hotel. 
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V
ISITING FRANK Cornelissen’s winery 
means driving along a dangerously 
winding road that starts on the shores 
of the Mediterranean and ends high on 
the slopes of Mount Etna. Cornelissen, 
a wiry Belgian-born winemaker, has 

spent more than a decade in the volcano’s northern 
valley, often sleeping in his cellar, always toiling in 
his vineyards and forever explaining his methodology 
with the voluble erudition of a philosophy professor. 
But now, as we uncork one of his earliest vintages, 
Cornelissen is silent. He pours the almost-black liq-
uid from the bottle, with hand-painted calligraphic 
lettering on its side, sniffing it to make sure it’s OK. 
He passes me a glass, uttering just two words: “Liquid 
stone.” That’s not a description I’d ever thought a wine 
should aspire to. After one sip, I understand what he 
means. This liquid stone is not just complex and deli-
cious; it’s pushing the boundaries of winemaking. 

Cornelissen, beloved by oenophiles from Tokyo 
to Paris, is one of the most successful entirely self-
taught winemakers in the world. “I started with half 
a hectare of vines that I tended myself,” he says. “I’d 
never grown grapes or made wine before. For three 
years I was a gardener. Then I learned to be a farmer.” 
Cornelissen’s premium wine, called Magma, now 
sells for upward of $650 a magnum in restaurants. 
He’s become known as one of the foremost makers of 
“natural wine”—though he rejects that designation in 
favor of the term “non-interventionist.” 

Purists may argue over exactly what natural or non-
interventionist wine means, but Cornelissen explains 
his method in a deceptively simple way: “I make wine 
out of nothing but grapes,” he says. “No sulfites, no 

BY TOM DOWNEY 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY STEFANO TRIPODI

Four vintners have revived  
Mount Etna’s centuries-old 

tradition of winemaking, turning  
a rustic enclave into a hidden  

gem for travelers to Sicily.

UNDER
THE 

VOLCANO
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VINEYARD HAVEN   
Left: A guest room at 
Monaci delle Terre 
Nere, a boutique 
hotel near Etna’s 
wine country. Above: 
Frank Cornelissen 
among his vines. 

PRECIOUS 
VESSELS   
Right: A bottle of 
Cornelissen’s premier 
wine, Magma. Below: 
Amphorae used to 
ferment wine.

acid correction, no sugar, no added yeasts.” While 
organic and biodynamic wines focus primarily on 
cultivation and harvesting, natural wine focuses on 
the vinification phase—but few vintners do so quite 
as radically as Cornelissen. “Adding sulfites to wine is 
like riding on train tracks,” he explains. “You box the 
wine inside the rails. So while you limit the chances of 
something bad happening, you also limit the chances 
of something extraordinary and unexpected.”

Around the time he arrived, two other outsiders 
were staking a claim on Etna’s soil: Andrea Franchetti, 
an Italian who had long sold wine in America and then 
started producing his own vintages in Tuscany, and 
Marco de Grazia, a famed Italian-American wine 
importer and consultant who is credited with cre-
ating, from virtually nothing, the lucrative Barolo 
market in the United States. A fourth winemaker, 
Salvatore Foti, born in nearby Catania, had been mak-
ing wine for other vintners before striking out on his 
own. Francis Di Savino, wine expert and co-author 
of The World of Sicilian Wine, put it this way: “Each 
of these four helped make Etna wine what it is today. 
Cornelissen contributed the philosophy. De Grazia 
provided an ideal based on the contrata system, which 
emphasized the special conditions of each small plot. 
Franchetti founded the first forum for tasting all of 
Etna’s wines and contributed a spirit of cooperation 
and collaboration. Foti helped preserve the history 
and tied current winemaking to Etna’s past.”

Though these four are now producing some of the 
finest red wine not just in Italy but in Europe, this 
outcome was not guaranteed. Because the climate 
and conditions are so variable, all of Etna’s winemak-
ers have had less than stellar vintages; Cornelissen’s 
extreme methodology only amplified the risks. In 

2004, his wines had high voluble acidity, making them 
hard to enjoy—a problem he corrected in future years.  

Hearing these winemakers talk about the risks and 
rewards of their terroir made me realize there’s much 
more to the area than just wine. The sense of isolation 
here is profound. People in this part of Etna aren’t just 
cut off from the Italian mainland; they speak a dialect 
of Sicilian different from coastal dwellers. Though 
parts of Sicily, such as the nearby town of Taormina, 
have become established destinations, tourism in this 
corner of Etna is still in its infancy—travelers are just 
starting to discover this rustic, deeply traditional 
part of the country, far from Italy’s tourist meccas.

Etna has a long and storied winemaking history. 
It appears—with its wine—in Homer’s Odyssey. The 
northern region of Etna later became known for pro-
ducing sfuso, cheap table wine for local farmers, as 
well as “cutting wine,” barrels of strong-tasting stuff 
shipped to mainland Italy to give vintages produced 
there more backbone. But it took these four winemak-
ers to notice a few key features of the northernmost 
subregion of Etna that make it ideal for producing 
world-class red wine—aspects that place its terroir 
in a league with the choicest regions in France or 
California, more so than almost anywhere else in 
southern Europe. Vineyards here range from 1,000 
to 3,300 feet above sea level, an elevation uncommon 
among southern European wineries. Higher-altitude 
vines undergo extreme temperature variation from 
day to night, helping to produce excellent grapes. 
What’s more, the indigenous Etna red-wine grape 
varietal, Nerello Mascalese, held the promise of great-
ness, even if it hadn’t yet been made into world-class 
wine. The composition of the soil, formed from centu-
ries of intense volcanic activity, is not only especially 

nutritive; it also varies from subregion to subregion, 
allowing for small holdings in the same area to yield 
very different wines, much as they do in Burgundy.

Randazzo, the largest town in the region, comes 
alive at sundown, when its main street is closed to 
cars. The heart of the village, with its cobblestone 
streets and an ancient tabaccheria, feels locked in 
time. Driving east from Randazzo—the easternmost 
boundary of the winemaking region—I arrive at a 
grand estate, Feudo Vagliasindi, now turned into a 
hotel by the family that has owned it for generations. 
Paolo Vassallo Vagliasindi, who runs the place with 
his brother, greets me and escorts me to a second-
floor terrace with a view stretching across vineyards 
to the volcano itself, now furiously puffing smoke. As 
Vagliasindi walks me around the hotel, he explains 
that the property was once his family’s country estate 
and winery. “Our main house was in Randazzo,” he 
says, “but for many years my relatives would come 
here to escape town, to relax and to oversee the pro-
duction of our wine.” He leads me downstairs and 
opens a creaking wooden door that leads into a huge, 
high-ceilinged chamber. 

“This is the palmento,” Vagliasindi says. “It was 
the traditional way of making wine in Sicily. First 
you crush the grapes with your feet; then the wine 
is carried down by gravity into the vats where it fer-
ments.” Palmentos fell out of use in the 1990s, when 
EU regulations forbade their use for commercial wine 
(the fear was that their open-air construction made 
them prone to contamination). The family estate was 
virtually in ruins when Vagliasindi and his brother 
decided to renovate it and open their hotel five years 
ago. Though the grand exterior is visible from miles 
away, inside the accommodations are simple and 

where we sample some of Cornelissen’s wines. “I 
started off making wines that were very conceptual,” 
Cornelissen says. “I wanted to impose myself on the 
land. But eventually the land wins.” He offers a sample 
of his 2006 Magma, a turning point for him. There is 
still something unusual about it—not all of the liquid 
stone quality has been lost—but unlike the earlier 
wine I’d tasted, it’s also classically elegant, aiming 
not for eccentricity but for distinction. A vertical 
sampling of multiple vintages of the same wine typi-
cally reveals vicissitudes of climate and harvest. This 
is true of Cornelissen’s wines, but what also emerges 
is a remarkable evolution from an inexperienced, if 
unusual, first-time winemaker to a great, if contro-
versial, master. 

“Winemaking is a very emotional thing for me,” 
Cornelissen says. “And it’s been a tremendous strug-
gle to get to where I am now. I almost went bankrupt 
many times. There were harvests I could hardly do 
anything with. But I had to go through that process to 
arrive at this point. To get to the essence of this place, 
I took away everything but the grapes.” Each of the 
winemakers I’ve met, despite whatever preconcep-
tions he brought to this region, has come to a similar 
place of respect, perhaps even obedience, to the vol-
cano, to the land and to the grapes. 

As we work our way through the bottles, Corne-
lissen arranges the half-filled ones on a windowsill 
so we can return to them later. Suddenly a gust of 
wind blows through the open window, sending all of 
the amazing, impossible-to-find wine we’ve opened 
crashing to the floor. “The wind almost never blows 
like that in this season,” Cornelissen says, as we pick 
up shards of wine-stained glass from the floor. “Like I 
said before, nature always wins.” 
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ROMANCING  
THE STONES    
Clockwise from far 
left: A palmento, once 
used for winemaking, 
at Feudo Vagliasindi; 
an outbuilding at 
Monaci delle Terre 
Nere, now a guest 
room; ancient keys 
unearthed by the 
Vagliasindi family. 

comfortable. My visit reminds me that, a century 
ago, there were still hundreds of working palmentos 
dotting this landscape, churning out wine that visi-
tors from mainland Italy considered some of the best 
in the country. It took a small group of outsiders to 
revive this heritage. 

M
ARCO DE GRAZIA’S home and wine-
making facility stand in the center 
of what is probably the finest wine 
land on Etna, varied enough to 
produce white, red and rosé, and 
surrounded by acres of lush green 

vineyards in every direction. De Grazia was older and 
much more experienced than Cornelissen when they 
arrived—his reference points from the start were 
Tuscany and Burgundy. Over a glass of sparkling 
wine, de Grazia explains how he got here. “When I 
first tasted Etna wine, even though it was rough and 
tough, I saw something in it,” he says. “Then I vis-
ited. As soon as people come here and see this land, 
they get what this wine is about. You see the veins of 
magma. You understand why a tiny plot higher up the 
slopes is different from the vines next to my house.”

De Grazia is on a mission to attract more visitors—
he recently opened a tasting facility where anyone 
can drink his wine after touring his land and cellar—
and he also still sells sfuso wine to the locals. “The 
vineyard I bought had always sold bulk wine,” he 
says. “I’m determined to continue that tradition. It’s 
a way to sell honest wine at a good price—and to allow 
me to keep the best grapes for bottling.” Over the 
years de Grazia has shared his cellar with other local 
growers, such as pianist-turned-vintner Girolamo 
Russo, one of the most promising young talents on 

the mountain. “We have to work together,” de Grazia 
says. “Nobody makes much money making wine this 
way. You do it because you love the place and you love 
what you’re doing.” 

Before settling down for the night at Monaci delle 
Terre Nere, the most luxurious accommodation in the 
area, I sit with its proprietor, Guido Alessandro Coffa, 
who grew up a few miles south of here. “For years I 
worked as an auto engineer in America, in Germany, in 
the north of Italy.” He pauses and sips his wine, an older 
Etna red from Benanti, one of the original winemakers 
on this side of the mountain. “Then I had a break from 
work, and I came home to Sicily. I drove up this way 
looking to buy a small vacation home, and instead I 
found this huge, old, abandoned place. It was in ruins. 
But the structures were amazing. And the views down 
to the ocean and up to the volcano were extraordinary. 
There was such beauty, such potential that I took out 
every cent I had in the bank, bought the place, quit my 
job and hatched a plan to build this hotel.” 

For five years, Coffa oversaw the renovation of 
the crumbling estate into thoroughly modern, styl-
ish guest rooms, while preserving their original 
stone facades. Centuries ago, Etna wine was carted 
down to the nearby seaport of Riposto and sent all 
over Europe. Now Coffa’s boutique hotel is benefiting 
from a small reverse migration: tourists from all over 
Europe and the world, many of whom first learned 
about this region through its wine.

Later, I meet Frank Cornelissen at Cave Ox, a piz-
zeria and wine bar owned by a local named Sandro 
Dibella, one of Cornelissen’s best friends, who, with 
Frank’s encouragement, began collecting a formi-
dable cellar of natural wine from Etna and other 
parts of Italy. Dibella escorts us to a corner table 
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“THE IMAGES ON THE WALL visually represent layers 
and layers of my life. I keep them in my kitchen in 
Barcelona—I live with these memories in front of 
me. I picked up the fruit in the bowl in the country-
side nearby; the green color is so beautiful. The blue 
vase is by the Italian designer Flavio Poli; I thought 
it was fantastic for this plant, called Spathiphyllum. 
The wooden boards are for polenta—very Italian, 
very good with cheese and a little butter. I use them 
as a place to keep little things: a glass ball, a piece 
of turquoise, cardamom seeds, a small mirror, the 
keys to my ’88 Porsche, which is the companion 

of my life. The water pitcher is my design, for 
Tiffany’s. It’s quite heavy with the water inside; it 
has an almost masculine attitude. But that is some-
thing that I like. The three objects in front I use as 
paperweights—I work with a lot of paper, and if 
there’s a wind, I place them on top of everything. 
I turned the worn-down brick in front into a pen-
cil holder; behind is a fossilized shell. The stack of 
journals are from Lisbon. I always write in pencil, 
so I can erase. Some are still empty because they 
are so beautiful I don’t feel like writing in them. The 
knife, a Laguiole, was a gift from a French friend; I 

like to carry it around with me. The Japanese bas-
ket is woven with bamboo that’s 50 or 60 years old. 
Japanese craftspeople are amazing. The napkin is 
from a company called Irish Linen; I use it to dry my 
good glasses. I bought it from a little shop in London 
that sadly doesn’t exist anymore. Above that is my 
English teapot, which I love and always have with 
me. I like Yorkshire Tea—very strong and English. 
Behind that is a portrait of my Pekingese dog, Yuki, 
who comes from Hong Kong. She’s adorable, temper-
amental and so greedy. She’s in the kitchen all the 
time—she’s very fat.” —As told to Christopher Ross
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