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“i’m here  
to tell  

you, mark 
rylance  
is extra- 

ordinary.”  
—damian lewis, p. 118
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Clockwise from top left: A portrait of art dealer Robert Fraser by Jean-Michel Basquiat; an interior  
from architect Massimiliano Locatelli’s office in the modernized 16th-century Milanese church  
San Paolo Converso, photographed by François Halard; actors Damian Lewis (left) and Mark Rylance, 
photographed by Matthew Kristall. 
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“we are cooks. it’s our responsibility  
to know everything.”  
—virgilio martínez, p. 114
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O
NE OF THE TRUEST signs of mastering a 
craft is the ability to make an exceedingly 
difficult task look effortless. Our March 
Men’s Style issue celebrates individuals 

across a range of endeavors who have endured years 
of grueling labor or surmounted countless obstacles 
to achieve a state of grace and perfection.

Our cover star, Novak Djokovic, plays with a 
virtuosity rarely seen on the tennis court; ranked 
No. 1 in the world, he’s won every Grand Slam tour-
nament except for the French Open. But as writer 
Tom Perrotta discovered, the athlete’s path to suc-
cess wasn’t nearly as smooth as his forehand. Born in 
Serbia, at the time not known for producing top-seed 
tennis players, he overcame a series of hurdles on his 

way to the top. And although he’s fanatical about his 
diet—denying himself beer and chocolate in favor 
of goji berries and algae—there’s one ingredient he 
couldn’t have done without: discipline.

It’s easy to appreciate the grandiose beauty of San 
Paolo Converso, a 16th-century church in Milan. Now 
that the church has been transformed into offices for 
Massimiliano Locatelli’s architecture firm, with an 
ingenious free-standing steel structure built within 
the nuns’ choir, its hand-painted frescoes are even 
easier to take in at close range. Locatelli had to con-
vince church officials and government landmark 
clerks to allow him to pursue his ambitious plan. The 
result is a seamless blend of cinquecento artistry and 
modern design.

When Wolf Hall, PBS Masterpiece’s six-part 
adaptation of Hilary Mantel’s novels, debuts in the 
U.S. in April, viewers will enjoy the series’ exquisite 
attention to period detail, and critically acclaimed 
performances by Damian Lewis and Mark Rylance. 
What won’t they see? The eight years of painstaking 
research that went into Mantel’s books, or the deli-
cate negotiations to cast Rylance, who had sworn 
off film and TV. If there’s a lesson to be learned from 
these remarkable characters, it may boil down to 
this: Never let ’em see you sweat. 

Kristina O’Neill   
k.oneill@wsj.com
Instagram: kristina_oneill

ILLUSTRATION BY ALEJANDRO CARDENAS

GOOD SPORT
editor’s let ter

NET GAINS  Bast prepares to receive a serve from Anubis (both wearing Polo Ralph Lauren Tennis), while Who officiates.
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I
t’s always nice to meet the No. 1 in any field,” 
says style director David thielebeule of WSJ.’s 
recent shoot with the cover star of our Men’s 
Style issue, novak Djokovic. Thielebeule could 

just as easily have been referring to the shoot’s far-
flung location, Doha, the capital of Qatar, which leads 
the world in per capita wealth.

After being greeted with aerial views of gleaming 
skyscrapers lining the desert terrain, the WSJ. team 
was immediately struck by Doha’s expansive energy. 
“It felt young; construction was going on everywhere,” 

WSJ.’s creative team descends on Qatar to photograph the world’s No. 1 tennis player. 

says WSJ.’s creative director, Magnus Berger. No sur-
prise, since Qatar is gearing up to host the 2022 FIFA 
World Cup.

Djokovic, in town to play both singles and dou-
bles matches in the Qatar ExxonMobil Open before 
boarding a 14-hour flight to Melbourne for the 
Australian Open (where he won his eighth major), 
was caught up in the frenetic pace of life on the ATP 
Tour. Photographer Maciek Kobielski was given a 
brief stretch of time to shoot the 27-year-old Serbian 
native. Pushed back a day because Djokovic fell ill 

with a fever (the WSJ. crew used the extra time 
to visit the Waqif souq in the old town), the photo 
session nevertheless unfolded without any complica-
tions—and in record time. 

“You have to know exactly what you’re doing in 
such a short window,” says Kobielski. “All I needed 
was an element of white, a white wall.” Fortunately 
they found one in the tournament headquarters’ 
media center, which they temporarily transformed 
into a photo studio. The result, says Thielebeule, “was 
a fun, relaxed and cool Djokovic.” — Sade Strehlke c
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HIGH WINDOWS   
clockwise from top left: rugs for sale 
at the waqif souq; thielebeule and 
kobielski at the Qatar exxonmobil 
open; the 52-story tornado tower; 
Doha’s skyline, viewed from the air.
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MASSIMILIANO LOCATELLI  P. 92 
Photographer François Halard, shown above as he perched on a ladder to snap the vibrant details of a cinquecento fresco, describes  

the quest of capturing San Paolo Converso, a Milanese church, as “pleasurable, but challenging,” due to its numerous interesting  
facets. The 16th-century structure, which was recently adapted by Massimiliano Locatelli into offices for his architecture firm, CLS 

Architetti, “was extraordinary because of the juxtaposition of ancient and modern architecture,” says Halard. Writer  
Tom Vanderbilt—who, coincidentally, lives in a converted church in Brooklyn—says that touring San Paolo with Locatelli was 

“cinematic.” The three-hour interview took Vanderbilt through the former house of worship’s many crevices, including a crypt 
repurposed as a kitchen, and up a steep metal staircase with trompe l’oeil images of angels hovering overhead. “It’s a much different 

feeling from your average office building,” says Vanderbilt. “The space imposes a certain reverence.” —Sade Strehlke
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WSJ. asks six luminaries to weigh in on a single topic. This month: Courage.

MIRANDA
JULY

“I still have stage 
fright—anything having 
to do with live audiences 
is terrifying. I start 
sweating profusely, and 
my heart rate gets really, 
really elevated. People 
always ask me, ‘Why 
were you so sweaty on 
the red carpet?’ Because 
it terrifies me! But I just 
take a deep breath and 
say a prayer of thanks, 
because every day that 
you get to do what you 
love is a very blessed 
day, it’s a gift. You take 
the first wobbly steps out 
and then you’re fine, but 
I tell you, it’s the exact 
same thing every time—
the fear never goes away. 
But the thing is, if I go 
out way too confident, 
then I’m not tapped into 
what I’m really feeling, 
which means I’m not 
really present. You have 
to allow yourself to  
be present and confront 
your fears, and that’s 
what courage is. You 
have to do the thing that 
terrifies you.”

Spencer is an actress starring  
in the movie Insurgent,  
out this month.

“You read in the news-
paper about something 
unendurable that’s 
happened and you think, 
I don’t know how people 
are surviving that. But 
the truth is—and you 
know this if you’ve been 
in a really hard situa-
tion—you don’t have a 
choice. Those people 
are just like you. They 
just don’t have a choice. 
You don’t just suddenly 
become a saint, filled 
with courage because 
fate has dealt this hand 
to you. It’s more like, 
what are you going 
to do? You have to be 
strong; you have no 
options. In my relation-
ship with my husband, 
I’m pretty good in 
emergencies. I think 
the reason for that is in 
my household growing 
up we were kind of in 
a state of emergency 
all the time. So when 
something’s actually 
happening, I almost 
relax. I admire my hus-
band because he has a 
kind of daily courage, an 
ability not to get bogged 
down in all the anxieties 
and depressions that can 
come up in a day. To me, 
that seems so brave.”

OCTAVIA 
SPENCER

July is an artist who recently 
released her debut novel,  
The First Bad Man.

“My approach to 
working with military 
veterans is, to really  
heal somebody, to have  
a huge impact on 
somebody’s life, you 
can’t accomplish that 
by taking them skiing 
or fishing for a day. To 
really, truly heal them, 
you have to put them 
back in harm’s way. 
You have to get them to 
push themselves to the 
breaking point. Because 
especially when you 
have injuries like these 
guys do, now you really 
don’t know what you’re 
capable of. You knew 
what you were capable 
of when you had all four 
limbs, but when that’s 
taken away, you really 
have to see what your 
limit is. Climbing a 
mountain can simulate 
being in a war zone in 
Afghanistan: You face 
death; it wakes you up.  
It doesn’t have to be  
as extreme as what we 
do, but once or twice 
a year, you have to put 
yourself to the ultimate 
test. Courage for me is 
going full throttle, until 
the wheels fall off.” 

TIM 
MEDVETZ

Medvetz is the founder of  
the Heroes Project, which trains 
wounded veterans to climb 
mountains.

soapbox

THE COLUMNISTS

Reid is a fashion designer.

BILLY  
REID

“Courage is more of 
a mind-set than a 
single act. It’s how you 
approach your life. 
Courage comes from  
failure—from the 
strength of being able 
to fail. Most people with 
courage have incred-
ibly positive outlooks. 
They have a belief that 
things are going to work 
out even in the worst of 
times. It’s the old cliché: 
You can’t give up. When  
I look back at my early 
career, there were deci-
sions I made to appease  
a certain retailer, 
because they thought 
the collection should be 
more classic, or what-
ever. As you mature, you 
realize it’s more impor-
tant to do the things 
you want to do. Passion 
also drives courage—it’s 
part of that mind-set 
that takes over the fear. 
Especially when you 
get to the point where 
you think, ‘I believe in 
myself,’ and then you 
watch yourself fail and 
fail again. You kind of 
realize what you’re made 
of at those points.” 

Close is an artist and an  
adviser to the Sharpe-Walentas 
Studio Program.

CHUCK
CLOSE

“I don’t actually think 
you have to have cour-
age as an artist. It  
can certainly make 
things easier. But one  
of my best friends is  
not courageous, and  
he makes great art. It’s 
about anxiety, nervous-
ness, neuroses. So art 
can be about anything. 
But I don’t think it’s a 
good idea to try and  
do most things without 
a degree of courage.  
It takes a certain 
arrogance to make art. 
You have to feel that 
you have something to 
make and that anyone 
else is going to want 
to look at it. So that’s 
important. If you’re 
scared to death, I don’t 
know why the hell you’d 
go into art. But I don’t 
usually talk about cour-
age. It’s a layperson’s 
word—they think, ‘Oh, 
I can’t do that; I don’t 
have the courage to do 
that.’ It’s like how I don’t 
talk about inspiration, 
either, because I don’t 
believe you should 
worry about inspiration. 
You just get up and get 
to work.”

“When I was starting to 
surf growing up, I was 
frightened by waves—I 
was very scared. I was 
extremely intimidated, 
because I was not a 
good swimmer. But my 
confidence really built 
with time, along with my 
passion, determination 
and learning. I think 
everyone has that ability 
within themselves to 
be courageous. It’s a 
matter of exercising it 
and applying it in life. 
Knowledge helps a lot 
too. A lot of people expe-
rience an uncomfortable 
feeling about being in 
the ocean because it’s 
very powerful and it’s  
an unknown for them. 
You need a lot of experi-
ence to understand and 
read the ocean. Part of 
understanding the ocean 
is knowing your limits. 
The challenge we have 
in big-wave surfing is 
you want to perform 
at your very best when 
the waves are huge, 
but we’re all scared of 
drowning. It’s about 
how to find waves, being 
as safe as possible and 
wanting to take the risk. 
The reward is in that  
as well.”

MAYA 
GABEIRA

Gabeira is a professional  
big-wave surfer.
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FOR THE AGES
The finest accessories from the  
spring collections offer new takes  
on classic wardrobe staples.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY PHILIPPE LACOMBE 
STYLING BY CAROLE GRÉGORIS

1. The scarf
 Wrap up in an oversize, fringed version. 
Saint Laurent by Hedi Slimane wool scarf.

the wsj. five march 2015keepsakes
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2. The sneaker
Walk on just the right 
amount of the wild side. 
Hermès crocodile and 
calfskin sport shoe.

The wsj. five



MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK - MIAMI DESIGN DISTRICT, MIAMI - SOUTH COAST PLAZA, COSTA MESA

berlut i .com

The wsj. five
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3. The backpack
Where form and function 

are woven together. Bottega 
Veneta Prusse Intrecciato 

vachette backpack.



42 wsj. maga zine

4. The waTch
A texturized rubber 

strap makes this 
timepiece a sporting 

choice. Calibre de 
Cartier diver watch.

5. The loafer
A luxurious update  
to a classic. Gucci black 
crocodile moccasin with 
horsebit detail.

For details see Sources, 
page 126.

The wsj. five
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what’s news.the world of culture & st yle march 2015

Using cutting-edge 3-D imaging technology, French artist Xavier Veilhan makes sculptures 
depicting the world’s top producers—giving voice to the industry’s often unsung heroes.  

BEHIND THE MUSIC 

O
N A BRIGHT AFTERNOON last December, 
Xavier Veilhan found himself in a modern-
ist mansion perched high above the Pacific 
Ocean, marveling at the long path that had 

led him to this moment. As ’60s psychedelia played 
on the sound system, music producer Rick Rubin—co-
founder of Def Jam and former co-head of Columbia 
Records, as well as one of the artist’s heroes—lay 
motionless on a bed as a team of Veilhan’s assistants 
worked to capture his image, turning their boss’s cre-
ative vision into reality.

The 51-year-old Veilhan was at Rubin’s Malibu, 
California, compound to work on his portrait 
series “Producers,” a collection of sculptural pieces 

devoted to the music makers hidden behind the cur-
tain. (“Producers” will be shown as part of a joint 
exhibition of Veilhan’s musically inspired artwork 
held simultaneously at Galerie Perrotin’s New York 
and Paris locations this spring.) “I’m interested in 
the idea that a lot of main decisions are taken by 
people that you may not really know,” says Veilhan, 
likening the producers’ anonymity to that of a visual 
artist like himself. 

“What he’s building captures the essence of who 
we are without necessarily focusing on the specifics 
of our physical bodies,” says contemporary hit maker 
Pharrell Williams. “Xavier is a genius.”

For the past decade, the Paris-based artist has 

been using 3-D imaging to create striking, often-
monumental sculptures in some of the world’s most 
conspicuous locales: London’s Barbican, Midtown 
Manhattan and the Palace of Versailles, where he 
mounted works inspired by architects. The par-
allels between music and visual art have long 
fascinated Veilhan, who grew up in Normandy lis-
tening to Devo and crafting sailboats alongside his 
father. But Veilhan’s passion, like that of so many 
music fanatics, was coupled with a lack of aptitude. 
“Maybe that’s why I became a visual artist,” he says, 
laughing. “Music is like a foreign country. I love to 
explore it, but I’m not a citizen.”
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AUDIOVISUAL CLUB 
Veilhan (right) and an 

assistant working with 
producer Rick Rubin in 
his Malibu, CA, home. 

BY DAVID SWANSON  
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what’s news

world, seeking out a who’s-who of music visionar-
ies, capturing a 3-D image of each using a scanner 
that operates as both a camera and a laser, and turn-
ing the results into renderings in materials ranging 
from aluminum-charged resin (for reggae legend 
Lee “Scratch” Perry) to sequoia wood (for Pharrell). 
“With Rick Rubin, I wanted to use solid gold, but it 
was too expensive,” says Veilhan, who settled for 
oak. The entire series forms an alternate visual 
history of contemporary music—the producers 
have worked with everyone from Frank Sinatra and 
Michael Jackson (Quincy Jones) to Paul McCartney 
and Radiohead (Nigel Godrich).

Scanning sessions last up to an hour and require 
subjects to stay perfectly still in poses, an ordeal not 
unlike 19th-century portrait photography. “I love 
that era, because it was exploring a new medium,” 
says Veilhan, “and when people were photographed, 
they had to be involved in the process. 

“It’s an interesting moment in the development of 
this technology,” he says of 3-D scanning. “I started 
using it 10 years ago, and the process took so much 
longer. But 10 years from now, you will be able to take 
your iPhone and make a 3-D scan.”

While many of Veilhan’s previous sculptures 
appear almost cubist in their profusion of angles and 
planes, for the producers cycle he sought to render his 
subjects in a more realistic mode. After all, his think-
ing went, people whose faces have been obscured by 
the glare of the artists with whom they work deserve 
to be depicted with clarity.

For music fans, the most anticipated of the sculp-
tures may be those of Guy-Manuel de Homem-Christo 
and Thomas Bangalter, together known as Daft Punk, 
who have never appeared publicly or been formally 
photographed without their signature robot-like hel-
mets—until now. “I actually asked them to pose in 
the helmets, but they said, ‘No, we should do the scan 
like we are,’ ” says Veilhan. “ ‘And the only way to see 

us will be to see the sculpture.’ ” 
While the dual shows at Galerie Perrotin run 

until April 11, Veilhan sees no end in sight for the 
project. “I’ve been surprised with the response from 
the producers,” he says. “When I started, I thought 
maybe I’d have five, and now I think when the series 
is completed there will be about 20.” He’s currently 
in discussions with Nile Rodgers and Sir George 
Martin, among others. Ultimately, he’d like to see 
the entire cycle displayed for the public in New 
York, Los Angeles or Hong Kong—an urban expanse 
of modern-day Easter Island giants. 

WALLS OF SOUND  Clockwise from above: Veilhan’s 
30-inch sculpture of Lee “Scratch” Perry, who famously 
worked with Bob Marley; the artist with Rick Rubin; 
photographed in New York this year. 

Left: The Pulse backpack, $3,300, at select Louis Vuitton stores 
this spring, louisvuitton.com. 

WORTH THEIR 
WEIGHT

German company Hock 
makes exercise equipment 
in premium materials for 

fitness buffs who value 
top-notch design.  

Think dumbbells made of 
oiled walnut and stainless 

steel (shown above), 
hand-held weights 

wrapped in Italian leather 
and even luxe jump-ropes. 

hockdesign.com

It’s difficult to imagine luggage more iconic 
than Louis Vuitton’s caramel-colored steamer 
trunks and suitcases. So the company’s 
launch this spring/summer season of men’s 
multiuse travel bags and backpacks, outfitted 
in light, water-repellent leather, is a bold 
departure. Dubbed the V Line collection, the 
carryalls are crafted with maximum versatility 
in mind, ideal for the on-the-go urbanite. 
Travel with the backpack or tote from the 
office to the gym to cocktails—and even on  
a spur-of-the-moment weekend jaunt.

accessories report 

GET PACKING 
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neighborhood watch

TURKISH 
DELIGHT

Decades ago, the waterside neighborhood of 
Karaköy was the Wall Street of Istanbul, the city’s 
commercial heart and a bastion of bankers, until 

more recent years saw its devolution into a haphazard 
maze of shabby hardware and electronics purveyors. 

Yet the centrally located zone is walking distance 
to both Taksim Square and historic Sultanahmet 
and an easy ferry jaunt across the Bosporus from 

the city’s Asian side. And now, in anticipation of the 
proposed Galataport cruise terminal, it’s undergo-

ing a major face-lift. First the art galleries moved in, 
with the İstanbul Modern, artSümer and Galeri 

Manâ leading the charge. Then hip cafes Karabatak 
and Bej followed to slake gallery-goers’ thirst. 

Perennially packed restaurants like the turquoise-
tiled Karaköy Lokantası (the area’s unofficial 

power-lunch spot), fifth-floor Ferahfeza, which 
boasts panoramic water views, and industrial-chic 

Colonie have made Karaköy the city’s culinary hub du 
jour. Quirky interiors havens Mae Zae, No Vacancy 
and Atölye 11 (nestled beneath the bell tower of an 
Orthodox church) round out the eclectic mix. It will 

take you more than a day to explore the dozens of new 
spots, so consider staying a night or two at one of the 
neighborhood’s stylish new boutique hotels, such as 

Vault Karaköy, set in a former bank, or the Morgans 
Group’s 71-room 10 Karaköy, which debuted in a 
neoclassical building in November. Should you 

begin to wonder whether you’ve accidentally been 
transplanted from Istanbul to Brooklyn, a restor-
ative visit to the Kılıç Ali PaŞa Hamamı will set 

your geography straight: The 16th-century hammam 
was revived from ruin in 2012, and its sepia-tinted 
dome and opulent marble baths evoke the height of 
Ottoman splendor. Despite the buzz, Karaköy still 

feels like a neighborhood on the verge—but it won’t 
stay that way for long. —Sarah Khan
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MADE IN SUEDE
The classic denim-jacket shape 
for men gets an upgrade this 
season in buttery, sumptuous 
leather and natural tones. 

From left: Suede jackets by Maison 
Kitsuné, $4,400, kitsune.fr;  
Tom Ford, $6,650, Tom Ford New 
York; Michael Bastian, $3,450, 
michaelbastiannyc.com; Saint 
Laurent by Hedi Slimane, $5,350, 
Saint Laurent 57th Street, New York. 

CAFE CULTURE 
From top: Colonie 
restaurant; Karabatak 
cafe is housed in a 
former metal workshop; 
Istanbul Modern 
museum specializes 
in contemporary art; 
Karaköy Lokantası’s 
turquoise interior. 

ROOM AND BATH 
From top: Boutique

 hotel Vault Karaköy; 
Kılıç Ali Paşa Hamamı, 
a restored 16th-century 
Turkish bath; interiors 

shop Atölye 11 also 
functions as a design 

consultancy; the lobby of 
10 Karaköy, part of the 
Morgans Hotel Group. 
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brand refresh  

CAST IN STONE

By Caroline Rossiter   Photography by James Mollison

Just before the new year, Yvon Lambert (above) closed the doors of his pioneering  
gallery on Paris’s Rue Vieille du Temple for the last time. Lambert opened his art space 
in 1966 and soon after realized that his city was no longer the epicenter of the art world. 
Instead of pulling up roots and moving to New York (as did his contemporary Ileana 
Sonnabend), he turned his focus to bringing the best of American conceptualism to 
France. Over the decades, Lambert, 78, has worked with such titans of the genre as 
Lawrence Weiner, Sol LeWitt, Carl Andre and Donald Judd. More recently, he 
represented a new generation of artists, from Shilpa Gupta to Adel Abdessemed, the last 
artist to show at the gallery.

“For me every new exhibition, every vernissage, was an event,” says Lambert. “It was 
always the start of a new adventure.” But the art world has changed since he began.  
“Now money dominates. The métier that I love, that I did for nearly 50 years, doesn’t 
exist anymore.”

Though he has disengaged from the world of fine art, Lambert is far from retired.  
He plans to find a new location for his bookshop and shift his focus to publishing more 
limited-edition artists’ books (his shop also stocks rare books and exhibition catalogs). 
And Lambert’s legacy hasn’t disappeared from view—in 2012, he donated his personal 
contemporary collection to the French state, and it now can be seen at the Hôtel de 
Caumont in Avignon. The space is currently undergoing renovation and will open again in 
the summer —a global destination for lovers of minimalism. 

“Stoneware was the Tupperware 

of the world for centuries,” says 

Steven Smith, owner of Kentucky’s 

Louisville Stoneware, the company 

once known for being among the 

last places homesteaders could stock 

up before heading West. Looking 

to ensure his company’s long-term 

survival, Smith recently tapped 

architect Kulapat Yantrasast to take 

the reins as creative director, put-

ting the heritage brand in the hands 

of one of design’s more intellec-

tual practitioners. As it happens, 

Yantrasast already had a connection 

to the city: his career-making com-

mission to redesign the Speed Art 

Museum, slated to reopen in 2016. 

“We’re teaming up with civic lead-

ers to buy buildings and revive and 

reprogram the city,” says Yantrasast, 

who is also overseeing the reno-

vation of Louisville Stoneware’s 

historic property. But the company’s 

transformation has already begun. 

Bold new designs, including ceramic 

wall tiles and tabletop accessories 

(like the bowl and lamp combination 

shown below), are already taking 

stoneware in new directions. Says 

Smith, “By hook or crook, and a lot 

of love and patience, we still survive 

today.” —Rumaan Alam
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 the full set of 11 
signed boards is 

$30,000. 
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giorgio armani

ermenegildo 
zegna couture

trend report

FALL IN LINE
Stripes get a boost this season in bold colors and  

eye-popping combinations, cropping up everywhere from 
caps to couture.

PATTERN 
RECOGNITION  
Below: Valentino 
sneaker, $745, 
mrporter.com. 
Right: Michael  
Kors sweater,  
$245, Michael  
Kors Broadway, 
New York.

BAND TOGETHER   
Clockwise from center: Dior Homme sweater, 
$1,000, Dior Homme stores; AMI cap, $115, 
eastdane.com; Gucci backpack, $3,200, gucci.com.

ARTFUL
OLLIE  

The self-taught photographer and 

filmmaker Anton Corbijn is known 

for working with minimal equipment, 

little ego and no entourage—and 

for his arresting black-and-white 

portraiture of everyone from Nelson 

Mandela to Kurt Cobain. “Anton 

changed the face of rock photo-

graphy,” says Benno Tempel, director 

of The Hague’s Gemeentemuseum, 

which is hosting two exhibitions in 

the Dutch city this spring as part of 

a retrospective of Corbijn’s artwork, 

timed to his 60th birthday. Hollands 

Deep will explore the “trajectory 

and development of my work,” says 

Corbijn, and will include two con-

ceptual series and work from the 

’70s and ’80s. The second show, at 

the affiliated Hague Museum of 

Photography, is titled 1-2-3-4—a play 

on musicians counting themselves in—

and will feature Corbijn’s images of 

musicians like Sex Pistols frontman 

Johnny Rotten (shown above in 1977), 

Björk and David Bowie. “I travel to 

people and get to know them,” says 

Corbijn. “I depend on meeting them 

in their environment.” —Alicia Kirby 

Skateboarding has 
found an artistic patron 
it can be proud of in the 

American artist Paul 
McCarthy. Known for his 

salacious, challenging 
material, McCarthy has 

collaborated with 
Brussels-based outfit 

The Skateroom to 
produce a limited run of 
11 decks, each featuring 
a photo from his PROPO 
series of soiled detritus. 
Sales of the collection 

will finance the building 
of a skate school in 

Johannesburg, South 
Africa. momastore.org 

—Dan Rubinstein 

on displ ay 

PORTRAITS BY 
THE ARTIST 
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art talk

a very good 25 years
Most galleries celebrate landmark anniversaries with catalogs enormous  

enough to bend a forklift. Not so New York’s Andrea Rosen Gallery, which turns 
25 this year. To mark a quarter-century at the forefront of the contemporary 

scene, its founder and namesake has created what she calls a “diminutive” book 
set comprising 25 individual texts and one exhibition index, housed together 
in a linen case (“I was thinking Beatrix Potter,” says Rosen). The numbered 

volumes, ordered chronologically but not exhaustively, are dedicated to group 
shows—representing artists as diverse as David Altmejd, Richard Prince and 

Felix Gonzalez-Torres, the first artist Rosen showed, in 1990—and vary in size 
from 16 to 280 pages. “The gallery is very much in a moment of moving forward, 

of taking on new artists,” says Rosen. “That’s unrelated to the book. But it  
did make me realize that while I might be a person who perceives myself as 

being afraid of change, I’m actually really keen on it.”  

study in design  

MexIco MoDeRN
The story of Latin American modernism has  

caught fire in recent years, as previously  

overlooked names—Joaquim Tenreiro, Geraldo 

de Barros and Lina Bo Bardi, among them—have 

been written back into the plot. Mexican architect 

Pedro Ramírez Vázquez (1919–2013) isn’t exactly 

an unknown—he designed landmark buildings 

in Mexico City as well as a revolutionary prefab  

system for schools—but the furniture he dreamed 

up is just now coming to light, thanks in part  

to a Swedish-Mexican designer and entrepreneur 

named Alexander Andersson. With two New 

York–based partners, Andersson has launched 

Luteca (luteca.com), a business that will manu-

facture modern furniture in Mexico, including 

extraordinary pieces Ramírez Vázquez designed 

but never produced: armchairs of leather and 

solid brass, futuristic coffee tables of cut and 

folded sheet steel weighing in at 200 pounds each. 

“I’m inspired by the simplicity of the designs,” 

says Andersson. “How can you make something 

better, more beautiful, but with less waste?  

Pedro was a very practical thinker.” Andersson  

is equally bullish on Mexican labor, which he sees 

as a hidden resource. “Skilled craftsmen have 

been overlooked in favor of China,” he says. “We want  

to bring it back to Mexico.” —Sarah Medford 

PAINT IT BLACK  Precision engineering and some serious 
heavy lifting go into the construction of Pedro Ramírez 
Vázquez’s Nanagona coffee table, formed from a single sheet 
of laser-cut steel. Also shown: the Octanov commode and Atra 
chair, both by Alexander Andersson for Luteca. 

ALL IN THE GALLERY 
Clockwise from above: 
Rosen at her former Prince 
Street office in the ’90s; view 
of Felix Gonzalez-Torres’s 
Untitled (Beginning), 1997; 
Rosen with photographer 
Wolfgang Tillmans; at 
dinner with Andrea Zittel, 
Sean Landers, Rachel 
Feinstein, Rita Ackermann, 
Tracy Feith and others; view 
of Tillmans’s 2010 show. 
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R
affaele De Simone puts the thrill of the 
race into every shiny new Ferrari road car. 

A former race car driver with a degree 
 in mechanical engineering, De Simone 

became Ferrari’s head test driver two years ago. He is 
responsible for ensuring that the handling, gadgetry 
and even sound of each new model—costing upward 
of $200,000—meet expectations.

The 35-year-old Italian spends his days speeding 
around the Ferrari test track near the company’s 
factory in Maranello, Italy, perfecting the features—
from the steering to the technology adopted from 
Formula 1 cars—that together generate the sensation 
of muscle and finesse in equal measure. (On average, 
the company launches only one new model a year; 
the latest, the 488 GTB, debuted at the Geneva auto 
show earlier this month.) After spending a few 
hours behind the wheel, De Simone tells a team of 
engineers if, for example, he wants more noise at the 
higher rpms, a smoother downshift or more down 
force when coming off a corner.

“It’s not a Ferrari just because it’s red, low to the 
ground, has lots of technology and goes very fast,” 
says De Simone. “There must be the human touch 
that brings out emotion in the driver.” 

He also helps ensure that each model has the 
distinctive roar of a Ferrari engine—a rumble 
that’s music to the ears of aficionados. The team 
will tinker with the motor and tailpipe to satisfy De 
Simone’s demands.

De Simone developed a passion for fast cars as a 
teenager and once dreamed of breaking into the top 
tier of racing. Dario Benuzzi, who tested Ferraris 
from the late 1960s until a few years ago, handpicked 
and then mentored De Simone beginning in 2003, 
after watching him compete. Now, says De Simone, 
it’s hard to imagine any other job he’d rather do. 

For Ferrari’s clientele, there’s a way—expensive 
though it is—to get tantalizingly close to 
experiencing what De Simone gets to do on a daily 
basis. Repeat customers and buyers of special-
edition models—with price tags exceeding $1 
million—are often offered a spin around the track, 
with a test driver giving pointers from the passenger 
seat. But De Simone will switch places only for a few 
laps—then it’s back to the driver’s seat.  

ROAD WARRIOR 
De Simone (left) tests 
models like the 2015 
California T, shown 
here. He began working 
for Ferrari in 2003, 
under the mentorship 
of Dario Benuzzi 
(below left, with head 
of vehicle dynamics 
and control systems 
Stefano Varisco).

“there must be  
the human  

touch that brings  
out emotion  

in the driver.”
–de simone

by eric sylvers   photography by franco pagetti

employee of the month

go, speed RaceR
Raffaele De Simone’s job is to make sure driving  
a Ferrari feels like driving a Ferrari—in other words,  
like one of the world’s fastest, most powerful cars.  
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Milan Men’s Fashion Week
Dinner | 1.19.15
WSJ. Magazine commemorated Milan Men’s
Fashion Week with a dinner at Carlo e Camilla
in Segheria. Michelin-starred Chef Carlo Cracco,
and restaurant designer, Tanja Solci, mingled
with guests from top design houses and luxury
retailers during the cocktail reception. As guests
sat for the inventive four-course Italian dinner,
Publisher Anthony Cenname made a toast to
another successful fashion week.
Photos by Joe Schildhorn/BFAnyc.com
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TIME TO IMPRESS 
Take the plunge and wear a stainless-steel diving 

watch. Clockwise from top left: Omega Seamaster 300 
Master Co-Axial, Patek Philippe Nautilus Travel Time, 
Blancpain Fifty Fathoms Flyback, Breitling Superocean 

Steelfish, Longines HydroConquest, Audemars Piguet 
Royal Oak and Ulysse Nardin Marine Diver. 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JOSS McKINLEY 
STYLING BY YOLANDE GAGNIER 

FASHION EDITOR DAVID THIELEBEULE 

How do a season’s worth of options,  
from watches to colorful polo shirts,  

stack up? If in doubt, just pile it on. 

MULTIPLE
CHOICE

march 2015fashion & design forecast
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COLOR CODES  
Be bold this spring  

by choosing a 
pullover in a bright 

hue. From top:  
Dior Homme, 

Missoni, Dunhill, 
Sandro, Loewe, 

Berluti, Michael 
Kors, Gucci, Ralph 

Lauren Purple  
Label, Canali and 

Raf Simons. 

EXCESS BAGGAGE  
These supple leather 
duffel bags will make 

weekend getaways 
a top priority. 

Clockwise from top: 
Coach, Burberry, 

Ralph Lauren, John 
Varvatos, Loewe, 

Bally and Valextra. 



Advertisement

Public Voting :

March 17 - April 3

The 3rdAnnual
ArchitizerA+Awards
Honoring the best architecture,
spaces & products.

The Blue Planet by 3XN
Photo Credit: Adam Mørk

Vote At

ArchitizerAwards.com
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IN THE FOLD  
A pristine polo looks 

fresh again this 
spring. From top: 

 Louis Vuitton, 
Boss, Michael Kors, 

Givenchy, Boglioli, 
Dunhill, Etro, 

Brunello Cucinelli, 
Sunspel, Salvatore 
Ferragamo, Brioni 

and Lacoste. 

For details see 
Sources, page 126.

WHITE SHADOW  
Maintain a spotless 

reputation, on and 
off court, by lacing 
up in classic kicks. 

Clockwise from top: 
 Michael Kors 

(pair), Prada (pair), 
Ermenegildo Zegna 

Couture (pair), 
3.1 Phillip Lim, 
Coach, Giorgio 

Armani (pair) and 
Porsche Design. 
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the exchange.leading the conversation march 2015

O
N A SUNNY WINTER’S DAY in Vice Media’s 
NYC offices, CEO and founder Shane Smith, 
45, is debating with longtime collaborator 
and film editor Jonah Kaplan (with whom 

he shares an Emmy for Vice’s HBO news magazine 
series) over the wording of a voice-over segment for 
a special report for HBO. With an impatient shrug of 
his shoulders, Smith finally says, “Just try it. Anytime 
there’s a suggestion, just try it.” 

This humble directive might help explain Vice’s 
breathless pace of expansion: Launched in 1994 as 
a Montreal punk magazine, the company has grown 
to  1,500 employees and operates in 36 countries. In 
addition to its print holdings, Vice now includes a 
thriving digital video operation and creative services 
agency, working with content giants like YouTube, 
21st Century Fox and A&E. Smith first built an audi-
ence among millennials and hipsters with the print 
publication Vice, co-founded with Suroosh Alvi, which 
documented a gleefully anarchistic youth lifestyle. 
But it was Vice’s transition into video, a move that’s 
yielded critically acclaimed documentaries and mul-
tiple online video channels, that turned the heads of 
old-media deal makers. While some productions have 
grabbed headlines for their stunt-like conceits—one 
followed Dennis Rodman to North Korea—Smith has 
lately shown an interest in harder news. Their special 
report—airing in advance of the third season, debut-
ing this week—explores a radical new cure for cancer, 
a disease that afflicted Smith’s mother.

Speaking in a baritone that bears traces of his 
native Ottawa, Smith will occasionally take the air 
out of a room with a cutting retort. (Even in his role as 
CEO, he is largely uncensored, issuing threats to  
competitors that he’ll “eat their lunch.”) But his  
attitude, like that of his company, seems to stem from 
his large appetite for life. After a long day spent edit-
ing, in meetings and touring the company’s new 
offices in Williamsburg, Brooklyn, Smith is most at 
home holding court in the backroom of Hotel  
Delmano over caviar, wine and margaritas. “I’m a 
sensualist,” he says. >

Vice Media’s CEO has an  
edgy vision for 21st-century media. 

tracked

SHANE SMITH

GRIZZLY MAN 
Smith in the “bear room,” 

named after the now 
taxidermied animal that  

had surprised a Vice crew  
on location in Alaska.

BY CHRISTOPHER ROSS    
PHOTOGRAPHY BY TIM BARBER

Introducing

Two ristretto shots for a bolder espresso.

Joined by the velvety sweetness of steamed

whole milk. United in a sip like no other.

SIMPLICITY IS

ITS OWN ARTISTRY.
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75% 
of Vice’s New York staff lives in Brooklyn. 
“It’s like I woke up one day and everyone 

around me was 25,” says Smith.

60,000
square feet

Size of Vice’s new Brooklyn offices  
on South Second Street in Williamsburg, 

which the staff is moving into now.

10
years 

Time it took Vice magazine to reach a million 
subscribers. The website reached  

10 million unique views per month in a year.

2
cups 

of vitamin C mixed with water that Smith 
drinks during the day. “This company is run 

on vitamin C,” he says. •

15
Number of times Smith drops the F-bomb 

during the course of the day.

 $400
million 

Smith’s estimated net worth.

2
daughters 

Piper, 2, and Martina, 4, with his wife, 
Tamyka. They live in Tribeca.

1 
Number of times Smith gestures to the 

camera with his middle finger, while  
flubbing his lines for a segment in the new 

HBO series. It took 13 takes.

30
glasses 

on a table in Smith’s office—a mix of wine 
goblets and champagne flutes—alongside  

a riot of liquor bottles.

2:47 p.m.
Makeup
applied by Mara Capps prior  
to Smith’s filming scenes  
for Vice’s third season on HBO.

6:30 p.m.
Drinks
with staff at Williamsburg’s Hotel Delmano, 
where Smith hosts informal meetings.

12:20 p.m.
Consults

with assistant Ariel Wengroff 
on departmental meetings.

10:35 a.m.
Morning meeting
with Vice co-presidents 
Andrew Creighton and 
James Schwab to discuss 
international expansion. 
Below: The Emmy that  
Smith and his team won for 
their second season on HBO.

11:02 a.m.
Visits server room
where thousands of hours  
of content are stored.
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BY ian volner

Toshiko Mori designed a sophisticated new artists’ residency  
in rural Senegal. The town’s residents brought it to life. 

architecture

it takes a village

s
inthian is a small village in rural Senegal, 
a seven-hour drive due east across 325 miles 
of bumpy road from the coastal capital of 
Dakar. “It’s very remote, incredibly poor and 

impossible to transport materials to,” says archi-
tect Toshiko Mori. The town’s population comprises 
“about 705 residents and 2,800 animals,” she says, 
with most of the villagers engaged in subsistence 
farming and a few artisanal trades. Notably, these 
trades do not include modern construction with 
modern means and materials—and yet it is here, in 
the West African interior near the border with the 

troubled Republic of Mali, that Mori and a team of 
partners have created a pioneering new structure.

After 30-plus years in practice, Mori is no 
stranger to the multiform process of interpreta-
tion that makes 21st-century design possible. As 
top-tier architecture has become a hot commodity 
on the world marketplace, designers are working 
at a greater distance from their projects than ever 
before, and the space between pristine studio and 
dusty job site is measured not just in miles but in the 
number of collaborators who bring architects’ ideas 
to life. As the head of her self-titled firm, as well as a 

longtime professor at the Harvard Graduate School 
of Design, Mori has realized projects from China 
to Rhode Island, talking with clients via Skype and 
sharing sketches online. But in Senegal, the barriers 
to communication, as well as the risk that something 
might be lost in translation, were unusually high.

Thread, as the project is called, is a new cultural 
initiative launched and operated by the Josef and 
Anni Albers Foundation, the Connecticut-based 
nonprofit established by the late painter and his 
designer wife to carry forward their idiosyncratic, 
humanist vision of artistic and social progress. 
“Something I learned from the Alberses is that you 
can go anywhere from anywhere,” says Nicholas 
Fox Weber, the foundation’s executive director for 
over 35 years.

In that spirit of freewheeling intellectual curi-
osity, Weber first became interested in Senegal 
and its people in 2003. A chance meeting with a 
French doctor doing humanitarian work in the area 
brought Weber to Sinthian for the first time; fas-
cinated, he began to think of how the foundation 
might get involved with improving the cultural and 
material life of the community. Weber first men-
tioned the idea to Mori in late 2008, four years after 
commissioning the architect to design an exhibition 
of the Alberses’ work at New York’s Cooper-Hewitt 
Design Museum. Mori then presented the idea to her 
students at Harvard, who developed a series of pro-
posals for a combined infrastructural, residential 
and public facility. Those ideas provided inspiration 
for the foundation’s work in Sinthian. “It all just sort 
of happened,” says Weber. “It sounds like following 
a thread, doesn’t it?” 

As befits its name and backstory—not to men-
tion Anni Albers’s extensive work in textiles—the 
building that houses Thread looks like a giant woven 
sheet, billowing in the breeze of the Senegalese 
savanna. Structurally, the low-rise complex does 
resemble a piece of needlework: The building design, 
credited to Mori’s associate and former student 
Jordan Mactavish, comprises a thatched roof of 
dried grass and bamboo hovering above simple 
 mud-brick walls. Sheltered within, in a pair of mod-
est live-work spaces, artists-in-residence selected 
from around the world will stay for a minimum of 
four weeks, developing ideas across a range of media 
and drawing on the rich traditions and artistic 
practices of the region, from tam tam drumming to 
basketry. When it opens in March, the building will 
also function as a kind of all-purpose town hall for 
Sinthian, with additional accommodations for lan-
guage classes, village meetings, performances and 
more. “The population will use it throughout the 
year,” says Nick Murphy, projects director at the 
Albers Foundation and Thread’s newly minted direc-
tor. “It’s their building, not a Club Med for artists.”

How the villagers use this new amenity will 
largely be up to them. Thread’s founders are hoping 
that an organic exchange between locals and visi-
tors will inspire not just the artists passing through 
Sinthian, but its citizens, too. For many of the latter, 
the hope is that Thread will offer exposure to global 
culture; for the artists-in-residence, inspiration. 

Raise the ROOF  Construction of the Thread residency involved communicating design plans from New York to 
rural Senegal via Skype, email and cell phone. Its undulating thatched roof is made from dried grass and bamboo.
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THE E XCHANGE ARCHITECTURE

CULTURE CLUB  Clockwise from far le� : 
Sinthian resident Dr. Magueye Ba worked as 
a kind of architectural translator between 
designers in New York and builders in Senegal; 
Sinthian residents performing a ceremonial 
dance; early renderings and a scale model of 
the Thread residency; the building’s pitched roof, 
which also functions as a water collection system.

“You can’t explain what it’s like to be out there at 
sunset,” says Murphy, who will be making his fi fth 
trip to the village this season. “The eye can’t fi nd 
anything to focus on. There’s this amazing feeling 
of remoteness.”

That remoteness is where the challenges for 
Thread’s backers really began—and it’s where 
Sinthian’s residents fi rst became truly engaged in 
the project. Dr. Magueye Ba is a physician living 
in Sinthian and an active advocate of Thread since 
the beginning. “The goal was to involve villagers 
in its realization,” he explains. Overseeing the con-
struction, Ba was tasked with conveying Mori and 
company’s complicated plan to Senegalese laborers. 
As the designated architectural translator, he kept in 

constant contact with the o�  ce back in New York. “A 
cell phone would ring, images would come through,” 
recalls Mori. “We’d show it to our engineer, and he’d 
suggest how to make any corrections.” The major 
obstacle, says Ba, was “to explain certain metrics—
degrees, square meters, plans, cutaways—to workers 
who have never been to school.” But as the process 
moved forward, Ba found that even when the logis-
tical challenges seemed most daunting, the workers 
were buoyed by the sense that they were doing some-
thing of lasting importance for their neighbors and 
families. “Everyone’s anxious to see the fi nished 
project,” says Ba.

The business of translation—of converting the 
architects’ vision into a buildable reality—required 
the designers to adapt their strategy to what the 
construction team told them they could accomplish. 
“We had to come up with a building type and struc-
ture using local materials,” says Mori. “The mud 
bricks they can make from their own earth in the dry 
season, the grass they can procure easily by cutting 
o�  bushes, and bamboo is abundant.” Training the 
builders in techniques to strengthen the thatched 
roof and to set the bricks exactly as laid out in the 
architectural plans wasn’t always easy, but “the 
execution has been immaculate,” says Murphy. By 
March, the building will look more or less as it did 
in Mori’s early renderings—all the better for being 

truly of its place, and of the people who will use it.
Already, says Ba, Thread has given the residents 

of Sinthian a new feeling for their own cultural and 
economic potential. “The villagers have come to 
realize that they can make beautiful things with 
local products,” he explains, a realization they’ll be 
able to share with the world when the fi rst interna-
tional artists arrive in March. Thread fellows will 
be selected by the foundation in consultation with 
Dakar-based international curator Koyo Kouoh. 
The Rockefeller Brothers Fund will be support-
ing artists from New York, but fi rst on the list will 
be British videographers from Zoya Films. Later 

this year, dancers from U.K. choreographer Wayne 
McGregor’s Random Dance company will arrive, 
following a 2013 tour of several Senegalese commu-
nities at the invitation of the Albers Foundation.

A key component of Mori and Mactavish’s design, 
and part of the reason for Thread’s steeply pitched 
roofl ine, is that the building doubles as a sophis-
ticated water-collection system, siphoning and 
pouring rainfall into a cistern, where (with a little 
additional purifi cation) it will be available to all as 
a valuable resource in this often arid climate. Some 
200,000 gallons a year, as much as 30 percent of 
Sinthian’s overall consumption, will be supplied by 
the cistern, augmenting a system of wells that have 
largely exhausted the underground aquifer. The 
idea emerged from extensive research undertaken 
by Mori’s team early in the design process, including 
a visit with her students to eastern Senegal to fi g-
ure out what people there needed most. “It’s really 
a demonstration project,” says Mori—if more and 
more buildings in the region are fi tted with similar 
collection systems, they could prove an essential 
bulwark against drought during the dry season.

Thread promises to succeed as a piece of archi-
tecture because it speaks in something approaching 
a local dialect—a material and structural language 
that its users and builders can understand—and 
because it speaks about things that people on the 
ground care about, like art and education and water. 
“It’s a complete experiment,” admits Weber, but 
whatever direction the artist-in-residence pro-
gram takes, the structure that’s playing host to 
it has already made a valuable point: With mini-
mal means, an architect can speak to an audience 
halfway across the world, provided both sides are 
prepared to listen. •

“THE POPULATION WILL USE IT THROUGHOUT THE YEAR. 
IT’S THEIR BUILDING, NOT A CLUB MED FOR ARTISTS.”

–NICK MURPHY

WSJ. MAGA ZINE 73



ACID ROCK   
March to a new beat with a  

short-sleeved denim button-down 
and distressed trousers. Fendi 
dark denim shirt and printed 

denim trousers, and Neil Barrett 
tortoise sunglasses.

ON THE 
HORIZON

FLY
BEAUTIFULLY.

Travel should provide you the opportunity to discover new ideas
and have unique experiences. Our connections in hospitality,
fashion, and entertainment provide our clients with the chance
to encounter something new on every trip. Travel is much more
than moving people physically. This is our fifth rule of reimagining
private aviation. And this is how you Take Command.™

Book your flight at xojet.com or 1-888-843-8981.
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NEWBR01&BR03 B-ROCKET · Limited editions to 500 pieces · Bell & Ross Inc. Tel. +1.888.307.7887: +33 1 73 73 93 00 · e-Boutique: www.bellross.com
Download the BR SCAN app to reveal exclusive content
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Rebel against rules on how to wear jeans. Everything from dungaree suits to  
tailored shorts looks of-the-moment on the sidewalks of Los Angeles’s evolving downtown.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY BRUNO STAUB   STYLING BY JULIAN GANIO

DENIM DISTRICT

WALK THE LINE
Stay just this side of casual in a snap-front shirt or an unstructured indigo suit. Saint Laurent by Hedi Slimane suede 

jacket and denim shirt and Sunspel white cotton vest (worn throughout). Opposite: Ralph Lauren indigo cotton and linen  
blend suit and Converse sneakers.



EASY STREET 
After years of dark selvage styles, washes in lighter blue hues look modern again. Marc Jacobs silk shirt and Kenzo jeans. 

Opposite: Dior Homme cotton denim jacket and jeans and Converse sneakers. 
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LOREM IPSUM
Bus ipsum faceat 
quaepti oribeatae 
assequi niet que culles 
inctur, odit fugiti cusam 
nihilla boratur reptint 
dit, int aut as dolorupta 
que aut invenit iscimus, 
sinimusam solupicae 
as dolor moditem 
experumquae pro ipsam, 
sequodis nulliquia 
dessecum quid qui 
ressim faceper umquis 
dolore voluptas doluptat

“nEmOdit ium aut 
Od ma aut facEa 

anis fugi tistE 
Omnisit luptatE as 

Eiusapi issum 
dOluptur aut 

dEbitis intiO 
simustiis tisqui.”

–namE lastnamE

DOUBLE DOWN 
Matching two-tone 
chambray pulls this 
high-waisted look  
into the future. Louis 
Vuitton patchwork shirt 
and pleated shorts  
and Converse sneakers.
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BLUE STREAK 
Updating James Dean’s timeless uniform is all in the streamlined details. Sunspel white cotton vest and Armani jeans. 

Opposite: Lanvin denim jacket, Roberto Cavalli printed silk shirt and pants and Margaret Howell sunglasses.



PLEASE RELAX 
Nod to ’50s cool in jeans cut like trousers. Dunhill navy floral silk shirt, Prada cotton denim jeans, Converse sneakers and  

Cutler and Gross sunglasses (in hand). Opposite: Hermès lambskin blouson and silk and cotton shirt and Prada cotton denim jeans.  
Model, Chris Forberg at L.A. Models; hair and makeup, Ramsell Martinez. For details see Sources, page 126.  
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After winning, then losing, his world No. 1 rank, Novak Djokovic is back on top and as 
determined as ever. But now that he’s a father, there’s more to life than racking up trophies. 

BY TOM PERROTTA   PHOTOGRAPHY BY MACIEK KOBIELSKI 

POWER PLAYER
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T
HIS IS A STORY of perseverance. A 
boy, age 4, lives in Kopaonik, Serbia, 
a ski town where his parents own a 
pizza parlor. Tennis courts are built 
nearby. The boy begins to play. He 
is serious. Studious. He dreams. He 

practices endlessly and says he will be the best ten-
nis player in the world one day. A famous coach, the 
woman who taught a young Monica Seles, tells the 
boy’s parents they have a “golden child,” one who 
has been touched by the heavens. This is ridicu-
lous. The odds that this child from Serbia—forever 
at war, economically crippled, shunned by the rest 
of the world, with freezing winters, few tennis 
courts and no tennis pedigree—will become a ten-
nis pro are close to zero. The boy is oblivious to 
this. He plays on. He moves away from his family, 
to Germany, trains with other prodigies. He is not 
like the others. He tells jokes, uses humor to fit in. He 
wants to be liked. But he does not get caught up with 
girls or booze or drugs. He would rather stretch. He 
becomes a top junior, an exceptional pro, a Grand 
Slam singles champion at age 20. Then he starts to 
lose. Soon he is stuck, always the odd man out in a 
sport dominated by two legends. He wonders, Is 
this it? Is this all he has? He does not accept this. 
He changes his diet, trains harder, believes more, 
ignores the odds again. Then, finally, he stands 
alone. Better than everyone.

Novak Djokovic’s story is one everyone should 
adore—and at last, after years of toiling behind 
Roger Federer and Rafael Nadal, Djokovic is begin-
ning to feel the love. He will never be Federer, the 
Michelangelo of tennis for aficionados, a player 
whose grace and prodigious talent have made him 
perhaps the most popular athlete in the world. He 
will never be Nadal, a formidable bundle of muscle 
and energy, a child’s favorite cartoon hero brought 
to life. But Djokovic—27 years old, No. 1 in the world, 
recently married, now a father and more in control 
of his destiny than ever before—still has a chance to 
go down in history as their equals, or more.

“He’s so good, he might even be better than the 
other two,” says Mats Wilander, a former world 
No. 1. “When he’s feeling it and he’s on and he’s fight-
ing, it’s nearly impossible to beat him. You can’t get 
the ball through him. Federer and Nadal have peo-
ple who they don’t necessarily like to play against. 
Djokovic, I don’t see a player that he minds playing.”

Djokovic has won each of the four Grand Slam 
tournaments except the French Open, where he 
has lost in two finals—both to Nadal, who has won 
the event a record nine times. Federer and Nadal 
have both won all four major titles. Djokovic trails 
far behind them in the sport’s measuring stick 
for superiority—after his victory at this year’s 
Australian Open, he’s won eight majors, to Nadal’s 
14 and Federer’s 17—but Wilander expects Djokovic 
to win at least six or seven more. Djokovic is chasing 
something larger. He knows he can win. But he also 
knows he has yet to earn universal respect.

“For me it’s more important for [people] to 
remember me as a human being, as somebody that 
has carried himself in the right way in every aspect 
of his tennis career,” he says. “There’s more to it 
than just winning a trophy.”

 

I
T’S A MILD SUMMER SUNDAY in Melbourne, 
one day before this year’s Australian Open 
begins, in mid-January. Djokovic sits at a pic-
nic table in a garden behind Rod Laver Arena, 
the tournament’s main stadium, dressed in a 
trim, black warm-up jacket and white shorts 

from Uniqlo, which signed him to a five-year apparel 
deal in 2012. Djokovic all but sleeps in tennis clothes: 
A photo from his Twitter feed, taken on Christmas 
Eve, shows him dressed for practice while holding 
his infant son, Stefan. When he has occasion to wear 
something else, Djokovic prefers jeans and polo 
shirts, a style he calls smart casual. “I like jackets,” 
he says. “Sport coats, but also elegant jackets.” He 
leans forward and drums his fingers as he speaks, 
emphasizing his thoughts with rhythmic thumps.

Djokovic has been sick for nearly two weeks. 
Just after New Year’s he had a 102-degree fever that 
caused him to cancel an exhibition match. After he 
arrived in Melbourne, he endured stomach pain, 
sleepless nights, daily vomiting. He practiced spar-
ingly and slept into the afternoons. A low point 
came the day before, when he threw up and canceled 
practice and his pre-tournament press conference. 
He called his wife, Jelena, on FaceTime. She held 
up Stefan, not yet three months old, in front of the 
screen. For the first time, the boy recognized his 
father from afar.

“He reacted and smiled at my voice, which 
was phenomenal,” Djokovic says. “Not even three 
months! Advanced boy—we’re trying to make him as 
intellectual as possible.”

Even before his son was born, Djokovic said 
family had surpassed tennis as his life’s priority. 
It’s a choice no one would question—kin over pro-
fession—but Djokovic’s single-mindedness about 
his sport is such that his remark surprised tennis 
observers. Djokovic insists he has changed. “Up to 
a few years ago, tennis was more or less everything 
that I wanted to focus on,” he says. “I still have the 
same approach to tennis, the same motivation to win 
Grand Slams, to still stay No. 1 of the world, but with 
a different philosophy. Just a different way of under-
standing things in life.”

Djokovic begins his days slowly: wake up, 
eat breakfast, listen to classical music and then 
practice in the late morning or early afternoon. 
He stretches, trains for speed and endurance, 
stretches some more. His workouts are not designed 
to exhaust. Quality and intensity count more than 
quantity. He takes days off. He finds time to dabble 
in Mandarin (he is fluent in Serbian, Italian, English 

and German, and can get by in French and Spanish).
Djokovic strictly regulates everything he con-

sumes, whether he’s feeding his body or his mind. He 
meditates, does yoga and reads self-help books. He 
is fanatical about what he eats. He is obsessed with 
“superfoods,” like maca root (a Peruvian relative 
of radish often used to boost fertility in livestock), 
various forms of algae and goji berries (popular in 
China and thought to promote longevity). He does 
not eat chocolate (even though he loves it), drink cof-
fee (dislikes it) or take even a sip of alcohol during 
tournaments or intense training blocks. He allows 
himself a gluten-free beer a few times a year. In the 
2012 Australian Open final, Djokovic beat Nadal 
in a match that lasted nearly six hours. Afterward, 
in the locker room, he treated himself to a sliver of 
dark chocolate the size of his fingertip. His pride in 
his health is such that he speaks of the germs that 
caused his weeks-long illness as intruders who had 
attacked him. “They didn’t break me,” he says. “I 
don’t give myself up to them.”

In 2010, Djokovic concluded that he was allergic 
to gluten. He gave it up and eventually lost 11 pounds. 
Then came the 2011 season, which will forever stand 
among the finest in the sport’s history. He won the 
first 41 matches he played and ended the year with a 
record of 70–6, with victories at the Australian Open, 
Wimbledon and the U.S. Open. All anyone wanted to 
talk about was his diet. Djokovic says it was essen-
tial, yet he resents the simplicity of the narrative: 
Quit gluten, become superhuman. “It wasn’t the big 
secret of my success,” he says. “I have a very holistic 
approach: my diet, my well-being, the exercises, the 
mind-set, the thinking, the people I surround myself 
with, where I live, what I do. All these things com-
bined to get me to where I am.”

Djokovic traveled to the Australian Open without 
his family, but he plans to bring them along for the 
rest of the year. The tennis season spans 11 months, 
and Djokovic’s 2015 schedule is packed. He’ll play 
the remaining three Grand Slams, the next tier 
of Masters tournaments, a warm-up event before 
Wimbledon and the Davis Cup, which potentially 
adds several weekends to his schedule if Serbia 
continues to win. (Djokovic led Serbia to its first 
Davis Cup title in 2010, an achievement that was cel-
ebrated until the early morning hours in Belgrade.) 
Djokovic and Jelena, who married last year, met in 
Belgrade when Djokovic was a teenager. For the 
two or three months a year that they are not trav-
eling, they reside in Monte Carlo, Djokovic’s home 
since he was 18. By Monaco standards, they live 

“Federer and nadal have people who  
they don’t necessarily like to play 
against. djokovic, i don’t see a player  
that he minds playing.”  —mats wilander
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ACE OF BASELINE  
“I still have the same 

motivation to win Grand 
Slams,” says Djokovic, 

shot on location in 
Doha, Qatar, “but with 

a different philosophy. 
Just a different way of 
understanding things 

in life.” Sittings editor, 
David Thielebeule.
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modestly: a two-bedroom apartment with views 
of the Mediterranean Sea, no yacht, no Ferrari 
(Djokovic drives a Peugeot; the company is a spon-
sor). It’s a fantasy life—but also a hectic one. Djokovic 
acknowledges that there will be adjustments, that 
life on the road with a newborn isn’t always predict-
able, but he does not foresee any complications. “No 
more free time to go golfing maybe, or stuff like that, 
but I like it,” he says.

Djokovic’s game isn’t as flashy as the legends he 
is chasing. Federer has versatility and grace—his 
slightest movements have a precision that befits his 
Swiss heritage. Nadal, from the island of Mallorca 
in Spain, hits his left-handed forehand with so 
much spin that the ball crashes to the court as if 
dropped from a blimp. Djokovic’s tennis trademark 
is not a single shot, but his body. Wiry. Flexible. Fast. 
Tireless. Always balanced. Djokovic, 6-foot-2, slides 
on gritty hard courts as smoothly as he might sla-
lom on the snowy slopes of Kopaonik (he is from a 
family of skiers). He is a human rubber band. “He 
should be in Cirque du Soleil,” says Larry Stefanki, 
a retired pro who has coached John McEnroe and 

Andy Roddick. “He’s hyper, hyper flexible. His body 
type, for me, is perfect for tennis.”

Boris Becker, who won six Grand Slam singles 
titles with booming serves and headlong diving vol-
leys, has coached Djokovic for more than a year. He 
marvels at Djokovic’s athleticism. “I wish I had his 
physicality,” Becker says. “He’s just so supple when 
he moves, almost like a dancer.”

D
espite spending years in the 
spotlight, Federer and Nadal have 
remarkably little baggage. They are 
tennis royalty, their places in his-
tory ordained from their earliest 
days on the tour. Djokovic’s rise has 

been bumpier. As a young pro, he retired in several 
marquee matches in Grand Slams. He occasionally 
took his on-court jokes too far (his impersonations of 
fellow players, often received with fits of laughter, at 
times came across as mocking). Crowds have turned 
against him. Federer and Nadal are reliable, almost 
always the same, rarely pushed out of their zones of 
comfort. Djokovic’s early years on the tour have left 

him with a reputation for volatility. “It’s the differ-
ence between watching the Rolling Stones in concert 
and watching Bob Dylan,” Wilander says. “With the 
Stones, you know what you’re going to get.”

It may be the impeccable standard set by Federer 
and Nadal that makes Djokovic seem anything less 
than a prince. He doesn’t curse at umpires or throw 
tantrums, à la McEnroe and Jimmy Connors. At his 
first press conference of the year in Australia, he 
passed out chocolates. (“I can see in your eyes that 
you want two,” he quipped to one reporter.) He signs 
endless autographs, poses for pictures and plucks 
children from the crowd during his practices so they 
can hit a few tennis balls with him. He has learned 
to work his audience with compliments and finesse, 
rather than slapstick. His eponymous charitable 
foundation, which remodels schools and funds edu-
cation for poor children in Serbia, has raised more 
than $6 million since it was founded in 2007. A 
sure sign that Djokovic is beginning to receive the 
admiration he craves: People are now surprised, 
even shocked, when he loses. And when he does, 
Djokovic unfailingly applauds opponents and makes 

no excuses. “When the last point is done, we are 
humans,” he says. “Give your opponent a hug and 
say, ‘Great fight,’ and that’s all.”

Since he became a professional, Djokovic has 
improved his game more than any other top player. 
His forehand, once shaky, is a weapon. His already 
reliable backhand is even steadier. His serve, a lia-
bility in 2010, has become a strength. His return 
of serve is the best in the sport. With Becker, he is 

refining his volleys and his tactics. The learning 
never stops. “Genetically he has it, but he works his 
ass off,” Becker says. “That’s the combination.”

Stefanki, who has watched American men’s tennis 
fall to its lowest point in history, with no Grand Slam 
singles champions in more than a decade, used to be 
skeptical of Djokovic: He was always injured, lack-
ing in discipline and too often indifferent. Stefanki 
now holds up Djokovic as the ideal. “He doesn’t leave 

“When the last point is done, We are  
humans. Give your opponent a huG and say, 

‘Great fiGht,’ and that’s all.” –djokovic

anything to chance,” Stefanki says. “I wish we had 
more people like that in our country.”

Federer and Nadal, and the reverence they have 
earned, may well be out of Djokovic’s reach. But it’s 
too soon to discount his chances. The more absurd 
the goal, the more determined Djokovic becomes. In 
what many consider the greatest era in the history 
of tennis, he has already done what few believed he 
would. He learned how to beat Federer. He solved 
Nadal. “Those two guys,” Djokovic said at a press 
conference last fall, “made me a stronger player. 
Made me realize what I need to do to improve.” He 
has beaten them both in Grand Slam finals, beaten 
them both in the same Grand Slam tournament. He 
took the No. 1 ranking from them, lost it and then 
took it back. He speaks of possibilities, not limits. 
He is still that little boy living in a mountain town, 
no longer naive, yet unfailingly optimistic. And he 
plans to stick around for a long time.

“I’m blessed to be able to play this sport, and I’m 
very grateful for everything that I have achieved so 
far,” he says. “I still feel like there are many years 
in my legs.” •



Massimiliano Locatelli 
was searching for a new 

home for his Milan-
based architecture firm 
when he came upon a 
glorious 16th-century 

church—and an inspired 
design solution for 

modernizing the space. 
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Y
OU ARE IN PARADISE,” Massimiliano 
Locatelli says with a smile. We are 
seated at a Lake Garda–shaped, 
python-skin-covered table of his 
design, in what feels like heaven’s 
skybox: a plexiglass-enclosed confer-

ence room that seems to float in the upper, vaulted 
reaches of San Paolo Converso, a 16th-century for-
mer church and convent in Piazza Sant’Eufemia, not 
far from Milan’s celebrated Duomo (whose facade 
was fashioned by many of the same skilled crafts-
men who later worked on San Paolo).  

So close to the ceiling are we that I can practically 
reach out and touch any number of faded cherubs, 
or the painted banner reading ascendo ad patrem 
meum—roughly, “I go up to my father.” Locatelli 
gestures to a set of regularly spaced holes lining 
the ceiling’s edge, not visible from below. “These 
were used,” he says, “to hold the wooden scaffolding 
when they were painting the structure.” And that is 
when a dizzy realization strikes: You are enjoying a 
close-up view that no human has since the flower-
ing of the Italian cinquecento, when Antonio and 
Vincenzo Campi—of the famed family of painters 
from Cremona—labored at this very apex. 

To climb to this paradise, we have ascended, 
via steeply angled stairs, another kind of scaffold: 
a four-story, 50-ton structure of black, welded 
steel, which rises, floor to ceiling, like a muscular, 
minimal, modernist building within a building, 
containing a good number of the firm’s 50-plus 
employees. Remarkably, owing to San Paolo’s “super 
landmarked” status (“super” being a favorite modi-
fier of the enthusiastic Locatelli), the structure is 
entirely disconnected from the church. “It is an 
object,” he says. “A piece of furniture.” 

That this church, which was deconsecrated after 
World War II, should now house CLS Architetti, the 
firm co-founded by Locatelli, a 48-year-old Bergamese 
architect who studied under Kenneth Frampton at 
Columbia University, is the result of a series of almost 
novelistic twists, a radical design vision and a momen-
tous act of engineering. The plot is only thickened 
by the fact that the firm more typically works with 
designers, not deacons; its clients include Italian 
Vogue editor Franca Sozzani and Viktor & Rolf. As 
I enter San Paolo, another client, Roberto Bolle, the 
dancer with La Scala and the American Ballet Theatre, 
is on his way out.

In a slightly conspiratorial tone, as if recounting 
current gossip, Locatelli tells me the church was built 
by Ludovica Torelli, the wid-
owed Countess of Guastalla. 
“Big families were putting 
their daughters in the con-
vents,” he says, “because 
they didn’t want to divide 
the capital they had.” During 
the Counter-Reformation, 
San Paolo was split into two churches: one, up front,  
for the public; the other, behind a huge wall ris-
ing behind the altar, for the now-cloistered nuns. 
Standing on the altar, Locatelli—who incidentally 
looks a bit sacerdotal himself, dressed in head-to-toe 
black with a flash of white collar peeking out—points 
to a small, high window. 

“There is a moment in the Mass where the priest 
lifts up the body of Christ,” he says. “This round 
symbol; that’s why there’s this hole, so they could 
see it.” In order for the nuns to be able to hear the 
sermon and for the public to hear the nuns’ choir, 
he notes, the acoustics were outstanding—Locatelli 
actually needed an engineer to tamp them down. 
Even now, one is surprised to catch the sound of a 
stray, distant murmur.

The church’s architect, he notes, wasn’t famous, 
but what has always distinguished San Paolo are 
the frescoes, ranked among the Campi brothers’ 

most significant work 
(and said to have inspired 
Caravaggio). They are 
found around the altar, and 
in the chapels (once pledged 
to prominent Milanese 
families) that line each 
side of the main church 

and where, behind ornate iron railings, architects 
now sit tapping at computers. There is something 
wonderfully jarring about the melding of old and 
new. Like the huge Marcel Wanders “Skygarden” 
pendant lamp now commanding the sacristy, or two 
colleagues meeting over a sleek table while behind 
them towers, in epic Renaissance-era glory, Antonio 

Campi’s Conversion of Saint Paul.
Locatelli admits he needed his own conver-

sion. There was little that pointed toward adaptive 
reuse in the firm’s profile, which encompasses styl-
ish, art-inflected apartments in cities from Hanoi 
to Zurich; sleek, volumetric shoe factories in Italy; 
and the hyper-rational geometry of Milan’s Galleria 
Lia Rumma, one of the largest private galleries in 
Europe. When he first saw San Paolo, he wondered 
if he could make such a dramatic, monumental and 
history-laden space feel contemporary, human 
scale, his own. “When I got here the first time, I was, 
honestly, bowing at the altar. I do not believe that 
much, but you feel the spirit of the church.” 

For someone who admits to “not being religious, 
not really connected to God,” how did Locatelli 
come to call this church his professional home? 
After Napoleon dissolved the adjoining convent, 
the church fell into historical slumber. The con-
vent buildings were bombed during World War II 
(and replaced by buildings by Giò Ponti and Piero 
Portaluppi, which rather clumsily surround the 
church). In the 1960s and ’70s, Locatelli tells me, the 
church was used as a recording studio by the Italian 
pop legend Mina, a.k.a. the Tiger of Cremona, whom 
he rhapsodically dubs “this bird singing in this crazy 
way—a huge voice.” (She was banned from Italian 

“The sTrucTure of  
The church is alive. 

iT’s beauTiful.”
–massimiliano locaTelliHIGH CONCEPT 

Architects at work inside 
the soaring, free-standing 

“house within a house,” 
built in the former nuns’ 
choir. Previous page: A 

meeting area at Locatelli’s 
firm, with The Martyrdom 

of St. Paul by Antonio 
Campi in the background. 
The doorway leads to the 

former sacristy.
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MAN WITH A PLAN 
Locatelli, whose clients 

include the fashion 
house Viktor & Rolf 

and the dancer Roberto 
Bolle, in his office.  

The lighting is by Flos.



MASS APPEAL  The front section of the church. Locatelli has started appointing curators to program exhibitions in 
the space where congregants once gathered. Opposite, clockwise from top left: San Paolo’s facade; quadratura paintings 
viewable at close range from the office’s upper level; a dining area in the convent’s former crypt, where employees meet 
every afternoon for lunch; a side view of the central steel structure.

his memory was hazy. “It was not properly visible 
in that moment,” he recalls. Visiting it again, he had 
trouble imagining simply deploying the whole office 
on the church floor. The space felt dark and, appropri-
ately, cloistered. Faced with the constraint of being 
able to alter nothing, of literally not being allowed 
to touch the walls, he came up with the idea for the 
steel structure. It would, he thought, act as a kind of 
frame, a way to connect employees to each other and 
to the surroundings without being overwhelmed. 
It was, curiously, a large-scale version of a metal 
“house within a house” concept he had designed for 
the Museo Bagatti Valsecchi, in Milan, also a histori-
cal structure whose appearance could not be altered. 
The church, he says, “loved the idea.” Though not 
immediately. “Time for them is so different,” he says. 
“It took a year and a half to sign the contract. They 
think in forever—what’s a year and a half?” 

Once the church and Locatelli had agreed on 
terms for a lease long enough to justify his own 
investment, they approached the governmental 
landmarks office for approval. “They are super 
conservative. Usually they are frustrated archi-
tects—just like in New York.” The steel structure 
met the criteria that nothing be attached to the 
building; but, the landmarks office wondered, would 
it visually obstruct the frescoes in the back of the 
church? Renderings showed the impact would not 
be substantial—what’s more, through weekly tours 
offered by the firm, visitors would actually be able to 
better see the artwork, by climbing up into the steel 
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television for having a child out of wedlock, with 
a married man.) More recently, the church housed 
the Milan salesroom of Christie’s, with white panels 
on the walls to display art. “For them it was just a 
space,” he says.

Then he tells a story. One day, he was walking 
down the street when he stopped in a small shop to 
buy a few Christmas presents. The owner told him 
she was selling the store. He saw stairs leading up. 
He wondered, Is there more? There were four sto-
ries, but the whole structure, a sliver filling the void 
between a large apartment building and a church, 
was just 10 feet wide (recalling the famously nar-
row New York City house—75½ Bedford Street—on 
which Locatelli, who divides his time between Milan 
and New York, had unsuccessfully bid). He made an 
offer on the spot. She proposed that she introduce 
him to the church—the building’s owner—for “key 
money.” “I said, ‘Cool, baby, let’s go to church,’ ” he 
jokes of the hardball signora. And so, after signing 
a long-term lease, he redesigned the structure, a 
task made more difficult by its status as a “reflected 
landmark” (i.e., in the shadow of a church). Church 
officials were so pleased with the result, he notes 
wryly, they said they hoped he would “leave the 
space as soon as possible because we want to rent it 
for three times as much.”

They then told him: “By the way, we have a church. 
We think your office could be there.” Not the church 
next door, but another one in the diocese—San Paolo. 
He had been there once, for a jewelry auction, but 

structure. Indeed, sitting in Locatelli’s “module,” 
as he terms the offices, is an impromptu seminar in 
Renaissance artistic technique. Look one way, and 
within 10 feet are quadratura paintings, trompe 
l’oeil images hinting at open spaces beyond the 
church walls. Look another, and there is an illusion-
istic di sotto in sù (Italian for “from below to above”) 
rendering of a saint. “You can really see how they 
were not painted to be seen from here,” he says. “The 
hands are huge.”

But what about all that extra weight on the floor 
of a nearly 500-year-old church? An inflatable swim-
ming pool–like device was slowly filled with water, 
to simulate the pressure all that steel would place 
on the edifice. “The whole dome moved one tenth of 
an inch, and that was it.” He adds, enthusiastically: 
“The structure is alive; it’s beautiful.” 

If the church no longer moves, the steel structure 
still does, and it can be a bit disconcerting at first, 
sitting over lunch in the top-floor conference room, 
to feel a ripple of motion. Now even something 
seemingly incidental—the black steel bookcases in 
each office—are helping to stabilize the structure. 
So of a piece is the whole unit that the Locatelli-
designed tables in each office echo the language of 
the steel girders. Neon strip lighting, designed, says 
Locatelli, by Flos to be closer to the “Kelvin temper-
ature” of daylight, lends a warm tone to the mass 
of steel and stone. Such exacting detail is found 
throughout the church; in the bathrooms adjoining 
the sacristy, for example, the fixtures are made from 
the same types of marble found in the altar. As I peer 
in, I note that even the flush mechanism is discreetly 
covered in the stuff.

Locatelli admits that some find the notion of an 
Italian church and nunnery converted into architec-
tural offices difficult to fathom. At an opening event 
in December, at which the Swedish singer Lykke Li 
(a friend of Locatelli’s) performed, he says a few cli-
ents were confused. “Everybody thought we rented 
this for one night,” he laughs. He sees the surround-
ings as a kind of challenge for his practice: In the 
light of Renaissance majesty, he says, “you have to 
be quite perfect.” He does not want to merely “use 
the power of the church for advertising”; he says he 
wants “to give it life.” To that end, he has contracted 
a curator (one he met through his boyfriend, the 
artist Alexander May) to program exhibitions in 
the front of the church as well as the private square 
out front—where, in another blend of new and old, 
I spotted a maquette of the stairway of the steel 
structure inside next to a statue of a saint. 

Standing in the building’s crypt—a large white 
room with rows of marble columns reaching up to 
graceful double-barreled vaults, filled with long 
tables (including a “Table of Ideas,” where four 
employees will spend a year working on blue-sky 
projects)—I ask if the weight of history includes 
buried bodies. “Sure,” he says, stamping his foot. 
“I think so.” They dug six inches below to install 
humidity-reducing insulation but discovered no 
bones. “I’ve been alone here sometimes, working 
late at night, and I’m not scared,” he says, adding 
that he’s found at San Paolo something he consid-
ers the ultimate measure of a space: “I feel really at 
peace here.” •



FLIGHTS OF ANGELS 
Locatelli built a steel 

structural element that 
obscured the crucifix 

in the nuns’ choir. The 
cross was “too strong,” 

he says. “Not because 
I mind, but in case 

someone from another 
religion comes in. This 
is not a religious place 

anymore.” Opposite: The 
Adoration of the Shepherds 

by Antonio Campi over 
the church’s main altar; 

above that hovers  
the conference room.
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Designers Domenico Dolce and Stefano Gabbana built a business around mixing Italian 
tradition with sex appeal. Now, as the duo expands Alta Sartoria, a new couture collection for 

men, the brand is evolving into a full-fledged luxury fashion house. 

MEASURE

MEASURE
FOR

DOLCE VITA 
“We were just two guys whose dream it was to make 
clothes,” says Gabbana (left) of launching the  
now-billion-dollar brand he founded with Dolce, who 
learned his tailoring skills from his Sicilian father. 
Here, the pair wear their own designs.



D
omenico Dolce’s earliest memories 
of growing up in the ancient Sicilian 
town of Polizzi Generosa are of nap-
ping in his father’s tailoring shop, 
warmed by the heat of a coal stove. 
By the age other children were play-

ing soccer in the cobblestone streets, Dolce—who 
had watched his father, Saverio, stitch everything 
from wedding gowns to suit jackets—had picked up a 
needle and thread. “I was 6 when I made my first pair 
of pants,” he remembers. “And I would help: If a man 
had one shoulder that was higher than the other, I 
stretched the fabric. I learned many tricks.”

It was the beginning of a lifelong apprentice-
ship, and today Dolce, 56, continues to employ those 
skills as he helms the fashion house he co-founded 
with Stefano Gabbana, 52, a Milanese native who 
met Dolce in 1980, after studying graphic design. 
Nearly 30 years after their first runway show, their 
venture has grown into a global brand, represented 
by archetypal figures who seem plucked straight 
from Fellini’s imagination: Sicilian widows, baroque 
aristocrats, Adonis-like sportsmen, lace-adorned 
ingénues, roguishly handsome gangsters and sirenic 
housewives. Dolce & Gabbana offers women’s, men’s 
and children’s wear, perfumes, cosmetics, watches, 
eyewear and jewelry. The designers even dress the 
soccer team A.C. Milan for any off-field engagements. 

Three years ago, they added to this list Alta Moda, 
a biannual couture collection of one-of-a-kind, deca-
dently decorated, handmade gowns that look like 
pieces of art and command similar prices—$40,000 
and up. Last  fall, the duo launched a corresponding 
men’s collection, Alta Sartoria (which translates as 

high tailoring), bringing the designers’ take on Italian 
glamour to a bespoke men’s wardrobe. For the first 
time, everything they sell can be customized, from 
a jacket’s buttons to hats, bags and shoes. “Nobody 
thinks about couture for men,” says Gabbana. “This is 
a new kind of relationship with the clients—they can 
make what they want. For every coat, they will know 
that it’s half Domenico and Stefano and half them.” 

Despite the collection’s extravagances, the design-
ers intend it as a return to the basic values of Saverio 
Dolce’s day. “We are doing Alta Sartoria just for the 
love of Italian tradition,” says Dolce. Rather than a 
customer simply buying something premade off the 
rack, he can select, say,  the superfine purple vicuña 
fabric and gold buttons for a one-off three-piece 
suit, with matching velvet slippers, gold cuff links 
and rings, all of it handmade to his measurements 
by the designers’ studio of longtime tailors, jewel-
ers and cobblers. Until now, orders for these unique 
pieces could be placed only in Milan, in a dedicated 
atelier within a 16th-century palazzo that houses 
Dolce & Gabbana’s Corso Venezia flagship, decorated 
with furniture from design legend Giò Ponti. Starting 
this fall, clients will be able to order Alta Sartoria in 
New York City, at the brand’s Fifth Avenue store. “We 
are learning, with Alta Sartoria, a new approach for 
this [type of] customer,” says Gabbana. “For us it’s 
strange—but very interesting.”

“These people are very private,” says Dolce of their 
global clientele, which includes customers  from the 
Middle East, Russia and China as well as Switzerland, 
Singapore and the United States.  “None of the men 
have the same style.” 

The line also represents an important shift in 
their contemporary business strategy: growing the 
luxury components of the brand while shuttering 
their lower-priced line, D&G, which once littered high 
streets with T-shirts, belts and jeans in its trademark 
sans-serif logo. “Alta Sartoria is helping position 
them at a high level and showing the men’s consumer 
that Dolce & Gabbana has evolved far beyond sports-
wear,” says retail consultant Robert Burke. “It’s a 
one-stop shop for that very high-end, luxury client 
who takes the way they dress very seriously.”

Creating such an exalted fashion line wasn’t some-
thing they’d conceived of when they first launched. 
“We were just two guys whose dream it was to make 
clothes,” says Gabbana, who describes his role as pro-
viding a creative framework for Dolce’s technically 
inspired feats. The pair, who were once romantically 
involved but separated in 2005, have made a busi-
ness of playing yin to the other’s yang, and they often 
speak as though they are one person.

Gabbana: “We are restoring…” 
Dolce: “…the tradition of real elegance.” 
Gabbana: “The fashion world is confused about the 

word tailoring.” 
Dolce: “Everyone has a tailor—they are normal, 

like someone just cooking a nice dish. But the prob-
lem is the proportion. I have a short leg and a long 
waist. Good tailoring…”

Gabbana: “…is like a corset for a woman; it changes 
your proportions.”

Yet their style of tailoring would probably never 
be found on buttoned-up Savile Row (except, perhaps, 
their dapper suits in gray Prince of Wales check wool 
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“Nobody thiNks 
about couture 
for meN. this  
is a New kiNd of 
relatioNship 
with the clieNts.”

–stefaNo GabbaNa

FANTASTIC MAN  Everything in the Alta Sartoria  
line can be customized according to personal preference, 
from the color of thread for the buttonholes to the type 
of leather used for the shoes. All clothing and accessories 
Dolce & Gabbana Alta Sartoria. Model, Andrés Velencoso 
at IMG; grooming, Cash Lawless.

or their velvet tuxedos). Among the ensembles at the 
line’s first runway show were a Bordeaux-colored croc 
overcoat with matching croc pochette case and lace-
up shoes; a dramatic ankle-length, robe-like coat in 
black astrakhan; a floral-print silk and velvet night-
shirt and matching pants worn with a tuxedo shirt, a 
cummerbund and a bow tie; and a green silk jacquard 
jacket shown with a velvet bow tie, croc belt and croc 
shoes, all in verdant hues. But, the designers insist, the 
shows are merely intended as a launchpad for their cli-
ents’ imagination—nearly anything is possible.

Gabbana: “Alta Sartoria is a dream. A lot of cus-
tomers are asking for brocade jackets. We don’t live 
this kind of life. I wake up and make food for my dog. 
But these people live a different life.”

Dolce: “Oh, I love it. This morning for breakfast, 
I wore a brown silk taffeta robe with a velvet lining, 
and crocodile and suede slippers. For me, it makes it a 
good morning. It changes your life.”

Gabbana: “I can’t.” (Rolls his eyes.) “I wear black 
jogging pants, white socks and a white T-shirt. But he 
influences me—two days ago, I stopped in a Japanese 
shop and bought a tiger-print kimono to wear at 
home. He said, ‘A kimono?’ ” 

Dolce: “That will inspire the next show—Madame 
Butterfly!” (Laughter.) 

Dolce & Gabbana estimated that its revenues 
last year were over $1 billion.  Such a stellar perfor-
mance is presumably what attracted the attention of 
the Italian government, which in 2007 filed charges 
accusing Dolce and Gabbana of tax evasion and sought 
to have them incarcerated. After years of court bat-
tles, the pair were finally cleared by Italy’s highest 
court last fall. “If you make money and become rich 
and famous, some people in  Italy become envious,” 
says Gabbana. “It was hard. But I was never wor-
ried, because I knew we hadn’t done anything wrong. 
When we won, my reaction was just ‘OK.’ Domenico 
jumped on the table, he was so happy and laughing. 
But I just said, ‘OK.’ ” 

Meanwhile, the designers hope that the launch of 
Alta Sartoria will give men the freedom to explore 
their own identity, through the medium of fashion. 
For these two, more is at stake than the natty cut of 
a lapel. 

“Globalization has destroyed things like elegance 
and tradition,” says Gabbana. “Fashion can make men 
afraid—but you won’t lose any power because of a 
baby-blue jacket lining.”

“This is about individuality: Choose what you 
want,” Dolce says, tapping the table with his fist 
and shooting an intense look. “Men can buy their 
own ideas.” •
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GATES OF HEAVEN   
The front portico of 
Youngsbury, Langmead’s 
house in Hertfordshire, 
England, which was built 
in 1745. Opposite: The 
renovated kitchen, with 
an Aga stove and a view of 
the garden. 

BY SARAH MEDFORD 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARTYN THOMPSON

Christie’s chief content officer Jeremy Langmead  
hopes to repackage the historic auction house for the  
21st century—not unlike what’s he’s doing for  
his Georgian-era estate in the English countryside. 

THIS OLD 
 HOUSE 



England. My connection is that I just spend money, 
where they were all so good at making it. This is the 
generation where that will stop.”

Youngsbury’s new residents are not money peo-
ple but ideas people. Rayner is a partner at Surgery, 
a London public relations firm. Before Christie’s, 
Langmead served as editor in chief of Wallpaper 
and British Esquire, and was the founding editor of 
Mr Porter, the urbane online magazine owned by Web 
retailer Net-a-Porter. “Jeremy is an incredible racon-
teur,” says his friend Natalie Massenet, founder and 
executive chairman of the Net-a-Porter Group, “and 
an exceptionally talented journalist.” 

Youngsbury, with nine bedrooms and a servant’s 
wing, seems to have inspired Langmead’s transforma-
tion from jet-setting editor to house-party-weekend 
host and cash-strapped country squire. Biomass 
boilers and Lavender Pekin chickens have become 
preoccupations; so has decorating. In Primrose Hill 
he’d gone in for a denlike David Hicks look, which 

would’ve seemed out of place in Hertfordshire. He 
considered minimalism for a few days, since the cou-
ple’s combined London belongings barely filled one 
room, but when he realized how much pristine noth-
ingness would cost and how little comfort it might 
offer, he thought again.

“The English country house look, but with a bit 
of a twist—that became the goal,” Langmead says. 
“My friends would laugh if I tried anything else.” His 
approach suits the idiosyncrasies of Youngsbury, with 
its grand architectural accretions (the filigreed-iron 
staircase in the front hall was believed to have been 

purchased from Chiswick House, Lord Burlington’s 
neo-Palladian villa near London, and installed when 
the hall was expanded) and practical shortcomings 
(none of the bathrooms had showers—the couple 
added them, as well as repairing the roof and updat-
ing the kitchen).

“We decided we’d do it one room at a time,” 
Langmead says. “A few investment pieces, then fill in 
with things from auctions, jumble shops, parents and 
friends. But I couldn’t wait—I wanted to start having 
weekend guests.” He admits to being a promiscu-
ous shopper who gravitates to color and pattern. 
“Simon’s the practical one—he keeps getting on 
courses like sewing, upholstery, chicken husbandry.” 
Rayner’s sewing den off the entry hall is blanketed in 
ticking fabrics, while Langmead’s study, in the for-
mer butler’s pantry behind the kitchen, brims with 
ikat cushions, a striped carpet and books piled onto 
shelves that once held soup tureens and oyster plates. 
As soon as they have the ground floor in shape, the 

J
EREMY LANGMEAD parts the underbrush 
to show off an algae-flecked pond near the 
gardener’s cottage on his property. He 
moved to Youngsbury—a Georgian-era 
estate in Hertfordshire, an hour or so north 
of London—in the spring of 2013 and is still 

assessing the work to be done; he’s been told the pond 
was a popular bathing spot in the 19th century, and 
the idea seems worth revisiting. The only sound is an 
intermittent chime from Youngsbury’s bell tower.

“Good old Simon—he’ll spend an hour up there 
sorting it out, which I couldn’t be bothered with,” 
Langmead tells me. Simon Rayner, his husband of 
one month, has just taken us on a tour inside the 
tower and has stayed behind to wind the aged clock. 
Rayner grew up in the Lake District and trained on 
the competitive riding circuit, while Langmead, an 
avowed urbanite, shocked his London friends when 
the couple announced they were moving out beyond 
the M25 motorway. 

Langmead, who is 49, thinks of himself as a 
storyteller—as Christie’s chief content officer, he 
oversees its websites and the production of various 
print magazines worldwide, each full of hook-laden 
narratives crafted to educate a new audience about 
buying at auction—and plotlines thick and thin are 
woven through his workdays. For the past two years, 
Youngsbury and its history have been filtering into 
his imagination. Built in 1745, the manor enjoyed a 
few golden centuries before relinquishing most of 
its great park —a swath of forested hills and a river 
valley that had been restyled by noted landscape 
architect Lancelot “Capability” Brown—and even its 
uppermost floor, which the owners lopped off in the 
1950s to make the place more manageable. (“As one 
does,” says Langmead, wincing.)

Rescuing a noble house in reduced circumstances 
makes for a compelling story. But Youngsbury also 
raises challenges for Langmead, who is faced with 
updating the 270-year-old estate while maintain-
ing its heritage. You could say nearly the same thing 
about the owner of Christie’s, François Pinault, the 
Frenchman whose private holding company, Groupe 
Artemis, acquired the 249-year-old auction house 
in 1998—the first time in its history that ownership 
passed to a non-Briton—and seeks to maintain its 
position as the world’s pre-eminent broker of art and 
objects. He too knows that changes need to be made. 
Company profits have not always kept pace with the 
frothy art market; in December, Christie’s announced 
the appointment of a new CEO, Patricia Barbizet, a 
trusted Pinault deputy and the CEO of Artemis, to 
replace the outgoing Steven Murphy. It’s expected 
that she will re-examine the auctioneer’s business 
model in the context of the fashion and luxury goods 
businesses that have long been Pinault’s bread and 
butter. (François-Henri Pinault, his son, became 
chairman of Artemis in 2003; he declined to comment 
for this article.)

For Langmead, this could mean increased influ-
ence in a position that was created for him only a year 
ago. His hire, part of a larger strategy to prioritize 
digital growth and e-commerce, is an acknowledg-
ment that Christie’s audience has never been more 
global or more diversified. For every customer 
who attends a cocktail preview in London or New 

York, there are tens of thousands more who might 
prefer to browse remotely, anonymously, without 
ceremony. “You can’t lose the grandness—the red 
carpet, the doorman in a cap,” Langmead maintains. 
“But to some extent, the magazine and the Web can 
become your new shop windows.” For Christie’s, 
those windows face out on an increasingly crowded 
digital boulevard. No wonder Langmead has sunk so 
gratefully into Youngsbury’s sylvan landscape. The 
challenges here are many, too, but at least he has the 
luxury of time.  

Dressed in a Breton-striped sweater, jeans and rub-
ber boots, Langmead leads me around the decrepit 
conservatory, where grapevines curl up through bro-
ken windows. We pass a walled garden, a woodland 
folly teeming with pine cones and a thicket where 
Roman treasure was discovered a century before, or 
so the story goes. The bell chimes incessantly. “God 
knows what Simon’s doing,” says Langmead, less 
cheerily now.

As we round the corner of the house, Rayner’s head 
shoots out the clock tower window. “I’m locked in. 
Didn’t you hear me ringing?”

 

W
HEN AN ESTATE agent first gave 
Langmead and Rayner a bro-
chure for Youngsbury, they 
were sharing a bachelor flat in 
London’s Primrose Hill. Already 
priced out of the market for 

weekend cottages in the Cotswolds, they felt uncer-
tain about where to go next to find more space. Rayner 
was intrigued by Youngsbury; Langmead refused to 
visit. A few months later, he knew the property would 
be theirs from about halfway up the drive, with sheep 
grazing decoratively around the park and kestrels 
circling above. “One of the Barclays banking fam-
ily owned it,” he explains, “and he married someone 
from the Lloyds banking family. A few decades later, 
the place was bought by the governor of the Bank of 

“The Magazine and web 
can becoMe chrisTie’s 

new shop windows.”
–JereMy LangMead
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SOFT, WHAT LIGHT  The pink sitting room (above), one of the first to be 
finished, was the site of the couple’s wedding lunch. Left: The light-flooded entry 
hall, which Langmead cites as “reason alone to buy the house.” 

MASTERS OF THE HOUSE   
Above: Rayner’s and Langmead’s 
Jack Russell terrier, Bob.  
Top right: Langmead in his study. 

TABLE TALK   
In the dining room,  
red spindle-back chairs 
from Ikea liven up an 
otherwise stately setting.



and content-rich place to begin that journey.” 
Christie’s was the first to launch online participa-

tion in live auctions, ahead of Sotheby’s, in 2006, and 
currently holds the record for highest-priced work 
ever sold online: Edward Hopper’s October on Cape 
Cod, which went for $9.6 million in 2012. Both houses 
are racing into the area of untimed online sales: 
Christie’s now has watch and handbag boutiques on 
its website with buy-it-now features, while Sotheby’s, 
which signed a partnership with eBay in 2014 to fur-
ther juice its Web transactions, has built a new online 
shopping platform, debuting this spring.

There are obvious hurdles to a more digital future. 
Georgina Adam, a journalist with the Art Newspaper 
and author of the recent book Big Bucks: The Explosion 
of the Art Market in the 21st Century, calls out the 
difficulty of moving the sale of unique seven- and 
eight-figure works online: “The best art has a power 
that can only be experienced face to face,” she says. 
“Showing art online removes the experience of being 

in contact with an artwork directly, reduces it just to 
the image.” She’s also skeptical about the digital sales 
figures being paraded about by the auction houses. 
“Even when there are million-dollar sales, the trans-
action is just completed online—generally the buyer 
has seen the art in person first. I think that the upper 
end will prove more resistant.”

While online sales are dwarfed by the high-
watermark trading of Rothkos and Picassos—in 2014, 
Christie’s reported $192 million in online sales out of 
a total $8.4 billion, or around 2 percent—their growth 
potential is enormous. Transactions are being done 
in nearly 70 countries worldwide, with the most 
popular categories being retail-friendly fashion, 
photography, wine and jewelry, as well as lower-
priced examples of postwar and contemporary art. 
In 2012 the company hired John Auerbach, formerly 
with Gilt Groupe, to lead its e-commerce channel, and 
he is paying close attention to new buyer acquisition 
through christies.com. (In 2014, 32 percent of buyers 

in online-only sales were new to the company.)
Langmead, meanwhile, is building a team that 

can feed content to both the website and various 
print products, including a new interiors publica-
tion and the reinvigorated Christie’s magazine—now 
a bimonthly, two-volume mille-feuille of beauty, 
wisdom and aspiration sent to some 15,000 top cus-
tomers. He is most excited about christies.com, 
relaunched last fall with a robust feed of art market 
news aggregated from around the Web. Talks are on 
internally and externally to evolve the way inventory 
is viewed online; Langmead isn’t alone in thinking 
the experience must be transformed if digital sales 
are to reach meaningful levels. “It’s possible, and no 
one’s doing it in our space,” he says. “There’s a com-
pany I’ve admired for ages, and I think they’re keen 
to work with us; we’ve been talking.” He admits it 
will be many months before the online experience 
is where he wants it to be. “And, obviously, with the 
Web, it will be a journey that just never stops, because 
the technology ages so quickly. At the moment we’ve 
got tons of little microsites all cobbled together. It’s a 
bit like that saucepan in Fatal Attraction—you lift the 
lid and there’s a bunny boiling away inside, so you put 
the lid back on.”

The better he understands the rhythms of 
Christie’s business, the more Langmead sees poten-
tial in multiple platforms. The Web’s immediacy is 
already proving invaluable as new auction business 
materializes after catalog deadlines. “With postwar 
and contemporary, especially,” he says, “some of the 
big lots don’t come in until the last minute, and you 
can’t find time to put all that into print.” Likewise, 
by issuing the magazine in two parts, Langmead 
has positioned it to do a better job of promoting late 
consignments. The glossy-paper Preview highlights 
upcoming sales and happenings, while the rag-paper 
Review takes a reflective, more literary approach; 
for the first issue, he lined up Zadie Smith, William 

Dalrymple and V.S. Naipaul to contribute.  “I know 
quite a few writers,” he says, “many through my 
friend Andrew O’Hagan, my ex’s ex. You know what 
they said about the Bloomsbury Group—‘Lived in 
squares, loved in triangles’? That was sort of us, up 
in Primrose Hill.”

With spring on the way, Langmead and Rayner 
are thinking about renovating Youngsbury’s walled 
garden and planting a wildflower meadow to replace 
a section of lawn that borders the terrace. A Great 
Dane puppy named Hector is new to the fold, and 
they’re contemplating the addition of geese. Back at 
his Mayfair office, Langmead’s stable is growing, too, 
with a series of new hires and construction under way 
on an open-plan space to accommodate them all. The 
setting has been chosen, the characters have been 
assembled, the plot is unfolding. “A house should tell 
a story,” says Langmead. “I really believe that.” •

couple plans to turn the former service kitchen into 
a Gosford Park boot room, with cream-colored bead-
board and hooks all around.

The sitting room at the front of the house was one of 
the first to be finished. (Instagram post, August 2014: 
“Granny-style sitting room nearly complete. Sofas all 
found on eBay. And no smell of wee.”) The couple’s 
wedding lunch was held here and in the dining room, 
with the previous owner’s family portraits still on 
the walls, a threadbare carpet bought at auction from 
Christie’s underfoot and vermillion spindle-back 
chairs from Ikea banking a 12-foot table. Quite a few 
friends stayed over the entire weekend. “Simon and I 
have known each other three years—he works fast,” 
Langmead says. “I never thought I’d be living in the 
country—I never thought I’d be married to a bloke. I 
don’t look back.” He has two college-age sons from a 
former marriage to the writer India Knight, and they 
often come to stay in the rear wing, with its thrift-
shop furniture. “Jeremy’s always had the ability to 

surprise,” says his close friend Richard Madden, an 
actor. “Mind you, I think even he is surprised to find 
himself living on a 97-acre estate with horses, dogs, 
cats and chickens.”

The Christie’s job came up a year into the couple’s 
new life at Youngsbury. “One minute I was working 
in a massive digital hub in Shepherd’s Bush, and the 
next I was in St. James’s, behind Christie’s doors,” 
Langmead says wryly. “But if you think too hard, you 
miss out on opportunities.” Though every now and 
then he regrets leaving Massenet and the “kookiness” 
of the fashion world behind, he’s found the auction 
world to be equally immersive: “At Net-a-Porter I was 
paid to learn about the Web. At Christie’s I’m paid to 
learn about art, furniture and collecting.”

Though he makes it all sound very genteel, 
Christie’s is navigating a turbulent and brutishly 
competitive marketplace (unlike Net-a-Porter, 
whose trajectory from start-up to trophy acquisition 
was sharp and short; in 2010, Swiss luxury group 

Richemont, then a partial shareholder, bought the 
remaining 67 percent of the company for $341 mil-
lion, for a total valuation of $533 million). Margins 
have slipped on its high-end auction sales even as 
art prices continue to climb, and the number of com-
peting online-only sellers of smaller-ticket art and 
objects is growing. (Christie’s remains the industry 
leader in auction sales, with $8.4 billion in 2014; clos-
est rival Sotheby’s posted $6 billion during the same 
period.) For Barbizet and other top Christie’s execu-
tives, the need to build an audience by connecting 
digitally with the global buyer has never been more 
acute. “Certainly new client acquisition is a priority 
and remains the critical measure for our e-commerce 
channel as we enter this next phase of growth,” 
says Stephen Brooks, Christie’s global chief operat-
ing officer. “Every aspiring collector—regardless of 
age—starts his or her collecting journey by seeking 
information and engagement in a work of art, and we 
are determined to make Christie’s the most accessible 

“i never ThoughT i’d be 
Living in The counTry.  

i never ThoughT i’d be 
Married To a bLoke.”

–LangMead
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SIMPLE TREASURES  
In the drawing room, 

the Soane wall bracket 
and the green tray table 
are both from Pentreath 
& Hall. The portrait, by 
Howard Tangye, is from 
Hus Gallery in London.  

GREENER PASTURES 
Above: A serpentine chest 
painted in a floral pattern 
and a fringed chair in one of 
the bedrooms. Left: Local 
jam and bread for breakfast. 
Right: The view from 
Youngsbury’s front terrace.  

SIGHT LINES  Above: A painting by Langmead 
hangs over the mantel in the sitting room. Right: 
Copper pots on a kitchen cupboard.



BY MICHAEL CLERIZO 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY ROBIN BROADBENT

PROP STYLING BY NOEMI BONAZZI 

Meet the five watchmakers  
who have the cognoscenti lining up.

RIGHT  
ON TIME

Tucked away in workshops from Dresden, Germany, 
to the Isle of Man are a few master horologists who are 
creating sought-after timepieces. These tiny enter-
prises produce a limited number of watches each year 
and command rabid devotion among collectors  
who relish a rare luxury: personally meeting their 
watchmaker. From left, five examples of their handi-
work. For details see Sources, page 126.

LANG & HEYNE  Founded by fifth-generation watch-
maker Marco Lang, 44, this Dresden-based atelier 
makes fewer than 40 watches a year. Lang’s designs 
often incorporate traditional German elements, 
as with the bleached silver dial of this Moritz von 
Sachsen model, which also tracks the earth’s declina-
tion (the angle of the equator in relation to the sun).

VOUTILAINEN  Born in Finland, Kari Voutilainen, 52,  
works in tiny Môtiers, Switzerland. He spent more 
than a decade restoring rare timepieces and teaching 
before launching his own company in 2002. Now 
he specializes in intricately decorated dials and 
teardrop-shaped lugs, as seen on this Vingt-8 watch.

ANDREAS STREHLER  Eminent Swiss watchmaker 
Strehler, 44, makes only 10 timepieces each year. 
He has consulted for companies including Harry 
Winston, but his own work attests to his rebellious 
streak: Take the playful design of this Cocon watch, 
which allows a glimpse of his innovative mechanics. 

R. W. SMITH  Clients often wait three years for a 
watch designed by Roger Smith, 44, in his Isle of Man 
studio. His elegantly understated pieces, including 
this platinum Series 2 watch, often feature tradi-
tional English workmanship, such as lush engraving 
and raised Roman numerals. 

GREUBEL FORSEY  Architectural elements are the 
hallmark of Greubel Forsey, a Swiss-based company 
co-founded by French watchmaker Robert Greubel, 
55, and Briton Stephen Forsey, 48. This GMT Black 
watch showcases their flair for dramatic features, 
such as a titanium globe and an inclined tourbillon. •
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B
EFORE HEADING even deeper into the mountains, 
and with dark clouds filling the late morning sky, 
Virgilio Martínez Véliz issues a warning. “I don’t 
want to scare you,” says the 37-year-old Peruvian 
chef, sitting in the second row of a speeding silver 
passenger van, “but there’s a thing that happens 

here in the Andes when it rains a lot. We call them huaycos. The 
rocks start colliding and sparking. Then the water rushes down. 
It takes everything, even the trees.” Thunder rumbles. Raindrops 
peck at the windshield. Recalling one particularly harrowing 
torrent, Martínez pops a wad of coca leaf into his mouth and con-
fesses, “I remember thinking, ‘OK, now we are dead.’ ” 

It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that Martínez regularly 
risks his life in the pursuit of improving Central, the restaurant he 
opened in 2009 in Lima’s affluent Miraflores district, two blocks 
from the Pacific. He has traveled to the Cusco region 47 times in 
the past three years, taking the short flight inland and upward. 
“In my kitchen,” he says, “we are about 250 feet from sea level. 
Here, we’re going on 12,000.” For Martínez, altitude is the key to 
understanding Peru’s rich biodiversity and ancient agricultural 
heritage. It’s even the structuring principle of his menu: Each dish 
is listed next to its elevation of origin. Ingredients from Cusco, the 
high-up heart of the Incan Empire, represent the literal peak of the 
meal in a dish called Extreme Altitude, inspired by what grows at 
4,200 meters, or nearly 14,000 feet. 

With storms still threatening, the van slows and parks beside 

HIGHER LEARNING 
Outside Cusco, Peru, women 

from the Acomayo community 
teach Martínez about the kinds  

of medicinal herbs found  
at 14,000 feet above sea level. 
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At his acclaimed restaurant in Lima,  
chef Virgilio Martínez is taking his national 

cuisine to new heights with a menu 
organized by altitude and ingredients 

found everywhere from the Pacific coast  
to the towering peaks of the Andes. 

Peruvian 
Connection



the Laguna de Pomacanchi in rural Acomayo, a 
two-hour drive from the Cusco airport. The lake is 
motionless, a perfect mirror for everything above 
it: the thunderheads and scant sunbeams, the faces 
of the surrounding mountains we’re readying to 
ascend. Martínez hops out of the van, throws on 
a layer of fleece and looks around excitedly, tak-
ing in the peaks and the shore. His dark bangs fall 
boyishly, framing his eyes. He breathes in the thin 
air without difficulty. Martínez nods proudly in 
the direction of a basic brick and mud structure. 
“Before, no one would come here with me,” he says, 
pointing out that he’ll be hosting 20 Peruvian chefs 
in Acomayo this winter. “We’ll live in that cabin, 
share ideas and cook for a couple days.”  

If contemporary cooking is largely about sourcing 
the rarest ingredients, then Martínez—traversing 
Peru from the Tumbes desert to the Amazon to the 
Andes—has taken that pursuit to extremes. It’s a 
significant shift from earlier in his career, when he 
exported his country’s best-known flavors, open-
ing restaurants for the influential Peruvian chef 
Gastón Acurio in Bogotá, Colombia, and Madrid. 

At Central, on the other hand, Martínez wants to 
impress upon patrons from all over the world the 
idea that Peruvian gastronomy has directly affected 
the course of civilization. “Come on, man,” he says. 
“The potato is Peruvian. Potatoes come from here. 
Who haven’t we fed?” 

Celebrated Brazilian chef Alex Atala has forged a 
similar path on his side of the Amazon and suggests 
that the international legitimization of high-end 
South American cooking will depend on its chefs 
exhaustively exploring their indigenous terrain. 
“An ingredient is not only flavor,” says Atala. “It’s 
culture, and to understand that culture makes a chef 
perceive his ingredient in a more intense and true 
way.” Atala predicts this ethos will spread through-
out the continent. “In the years to come, Chile, 
Argentina, Colombia and Venezuela will surely 

come up with their ‘new’ ingredients and new good 
chefs, too,” he says. “It is our duty to value them.”

“I have two full-time jobs,” says Martínez. 
“Finding edible things that have existed here for-
ever, since before the Incas, and introducing them 
to a modern-day audience.” To make his dual occu-
pation official, Martínez founded the research 
organization Mater Iniciativa in 2012 with his sister 
Malena, a physician 13 months his junior. Together, 
the Martínez siblings journey to places such as Puno, 
in search of edible clay, or to Chanchamayo, look-
ing for the boiled bark of huampo trees. Everything 
they bring back is cataloged in their database on 
two iMacs in the back corner of Central’s open-air 
kitchen (behind the bread station, adjacent to the 
climate-controlled chocolate cabinet and in front 
of the pacay tree). Additional input comes from 
anthropologists and scientists. Karime López, a 
32-year-old Mexican-born chef, develops recipes 
full time with Mater Iniciativa’s findings. 

Meanwhile, Virgilio’s 28-year-old wife, Pía León, 
runs the kitchen at Central, which is the reigning 
Best Restaurant in Latin America according to the 

meal consists of Cascamayta’s thick, pancake-like 
tortillas made from mountain spinach and corn. She 
serves them with cubes of soft, mild cheese and a 
piquant green sauce made from rocoto peppers and 
huacatay, a kind of Peruvian black mint. In addi-
tion, there’s fresh salad made from other chopped 
herbs and a dish of hard-boiled eggs, still uncracked 
in their spotted, caramel-colored shells. Two pear-
shaped vessels are filled with potatoes—in one, 
simple boiled tubers of a supreme creaminess; in the 
other, chuños, golf ball–size specimens imbued with 
the concentrated funk of a truffle and the texture of 
semi-stale bread. 

Martínez explains that the chuños are the result 
of a labor-intensive freeze-drying process wherein 
the women harvest their crop, lay it out in a field to 
freeze overnight, walk on it to remove additional 
moisture and dry it further in the sun. 

“We feel guilty if we don’t know all the potato 
varieties and all the processes that go with them,” 
Martínez says, popping another chuño into his 
mouth. “We are cooks,” he says. “It’s our responsi-
bility to know everything.”

steep, rocky ground, and felt hats with wide brims 
shield their faces from the unforgiving wind. At 
around 14,000 feet, Maruja Mamani Tito stops and 
reaches into her k’eperina, the Technicolor carrying 
cloth fastened across her back, and gently lifts out 
her nine-month-old son. “This is what it takes to be a 
Peruvian chef,” Martínez says. “You need to under-
stand that we all carry each other.” 

Gastón Acurio, whom Martínez still recognizes 
as a mentor, echoes the same sentiment. He has 
long understood that Peruvian cuisine doesn’t have 
the brand recognition of French, Italian, Mexican 
or even Danish food. He believes that pushing its 
agenda requires a unified front. “That’s our mis-
sion as Peruvian chefs,” he says, having recently 
appeared with Martínez and United Nations 
secretary general Ban Ki-moon at a cooking demon-
stration in Lima. “Sharing and helping others all the 
time, building community. That’s how we’ll seduce 
the world with Peruvian food.” 

In a wide, flat clearing, Trinidad Mamani 
Cascamay ta, the group’s oldest member and de facto 
leader, has set up lunch. Spread out on blankets, the 

region-specific rankings sponsored by Pellegrino. 
“Peruvian food,” says Martínez, cleaning his 
pocketknife with his T-shirt, “is so much more than 
just ceviche at the beach.” 

All along the miles-long trail, the Martínezes 
stop to bag samples, kneeling into rivulets, con-
torting through brambles, checking beneath rocks. 
The plant life becomes tougher and gnarlier as we 
ascend. Potential ingredients are everywhere, as 
demonstrated by our guides, several Quechua-
speaking women from the Acomayo community, 
who are direct descendants of the Incas. “This 
is their annual walk to gather medicinal herbs,” 
Martínez explains, noting that he’s been building 
up trust here since founding Mater. “The first time 
we came,” he says, “they thought we were crazy. 
The idea of cooking with some of these ingredients 
doesn’t make any sense to them. It would be like 
putting Xanax in a dish.” 

In their heavy wool skirts, black polleras embroi-
dered with panels of brilliant neon, the women 
march up the mountain. Thin sandals made from 
recycled truck tires protect their feet from the 

ALPINE RETREAT  
Overlooking Laguna de 

Pomacanchi in the south 
of Peru’s Cusco region.

“sharing and 
helping 

others. that’s 
how we’ll 

seduce the 
world with 

peruvian food.” 
–gastÓn acurio
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THINKING INCAN 
Clockwise from top left: A terraced Incan farm at Moray; 

Martínez takes in the plant life at the site of his  
future restaurant and research facility; harvesting salt  

at Maras with his sister Malena.



As Cascamayta begins to demonstrate how she 
uses her haul to make medicine, lightning bolts 
brighten the sky. Cascamayta smashes tejti, a kind 
of lichen, from the belly of a rock and mixes it with 
water to create a traditional antipyretic. “This is the 
first time we’ve seen this product,” says Martínez, 
lying on his stomach, propped up on his elbows in 
the manner of a child watching Sesame Street. She 
continues, mixing mutuy, the leaves of the indigo 
plant, with yawan chanca, a root, in a batch of freshly 
whipped egg whites. “Meringue altura,” Martínez 
says to his sister—a mountain meringue. These 
are all ideas Martínez will consider incorporating 
into the next iteration of his menu. Sometimes he’ll 
change only a few items, but this February saw a 
complete overhaul, with 18 new courses. 

Suddenly, the temperature drops sharply. 
Lightning strikes closer, and it begins to rain. 
Tito suggests we begin our descent. “We beat our 
altitude record today,” says Martínez, pausing to 
collect more flora on the way down. “Forty-four hun-
dred meters [14,435 feet]. That’s the highest we’ve 
ever been.” 

V
IRGILIO MARTÍNEZ began his career 
as a chef with a different kind of for-
aging. In his teens, he was a devoted 
skateboarder, and for a time he was 
training to compete professionally, 
before severely injuring his shoulder. 

Spending entire days skating the streets of Lima 
challenged Martínez to think creatively about food 
(school was less of a draw). “You want to feed your-
self well,” he says, “but you don’t have much money.” 
The son of a bank lawyer, Raúl, and an architect, 
Blanca, Martínez found himself getting to know 
vendors all over town. “We’d buy the greatest fruit,” 
he says, “and put together salads on the street.” He’d 
also track down anticuchos: “barbecued beef hearts 
marinated with chilies,” he says. 

Though he seldom skates now, Martínez still pos-
sesses the laid-back attitude of a boy on his board, 
which can help in a bind. When we flew home from 
Cusco, for example, Martínez was stopped at secu-
rity. “I had all these labeled plastic bags filled with 
plants,” he says. “Drugs are big here. They catch a 
lot of people with drugs. The police wanted to know 

the air better,’ and I took that to mean that it’s good 
for breathing when she actually meant they believe 
it has the power to stop the wind. It got stuck in my 
throat for a while; very uncomfortable.” 

Some of the ingredients he’s most proud of bring-
ing back to his restaurant sound made up. Take, for 
example, cushuro, the caviar-shaped cyanobacteria 
he serves alongside another beautifully aged potato 
product called tunta. He uses it in the aforemen-
tioned Extreme Altitude dish—flanked by courses 
representing zero meters (Octopus in the Desert) 
and 2,750 meters (Mountain Beef, seasoned table-
side with additional dehydrated beef heart)—and 
somehow it captures the feeling of standing in the 
thin Cusco air: Its goodness is subtly dizzying. 
“Cushuro grow like bubbles after the rain in the 
mountains,” Martínez says before heading back into 
the kitchen, where he and León work shoulder to 
shoulder and back to back every night he’s in Lima. 
“They’re almost impossible to find.” 

Just above the Sacred Valley of the Incas, about 
100 miles from Acomayo, and a world away from 
Central, Martínez beelines from the van down a 

what I had in those bags.” Taken away for a private 
screening, Martínez played it cool. “Eventually,” he 
says, “the police recognized me and started sug-
gesting recipes.” 

Riffing on his favorite snack as a teenager, 
Martínez begins most meals at Central with beef 
hearts, but powdered over a dollop of potato purée 
in a small hand-glazed ramekin. To him, there’s 
no better introduction to an already formidable 
national cuisine than his own dressed-up take 
on two of Peru’s seminal ingredients: the potato, 
to which he feels a responsibility bordering on 
ambassadorial duty, and heart meat. It’s a perfectly 
pitched salutation—and it’s heart, so unpack that 
symbolically.

“You know what I hate?” Martínez says. “When 
people say, ‘Oh, your restaurant is amazing; you 
make me feel like I’m in Paris or in New York.’ Don’t 
tell me that,” says Martínez, shaking his head and 
pointing to the banquette near the door where he 
sometimes naps between wrapping up service at 
2  a.m. and heading to the airport at 4  a.m. for the 
first flight out to Cusco. “This dish,” he says firmly, 
“is Welcome to Peru.”

More and more of the world’s discerning eaters 
are flying here for the purpose of culinary discovery, 
and an increasing number of international chefs are 
looking to Lima for inspiration as well. This winter, 
José Andrés, for one, opened China Chilcano, serv-
ing chifa (Peruvian-Chinese food), among other 
traditional plates, in Washington, D.C. Erik Ramirez, 
who cooked with Daniel Humm at New York City’s 
acclaimed Eleven Madison Park, is following suit 
with the Llama Inn, set to open in Williamsburg, 
Brooklyn. Even Barcelona’s esteemed Albert Adrià 
paid homage to Peru with his 2013 venture Pakta (it 
means union in Quechua), focusing on Nikkei reci-
pes, the popular fusion of Japanese and Peruvian 
foods that stemmed from Peru’s large number of 
immigrants from Japan. With such a wide range of 
bold and rustic flavors, Peruvian is a cuisine that 
clearly travels well. In that spirit, Martínez himself 
has also opened two hit restaurants in London: Lima 
and Lima Floral. “The money from London funds 
Mater Iniciativa,” he says.

In December, Martínez traveled from Lima to 
Napa, California, where chef Christopher Kostow 
invited him to participate in his annual Twelve Days 
of Christmas celebration at his three-Michelin-star 
Restaurant at Meadowood. “My whole staff was 
really taken with him,” says Kostow. “He was telling 
stories about loading up with big bags of clay and 
hiking out of the jungle. That’s a hell of a lot more 
romantic than mushroom hunting.” 

To Kostow’s point, Martínez’s descriptions of 
the work that goes into Central resonate as both 
magical and back-breakingly difficult. Trips into the 
Amazon are marked by the mortal danger of nuts 
falling at high speeds from giant trees. “You have 
to wear helmets,” says Martínez, “because they can 
kill you.” With the number of new plants ingested, 
poisoning and choking are imminent risks as well. 
Martínez, who has taken to traveling with transla-
tors and botanists, recalls once eating a succulent 
he shouldn’t have after misunderstanding his local 
guide’s Quechua. “She said something like, ‘It makes 

steep, red-dirt slope. “This is the spot,” he says. “We 
need to start working here immediately.” 

Back in Lima, he’d unveiled extensive blueprints 
for the future headquarters of Mater Iniciativa, 
complete with a recipe lab, space for bench science, 
a comprehensive seed bank, dorms for visiting 
researchers and chefs and a restaurant with an 
uninterrupted 360-degree view of the Andes. He 
says he hopes to start development later this year, 
but he’s already treating the idea with urgency. 
Most ambitious, though, is what Martínez is artic-
ulating now: his desire to farm in the manner of 
the Incas. 

He asks me to imagine the conical pit we’re in, 
landscaped into a series of tiers. Scholars theo-
rize that the Incas used the same method to grow 
hundreds of species of crops. “By using different 

elevations,” he says, “they could essentially create 
microclimates, controlling the amount of sunlight 
the plants received, the irrigation and even the 
temperature.” In other words, agriculture has been 
highly advanced around here for a very long time. 

Up the road, Martínez sits down on a ledge at 
Moray, an Incan ruin and a semi-preserved example 
of what he’s just described. It feels like being at the 
Colosseum if the Colosseum had been a farm. He 
tucks a pinch of coca along his gumline and stares 
down into the concentric, dipping terraces below—
circle after circle—mesmerized. 

“How unbelievable would it be to do our own 
system to understand theirs,” he says, taking in 
the vastness of the site. Martínez runs his fingers 
through the pebbles and eyes the perimeter, extend-
ing his gaze across the plains, toward the Sacred 
Valley and the snowcapped Andes in the distance. 

“We didn’t have a plan when we started Central 
other than auteur cuisine with lots of ego,” he says, 
“lots of ‘me’ and ‘How do I surprise people?’ But com-
ing here changed my whole outlook. The answers and 
the emotions are all here, in our history.” •

“you know what  
i hate? when 
people say, ‘oh, 
your restaurant 
is amazing; you 
make me feel  
like i’m in paris  
or in new york.’ ” 

–virgilio martínez

LATIN FLAIR  
A dish featuring cacao, 
edible clay and lúcuma, 

a subtropical fruit.
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KITCHEN CONFIDENTIAL  
Clockwise from top left: Martínez, a former skateboarder; 

potato purée with grated cacao, powdered beef  
heart, huito flatbread, shrimp emulsion and borage flower; 

Martínez and his wife, Pía León, cooking at Central.



H
as there ever lived a lustier, more 
murderous cast of characters than 
the Tudors? The infamy of the English 
dynasty owes largely to the treacher-
ous 38-year reign of Henry VIII, but an 
even more compelling character may 

be his enabler and brain for hire, Thomas Cromwell, 
the commoner who rose in his court to become a kind 
of Henry whisperer, an advisor renowned for his abil-
ity to read the king’s mind like a book. For 500 years, 
Cromwell was viewed as a great heavy in the Tudor 
drama, a character whose lure became irresistible 
to the British novelist Hilary Mantel. “When I was 
researching, I started off with a fairly conventional 
viewpoint: that Cromwell’s a villain but an interesting 
villain,” Mantel says. “Then I began to discover other 
things and modified my view very fast.” Cromwell was 
the consummate fixer—in Mantel’s words, “the man to 
cut through some legal entanglement that’s ensnared 
you for three generations, or talk your sniffling little 
daughter into the marriage she swears she will never 
make.” Mantel also found him unusually sympathetic: 
After the deaths of his wife and daughters, he went 
on to support his large extended family. She devoted 
eight years and a thousand pages to novelizing the 

first 51 years of Cromwell’s life with Wolf Hall, released 
in 2009, and its sequel, Bring Up the Bodies, published 
three years later. 

The books made Mantel a literary star—the first 
British author to win the Man Booker Prize twice. 
Naturally, film producers came calling. “There were 
many suitors, yes,” she says. But her books are seri-
ous works of historical fiction. The Tudors—notably 
in the Showtime series of the same name and the 
filmed adaptation of The Other Boleyn Girl—had been 
transformed in the popular imagination as charac-
ters scheming and copulating through airbrushed 
Hollywood bodice rippers (“bonkbusters,” as the 
genre is known in England). Mantel feared what would 
become of her Cromwell in the wrong hands, how 
tempting it might be to drown him in an orgiastic, 
Game of Thrones–style bloodbath. 

One suitor stood out from the rest: Colin Callender, 
the British-born producer who’d just left HBO after 
21 years to start his own production company. As 

the president of HBO films, Callender had overseen 
the production of John Adams, a miniseries based 
on David McCullough’s biography. Mantel loved the 
seriousness of the project—the fact that it starred 
Paul Giamatti, not Tom Cruise—and that it made 
colonial life look as cold and austere as history tells 
us it was. Callender, she trusted, wouldn’t make the 
Tudors, in her word, too “cute.” 

While devouring Wolf Hall, Callender recog-
nized something novel, but also enticingly familiar, 
about Cromwell. As he’d seen firsthand at HBO, The 
Sopranos had irrevocably darkened the public’s taste 
and tolerance of its television protagonists, open-
ing the doors for the likes of House of Cards’ Frank 
Underwood, Ray Donovan and, Callender imagined, 
the centuries-despised Thomas Cromwell. “Audiences 
are increasingly interested in characters who live on 
both sides of the moral equation,” Callender says. 
“I thought, here was the way to reinvigorate the 
television historical drama for the post–Sopranos, 
Breaking Bad world.” The rights to Mantel’s book 
became the first acquisition at Callender’s Playground 
Entertainment. Now he just needed actors with the 
gifts to sell Mantel’s portrayal of the insatiable Henry 
and his deft consigliere, Cromwell.
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In Wolf Hall, PBS’s six-part adaptation of Hilary Mantel’s  
Booker Prize–winning novels, Damian Lewis and Mark Rylance show  

a new side of the cunning duo at the heart of England’s  
most ruthless dynasty.

TUDOR MODERN

HARD REIGN  Wolf Hall, a PBS Masterpiece  
series premiering April 5, stars Damian Lewis, far  

right, as Henry VIII and Mark Rylance as his shrewd  
consigliere, Thomas Cromwell.
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the film’s scene in which Anne Boleyn is executed, 
“One of the producers said, ‘Wait a minute. Does 
she have to die? Why can’t he just give her a holiday 
home down the coast?’ ”

Rylance said he might be convinced to do the part, 
but only if he were working with a film or television 
director he really trusted. At the top of this very short 
list was Kosminsky, who had directed Rylance in The 
Government Inspector, a made-for-television movie 
about David Kelly, the British weapons inspector who 
killed himself in the first months of the Iraq War. 
For Rylance, it had been a rare positive experience, 

for which he’d been awarded a Best Actor BAFTA. 
Although Kosminsky was primarily known for his 
documentaries and contemporary political films, 
Callender signed him up. Kosminsky chose carefully 
in casting Lewis as Henry VIII and Claire Foy as Anne 
Boleyn, the two characters who would share the most 
screen time with Rylance. “Mark is the best actor we 
have currently,” says Kosminsky. “And when you’re 
dealing with Mark you feel you’re dealing with noth-
ing so much as a thoroughbred. Thoroughbreds can 

be highly strung, of course.” He’d given Lewis his 
first major role in 1999’s Warriors, about the war in 
the former Yugoslavia, and he’d just worked with Foy 
in 2011’s The Promise, about Britain’s role in the cre-
ation of Israel. 

There was a moment after accepting the role 
when Rylance, forever the purist, considered sug-
gesting that Wolf Hall be scripted entirely in Early 
Modern English and local dialects. “I thought that 
would be very interesting for everyone to have 
regional dialects and to get experts in who have 
come up with theories of how people spoke,” he 

music played on original Elizabethan instruments, 
such as sackbuts and citterns. His tenure became 
controversial and polarizing after he voiced doubts 
about whether Shakespeare had actually authored 
the plays attributed to him. “A number of very intel-
ligent people came out with the extremely offensive 
comparison of those of us who question a bit of 
theatrical history as being equivalent to 9/11 ques-
tioners or Holocaust deniers,” he says. “It is not only 
offensive to me but offensive to Jewish people that 
these two issues should be in any way comparable. 
So yes, it was very difficult for people to feel I was 
the artistic director of Shakespeare’s 
Globe but didn’t completely believe in 
the creation myth.”

In the midst of being hammered 
for this in the press, Rylance made a 
rare foray into film, to star in 2001’s 
Intimacy. Though the film won the 
Berlin International Film Festival, its 
sex scenes—in particular, graphic, 
non-simulated fellatio performed on 
Rylance by actress Kerry Fox—became 
tabloid fodder at home, sending 
Rylance into a deep funk and causing 
understandable stress on his marriage. 
He felt that he’d given his all to the 
performance, only to be taken advan-
tage of by the director, the late Patrice 
Chéreau. “It soured me on my life two 
months,” he says. “It’s my mistake, but 
I felt Patrice put undue pressure on 
me on set to do that. And at that point 
I didn’t have the confidence as a film 
actor to say no. Now I think a lot of actors that people 
say are difficult are actually just being sensible.” 

“Mark is a passionate enthusiast,” says his friend 
and Wolf Hall’s director, Peter Kosminsky. “He sinks 
himself body and soul into what he does. If one is 
wide-eyed and open about one’s enthusiasms, it’s 
very easy to deride and belittle one’s sincerely held 
passion. Our press here in England can be pretty bru-
tal.” His limited subsequent film work was not much 
happier, including a supporting role in a 2011 Jason 
Statham thriller called Blitz. “It was a ter-
rible film,” he says. “Afterwards, I got rid 
of all my agents and said, ‘That’s it; I’m not 
going near film and television again.’ ”

Callender became fixated on the idea 
of Rylance as Cromwell. He was certain 
Rylance had the gifts to carry the proj-
ect, since he’d have to be in virtually 
every scene, but he also loved the idea 
that Rylance was unknown enough to the 
vast majority of television viewers that no baggage 
from past roles would distract from the perfor-
mance. “Mark’s got this extraordinary face, and we 
haven’t seen it, apart from a couple of exceptions,” 
Callender says. Convincing him wouldn’t be easy, as 
he found when he first sat down with him in London. 
Rylance was clear that he wanted to avoid falling 
into the traps of overly romanticized, oversexed 
Tudor adaptations—he’d played Thomas Boleyn in 
The Other Boleyn Girl, and the production’s lack of 
attention to historical accuracy unnerved him; he 
once said that after test audiences reported hating 

says. He kept the idea to himself. “In the end you’re 
still telling a story to an audience and if you go up 
your ass with authenticity, the story may not get 
across the bridge to them.” Still, at Rylance’s insis-
tence, Wolf Hall’s music is all period appropriate, 
and the cast spent hours going over proper bow-
ing techniques. They spent nearly a week on eating 
etiquette. “The spoon was just coming in to use at 
the time,” says Callender. “Whether or not a spoon 
would be used at a particular moment became an 
issue that people could write a doctoral thesis on.” 
The series was shot in Tudor-vérité light—in night 

scenes, the characters move through 
darkness, their faces illuminated 
only by the flickering of fires or can-
dlelight. Rylance, during the early 
promotion of the show, suggested that 
Wolf Hall’s codpieces hadn’t been suf-
ficiently large, on orders from a PBS 
executive. “Mark was misinformed,” 
says Callender. “There’s no secret PBS 
memo about codpieces.” 

When it aired in England earlier 
this year, the reception for Wolf Hall 
was rapturous, with one or two crit-
ics even suggesting that, thanks to 
the performances, the show equaled 
its source material. Authors are noto-
riously finicky about adaptations, but 
Mantel is unreserved in her praise. “I 
like it very much, yes,” she says. “It’s 
really a privilege to have such a skilled 
and thoughtful adaptation. It’s a beau-
tiful work in its own right.” 

Which naturally brings about talk of sequels, 
and whether Lewis and Rylance will be able to finish 
the job with Cromwell, who, at the conclusion of the 
miniseries, is still four years from meeting his grue-
some end. This would require Mantel to deliver the 
third book in the Wolf Hall trilogy, but she’s been 
busy, primarily helping with the Royal Shakespeare 
Company’s staged adaptation of Wolf Hall. “Now I’m 
just part of the team,” she says. “There’s all those 
clichés about the theater being a family.” Becoming 

part of a troupe apparently agrees with 
her so much that she’s joining the new cast 
in New York this month to prepare them 
for their Broadway debut. 

Lewis is willing to continue in the 
role—though not, he says, to gorge him-
self enough to arrive at Henry’s latter-day 
girth (by the time he died, he had a 
54-inch waist). “Don’t worry,” Lewis says. 
“There’s a very good fat suit which is 

doing the rounds.” 
Rylance, who, at 55, is the exact age Cromwell was 

when he died, doesn’t seem to be holding his breath 
that he’ll get to finish the job. “Hilary’s finding it dif-
ficult to get herself into that lonely corridor that you 
have to sit in,” he says. 

“There has never been a deadline,” Mantel admits. 
“I know from experience that novels don’t work that 
way. Sometimes you need to let a project breathe.” 
Or, for that matter, a character: As long as she holds 
out, Cromwell—who has become an intimate, if not a 
friend—gets to hang on to his head. •

Dahl’s classic children’s book. He’s thought deeply 
about the mechanics of the Cromwell-Henry rela-
tionship and came upon an unexpected insight when 
he encountered a man who keeps grizzly bears in 
Montana. “He said to me, the thing with bears is they 
are incredibly emotional, they’re made of emotions,” 
Rylance says. “You have to be very clear and very 
loving towards this bear, which is emotionally like a 
15- or 16-year-old autistic child. I compare Damian’s 
Henry to that.”

Given Rylance’s and Lewis’s different career tra-
jectories, it’s no surprise that the two had never 

met before showing up to rehearse for Wolf Hall. If 
fans weren’t stopping Lewis on the street regularly 
enough after he’d been plucked from obscurity by 
Spielberg to play Major Dick Winters in HBO’s 10-hour 
World War II miniseries, Band of Brothers, his three 
seasons as Homeland’s Nicholas Brody has made his 
face world famous. He and his wife, the actress Helen 
McCrory, are frequent paparazzi targets when they 

are out near their London home with their children, 
Manon and Gulliver. After settling down at lunch, 
his eye catches a phone being trained at him from 
a neighboring table. “Sorry, it’s a little off-putting, 
OK?” Lewis says to the amateur photographer. 
Rylance says he almost never runs into this prob-
lem: “I only get recognized in theatrical districts, 
like around Broadway or the West End.” Rylance is a 
theater actor and seems to want to keep it that way. 
“All my life agents have told me you must be a film 

T
HERE ARE MANY who swear that Mark 
Rylance, the man Callender tapped 
to play Cromwell, is the greatest 
actor alive, that seeing him embody 
the small-time drug dealer Johnny 
“Rooster” Byron in Jerusalem is as 

close to a religious experience as the theater can 
offer. At lunch on a Pasadena, California, hotel patio, 
Rylance blushes, looking at his feet while Damian 
Lewis, who plays Wolf Hall’s Henry VIII, testifies to 
his brilliance. “I don’t know who the greatest actor 
is—it’s kind of a ridiculous notion—but if you haven’t 
seen Mark onstage, I’m here to tell 
you he’s extraordinary,” Lewis says. 
“He’s kind of cornered the market in 
redefining characters that we think 
we know.” 

As they are both actors who 
spent their early professional years 
performing the Bard at the Royal 
Shakespeare Company, it might be 
tempting for American audiences to 
toss Rylance and Lewis into the same 
classically trained British actor bin. 
But just eyeballing them sitting next 
to each other suggests that their 
social circles rarely intersect. Rylance, 
who arrived wearing his trademark 
fedora, comes across as a theater 
bohemian, with silver Navajo brace-
lets on each wrist (he’s actively involved in Survival 
International, a group committed to protecting 
tribal people around the world) and a short-sleeved 
patterned bowling shirt; Lewis, the Eton-educated,  
St. John’s Wood–reared son of London privilege, is 
chic in a tailored dark blue shirt, designer jeans and 
a Rolex, and carries himself with a natural masculine 
confidence. Given that Rylance has spent his life pro-
jecting his voice onstage—he’s won 
three Tonys and two Oliviers—it’s 
surprising that he speaks so softly one 
has to lean in to hear him, even sitting 
a few feet away. (As a child, Rylance 
suffered from an intense shyness that 
kept him from speaking a word until 
he was 6.) 

Through Wolf Hall, Rylance has 
taken on the job that Mantel began—
redefining Cromwell, saving him 
even, almost 500 years after he was 
beheaded on trumped-up charges of 
treason. Rylance, best described as 
sprightly, might not be the first actor 
who comes to mind to play Cromwell; 
in Wolf Hall he’s a physically imposing 
brute who had likely killed a man or 
two in close combat during his mysterious younger 
days and was depicted in the enduring Hans Holbein 
likeness as a bruiser, fleshy and austere under his 
black bonnet. “I’m aware I’m not so big as Cromwell 
is physically, but I can take on psychological weight,” 
Rylance says. Playing bigger isn’t a problem for an 
actor of Rylance’s gifts; in fact, just the day before, 
he’d been sitting with Steven Spielberg, discussing 
how he will play the titular big friendly giant in The 
BFG, the director’s upcoming adaptation of Roald 

and television actor to be a full actor,” he says. “But I 
thought, I’m really happy being a stage actor.”

A full decade elapsed between Band of Brothers 
and Homeland, during which Lewis spent a few 
years in and out of L.A., doing what seemed the logi-
cal next step—movies. His big pivot into film was 
Dreamcatcher, a gory Stephen King adaptation in 
which Lewis was possessed by a homicidal alien. “I 
found the experience lonely and unsatisfying,” he 
says. “I wasn’t ready for it. After Band of Brothers, 
I was in L.A., sleeping in my agent’s spare room, 
reading scripts that I simply didn’t think much of. 

So I decided I could sit in Hollywood 
and make movies that I was not very 
proud of until one maybe came along 
that was really great. But I ran away, 
fearful that I’d lose my integrity.” His 
experience doing television at home in 
England—in PBS’s period drama The 
Forsyte Saga—proved far more nour-
ishing, so joining Wolf Hall was not 
a tough call for him, especially since 
he would be able to avoid playing, as 
he’s put it, the “syphilitic, philander-
ing Elvis” of Henry’s later years and 
people’s imagination; instead, he 
embodies the young, athletic Henry, 
a man apparently quite vain about 
his calves. “He was always boasting 
how his calf was bigger than Philip 

the Fair’s, of France, in a sort of schoolboyish way,” 
Lewis says. 

Landing Rylance for Wolf Hall proved trickier. If 
his accent is hard to place, it’s because he was born 
to English parents who relocated the family when 
he was just a toddler to the United States, where his 
father had taken a job teaching English at Choate, 
the Connecticut prep school. His family soon moved 

to Milwaukee, where Rylance spent 
much of his youth. “I got beat up at the 
ice cream diner that Happy Days was 
based on,” he says. “We went round 
there and I was dressed up in a tuxedo 
or something from a theatrical thing 
at the high school stage. You don’t 
go into Milwaukee to a diner with a 
top hat and tails on.” Obsessed with 
Shakespeare and possessed of a rare 
talent, he repatriated himself at 18 
to attend London’s Royal Academy of 
Dramatic Art. 

After his time at the Royal 
Shakespeare Company, where his 
Hamlet made him a star of the  
theater, Rylance became the found-
ing artistic director of Shakespeare’s 

Globe Theatre in 1995. The Globe, a faithful recon-
struction built near the site of the 1599 version, is 
where he first earned a reputation for being a stick-
ler for authenticity; the troupe became well known 
for its “original practices”—staging the plays as 
they would have been originally performed, with 
men dressed as women, wearing costumes free of 
Velcro, zippers or other modern contrivances, and, 
thanks to the musical scholarship of Rylance’s wife 
of 25 years, Claire van Kampen, accompanied by 

STAGECRAFT  Rylance (left) became the artistic director of the Globe Theatre in 
1995. Right: Rylance as Olivia in the 2013 Broadway production of Twelfth Night.

SOLDIER ON  Lewis, who like Rylance acted with the Royal Shakespeare Company, 
had breakout roles in Homeland (left) and Steven Spielberg’s Band of Brothers (right).
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“I thought, here’s the way to 
reInvIgorate the televIsIon 

hIstorIcal drama for the post–
sopranos, BreakIng Bad world.” 

—colIn callender

MASCULINE WILES  Mantel’s Wolf Hall 
(left) and its follow-up, Bring Up the Bodies, 
cover the first 51 years of Cromwell’s life; 
right: A Holbein miniature of Cromwell, 
based on his original portrait.



P
osh, impeccably dressed, drug-
obsessed and privately gay, the 
charismatic and contradictory British 
art dealer Robert Fraser may be the 
most significant art-world figure you’ve 
never heard of. In 1962, when he was 

24, he launched a groundbreaking gallery for contem-
porary art on London’s Duke Street, opening it with a 
controversial show of the “rude,” “earthy” and, to old-
fashioned eyes, “vulgar” French artist Jean Dubuffet. 
Over the next few years, Fraser’s confident aesthetic 
vision and synergizing instincts launched careers 
and gave an international turbo-boost to Britain’s pop 
art movement, bringing rock ’n’ roll glamour to the 
gallery setting. Jean-Michel Basquiat, Larry Rivers 
and half a dozen other artists painted his portrait; 
the Sex Pistols’ spin on “My Way” was written in his 
honor (so said their manager Malcolm McLaren); and 
he helped orchestrate the most famous album cover of 
all time—the Beatles’ Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club 
Band—this while entertaining Swinging London’s art 
and music royalty at his gallery and at his Mayfair flats. 
Fraser’s gatherings were like an English version of 
Andy Warhol’s Factory, with Marlon Brando popping 
in to electrify the groovy throng, Mick Jagger spilling 
champagne down his girlfriend Marianne Faithfull’s 
dress or John Lennon and Yoko Ono releasing hun-
dreds of balloons to celebrate an exhibition they called 
You Are Here. At the time, if here was where Robert 
Fraser was, there was no better place to be. 

“He was the most extraordinary person I ever met,” 
says the artist Jim Dine, whom Fraser discovered early 
in his career. “He had a feeling for art and danger, and 
he was wonderful.” 

At a time when London art dealers catered to con-
servative patrons who favored paintings of horses, 
dogs and landscapes, Fraser awakened the aesthetic 
taste of Britain’s postwar youthquake with daring 
avant-garde exhibitions of contemporary art and film. 

“The people who came to his shows weren’t accus-
tomed to going to openings,” recalls Arne Glimcher, 
the founder of Pace Gallery, who met Fraser in 1961, as 
both men were beginning their careers. “It wasn’t the 
style then as it is now; and he kind of created that style 
in London.” 

Fraser was not only the first art dealer in Britain to 
give one-man shows to Dubuffet and Dine (the police 
shut down that one for indecency), but the first to show-
case Warhol, Roy Lichtenstein and Claes Oldenburg, 
alongside British artists like Peter Blake, Clive Barker 
and the op art pioneer Bridget Riley. In 1966, he 
devoted an entire show to Los Angeles artists—from 
Ed Ruscha and Larry Bell to Dennis Hopper. Later, in a 

gallery he opened in the early ’80s, he exhibited Keith 
Haring, Basquiat and Ellsworth Kelly, among others. 
Paul McCartney, who began collecting Fraser’s finds 
early on, told Harriet Vyner, the author of the oral 
history Groovy Bob, that Fraser was “one of the most 
influential people of the London sixties scene,” and 
“the best art eye I’ve ever met.” A René Magritte paint-
ing that Fraser dropped off at McCartney’s Cavendish 
Avenue house inspired the Beatles’ Apple Records logo. 
The Rolling Stones’ Mick Jagger once called him “a 
taste guru for both bands.” 

Yet when Robert Fraser died of AIDS in 1986, at the 
age of 49, having revolutionized London’s art scene 

and exalted a pantheon of pop art, op art and neo-
expressionist immortals, not one major newspaper 
published an obituary. This dazzling and transforma-
tive figure has been all but forgotten. This February 
in London, Pace Gallery has corrected that lapse, cel-
ebrating Fraser’s artistic foment with a seven-week 
exhibition, running through March 28. The show was 
curated by the stained-glass and architectural art-
ist Brian Clarke, who got to know Fraser in the 1970s, 
after McLaren brought him by his studio. In order to 
“capture the frenzied and dynamic energy that Robert 
carried with him wherever he went,” Clarke says, he has 
brought together works by artists Fraser championed, 
from Dine, Haring, Kelly and Basquiat to Cy Twombly 
and the underground filmmaker Kenneth Anger—
whose shocking film Scorpio Rising Fraser screened 
in London in the ’60s. (At the time, Fraser’s friend  
J. Paul Getty Jr. bought a copy and showed it to his 
friend Brigitte Bardot—who was horrified, Getty later 
told Vyner.) Fraser, Clarke recalls, “didn’t follow the 
rules, except the rule that said, Don’t follow the rules.” 

Despite, or perhaps because of, his audacious, 
devil-may-care code of conduct, Fraser succeeded in 
keeping his Duke Street gallery in full fling for five 
years, until his luck abruptly turned. In February 
of 1967, he went to Keith Richards’s country place, 
Redlands, to spend a lighthearted, acid-and-cannabis-
fueled weekend with the Rolling Stones, Faithfull, 
George Harrison and Pattie Boyd. On Sunday night, 
after Harrison and Boyd had left, police raided the 
property and arrested Jagger, Richards and Fraser. 
“We were just friends on a weekend, getting high. 
What’s wrong with that?” asks Faithfull, speaking by 
phone from Paris. “Everything was very innocent; it 
was just acid and hashish. It was just Robert who had 
24 jacks of heroin, little pills.” Jagger, Richards and 
Fraser went to court and were all sentenced to prison 
time; but only Fraser served a term, spending four 
months at Wormwood Scrubs. 

BY LiesL schiLLinger

He introduced artists Jean Dubuffet and Andy Warhol to the British scene,  
was friends with the Beatles and got arrested with Mick Jagger. Now a new exhibition  

honors the colorful life and wild times of the late English art dealer Robert Fraser.

Swinging London’s  
Great Gatsby 

GALLERY PLAYERS  Fraser (standing at center)  
cultivated a vibrant scene around his avant-garde exhibitions. 

PHOTOGRAPH BY DAVID BAILEY

Fraser awakened  
the aesthetic taste  

oF Britain’s  
postwar youthquake.
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rison was an incongruous setting for 
someone of Fraser’s background, even if, 
as Dine insists, “he had a wonderful time 
there.” Born to immense privilege, the 
son of the self-made millionaire banker 
Lionel Fraser (whose father was the but-

ler to the department store magnate Harry Gordon 
Selfridge), Fraser was educated at a boarding school 
called Fan Court, and then at Eton, which he loathed. 
After leaving Eton, in 1955, he went to Uganda to 
serve in the King’s African Rifles, a British colonial 
regiment. During his two years in Africa, he had many 
adventures, becoming friends with Uganda’s King 
Freddie, shooting an antelope and a cobra on safari 
and witnessing the boxing prowess of a sergeant major 
named Idi Amin; still, he continually bucked against 
the boredom of military routine. Even as a schoolboy, 
he had displayed an anti-authoritarian streak, allied 
to precociously assured tastes in art, music and sex. 
In Groovy Bob, one of Fraser’s Eton tutors describes 
him as “an early rebel, more individual than most, not 
going to be led by anyone.” 

At 20, after completing his military service, Fraser 
resolved to make his career in art, and decided that 
America was the best place to get his professional 
bearings. In 1958, he moved to Pittsburgh to work 
on the Carnegie International arts festival, and after 
that, moved to New York to work for the Knoedler 
gallery. The next year, taking a summer break from 
Knoedler, he went to live in Los Angeles, where he met 
Irving Blum (of the cutting-edge Ferus Gallery) and 
became great friends with Dennis Hopper and steeped 
himself in evolving California art trends. During his 
three years in America, Fraser led an exuberant social 
life, while also deepening his contacts with dealers, 
artists and collectors, and seeking out artworks to 
lay the foundation for the gallery he hoped to open in 
London. Jim Dine was astonished when Fraser bought 
$1,400 worth of his artwork during his first visit to 
his studio, in 1960. “I’ve never known any dealer to 
love painting the way he did,” he says. “Robert was 
pulling together all those people, he was very inter-
esting stylistically,” recalls Glimcher, who bonded 
with Fraser over a shared enthusiasm for Oldenburg 
and Dubuffet. “He was wrapped up in the art itself, and 
really enjoyed the scene.”  

In the winter of 1961, Fraser returned to London, 
bringing the scene with him, along with the mak-
ings of a Dubuffet show. On April 10, 1962, having 
convinced his father to fund him, he opened his first 
gallery, at 69 Duke Street. From the start, the fledg-
ling gallery provoked intense interest; a critic in the 
Evening Standard, describing the opening, marveled 
to see that the “artist Francis Bacon held court at one 
end of the room,” while a gaggle of established gallery 
owners “tried to get a glimpse of Dubuffet over the 
heads of the crowd. ” 

“He was cooler than cool.... His shows set the tone 
for all the shows in London,” says the New York galler-
ist Tony Shafrazi, who was an art student in London in 
the ’60s when he met Fraser. Several other Londoners 
attempted the same feat—including John Dunbar (who 
was married briefly to Faithfull), with Indica Gallery, 
and John Kasmin, whose namesake gallery special-
ized in color-field paintings—but Fraser, Glimcher 
says, was the “ringmaster.”

In those early days, Fraser’s circus spilled over 
from his gallery to his apartment on Mount Street. 
The ambience, Vyner says, sometimes intimidated 
up-and-coming artists like Bruce Conner and Patrick 
Caulfield, who were cowed by the “aristocratic crowd” 
and by the vogue, current at the time, of speaking very 
little—which was abetted by the fact that the guests 
(and their host) were often befogged by hash, alco-
hol or harder stuff. “It was quite scary to sit around 
in silence amid all these glamorous people,” Vyner 
explains. Clarke adds, “Dennis Hopper told me, when 
he used to go to Mount Street, it was very frightening, 
because there’d be all kinds of famous people there 
and you didn’t know what to say to them.” 

However enigmatic Fraser’s vibe may have been, 
his advocacy of the artists he admired was direct and 

forceful. It was Fraser who suggested that the Beatles 
choose Peter Blake and his then-wife, Jann Haworth, 
to design the Sgt. Pepper cover; and Fraser again 
who persuaded them to choose Richard Hamilton to 
design the White Album. His influence on that artist’s 
career can hardly be overstated. After discovering 
Hamilton’s work and learning he was a full-time pro-
fessor in Newcastle, Fraser traveled to the north of 
England to personally exhort him to quit academia 
and devote himself solely to art, presenting him a 
check for a year’s salary as a convincer. The check 
bounced, but Hamilton, Clarke says, “never held that 
against him.” In 1966, Hamilton left teaching and 
Fraser included him in a Duke Street show. The follow-
ing year, in the wake of the Redlands drug bust, Fraser 

accidentally ensured his protégé’s renown. During 
the trial, paparazzi snapped photos of Jagger and 
Fraser, shackled together by the wrists and dressed 
in elegant pastel suits, through the window of a police 
van. Hamilton turned one of those shots into an iconic 
colorized painting, Swingeing London, which he made 
in eight variations, two of which currently appear in 
the Pace retrospective. 

While Fraser served his time, financial disorder 
threatened the survival of the Duke Street gallery. It 
is true that, even before Wormwood Scrubs, Fraser’s 
chronic mismanagement of money and his cavalier 
approach to paying his artists had put his business 
at risk and hurt his reputation. He went around in a 
chauffeur-driven Rolls-Royce but rarely could bring 
himself to part with the comparatively small sums he 
owed. “He was a very shambolic businessman,” Clarke 
says. “He treated financial matters in a perfunctory 
and dismissive way,” which “irritated the hell out 
of some people.” Faithfull observes, “He had a habit, 
and if you’ve got a habit, what comes first? Paying 
Bridget Riley or buying your drugs? It’s not what one 
wants to focus on, but it’s a fact.” To this day, many of 
Fraser’s associates don’t forgive him for his financial 
evasiveness; but for those who do, the encouragement 
he gave them was recompense enough. The last open-
ing Fraser held on Duke Street, in the summer of 1969, 
was for Peter Blake. The show helped earn the artist 
enough money to buy a house in Somerset. 

After closing the Duke Street gallery, Fraser 
checked out of the art scene for nearly a decade, trav-
eling in Europe and Africa, and living for a time in 
India. There, he studied classical Kuchipudi dance 
and exchanged his trademark tailored, strawberry-
pink suits for loose-fitting white Indian pajamas. By 
the time he re-entered the London art fray in 1983, 
opening his Cork Street gallery with a show of Brian 
Clarke’s paintings, hip ’60s London had subsided into 
Thatcherite ’80s London, and the Young British Artist 
phenomenon had yet to arrive. Nonetheless, Fraser 
quickly resurrected the aura of artistic possibility 
he had emanated in his heyday. He showed Haring, 
Basquiat, Kelly, Salvador Dalí and painter Donald 
Baechler. For a moment, Fraser’s star hung again 
above London, gilding the scene with his enthusiasm; 
the tastemaking Gatsby of Swinging London was back. 

But Fraser’s return would not last. His lifelong habit 
of financial carelessness and his addiction to drugs, sex 
and drink continued to undermine him; and in 1985 he 
was diagnosed with AIDS. He died of the disease the 
next year, at his mother’s serene flat, surrounded by 
works she had bought from him by the artists he loved—
Warhol, Yves Tanguy, Eduardo Paolozzi and Oldenburg.  

Op artist Bridget Riley once said of Fraser that he 
“did have great potential, he did have gifts, he could 
have made a contribution. As it was, he was just a 
flash, a promise not fulfilled.” Arne Glimcher firmly 
disagrees. “His career was very successful. It wasn’t 
just a brief flash; it was a lasting flash. It changed the 
scene in London,” he said. 

Shafrazi, who knew Fraser both in the 1960s and in 
the 1980s, pauses to reflect on Fraser’s legacy. “Let me 
give you a nutshell,” he says. “Robert was my hero; he 
was everybody’s hero. He was one of the most colorful 
people in the whole history of the art world. Certainly 
in the 20th century.” •

“He was cooler tHan 
cool…. His sHows set 

tHe tone for all  
tHe sHows in london.”

–tony sHafrazi

PLAYING IT COOL  “if he hadn’t been gay,  
mick wouldn’t have had a look-in. robert was very sexy,” 

remembers marianne Faithfull of her friend Fraser. 

“I’VE NEVER 
KNOWN 
ANY DEALER 
TO LOVE 
PAINTING THE 
WAY HE DID.”

—JIM DINE

PLUGGED IN  
Fraser showed Jean Dubu� et, 
Claes Oldenburg and Keith 
Haring early on. Le� : Olden-
burg’s Three-Way Plug. Above: 
A Dubu� et sculpture. Below: 
A 1982 Keith Haring catalog.

HAPPENING PLACE 
From top right: Fraser’s Duke Street 
gallery; a Richard Hamilton piece based 
on Fraser’s arrest; John Lennon and 
Yoko Ono at Fraser’s gallery in 1968. 

POSTER CHILD
Above: Two posters from Robert 
Fraser Gallery exhibitions. Right: 
Hamilton’s Swingeing London 67 (a), 
based on a paparazzi photograph 
of Fraser handcu� ed to Mick Jagger.

COVER BAND 
Above: Fraser advised on the design 
for Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club 
Band. Below: Pace London’s show on 
Fraser includes Francis Bacon’s 1988 
painting Portrait of John Edwards.
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in stainless steel with black 
gradated dial, $57,300, Patek 
Philippe boutique at Gearys 
Beverly Hills, Blancpain Fifty 
Fathoms Flyback chronograph, 
$20,400, blancpain .com, 
Breitling Superocean 
Chronograph Steelfish, $6,250, 
breitling .com, Longines 
HydroConquest, $1,275, 
us.longines .com, Audemars 
Piguet Royal Oak chronograph 
with stainless-steel case and 
bracelet, $24,300, Audemars 

Piguet 57th Street, New York, 
and Ulysse Nardin Marine 
Diver with stainless-steel case 
and bracelet, $9,700, Ulysse 
Nardin boutique, New York

page 62
Coach Explorer duffel in 
pebble leather, $695, Coach 
stores nationwide, Valextra 
new soft leather cabina 
travel bag, $4,120, Valextra 
Madison Avenue, New York, 
Burberry large Alchester in 
black sartorial leather, $2,195, 
burberry .com, Bally Bloom 
XL weekender, $2,250, 
844-442-2559, Ralph Lauren 
blue calfskin travel bag with 
covered lock, $3,500, select 
Ralph Lauren stores, John 
Varvatos Bowery braided 
duffel bag, $2,095, John 
Varvatos Spring Street, New 
York, and Loewe black 

leather duffel, $2,690, 
Barneys New York 

page 63
Dior Homme blue and yellow 
long-sleeved crewneck 3-D 
striped sweater, $1,200, 
diorhomme .com, Missoni 
striped cotton sweater,$760, 
Missoni Madison Avenue, 
New York, Dunhill rust cotton 
fisherman’s rib crewneck 
sweater, $560, Dunhill 
Madison Avenue, New York, 
Sandro cotton sweater, $355, 
sandro-paris .com, Loewe 
knitted fisherman sweater, 
$850, Opening Ceremony, New 
York, Berluti yellow crewneck 
basket-stitch sweater, $800, 
Berluti Madison Avenue, 
New York, Michael Kors 
marled V-neck sweater, $195, 
similar styles at Michael Kors 
Broadway, New York, Ralph 
Lauren Purple Label navy 
cashmere hand-knit cable-knit 
sweater, $1,695, select Ralph 
Lauren stores, Gucci red rib 
cotton crewneck, $990, gucci 
.com, Canali boatneck ribbed 
cotton sweater, $1,190, Canali 
New York, and Raf Simons 
knitted sweater in honeybee 
stitch with marinière, $256, 
rafsimons .com 

page 66
Michael Kors Jake sneaker, 
$298, Michael Kors Broadway, 
New York, Giorgio Armani 
leather sneaker, $875, Giorgio 
Armani boutiques nationwide, 
Porsche Design Berlino low 
white shoes, $545, Porsche 
Design Madison Avenue, New 
York, Prada leather sneaker, 
price upon request, select 
Prada boutiques, Coach York 
lace sneaker, $195, Coach 
men’s stores nationwide, 3.1 
Phillip Lim PL31 leather low-
top sneaker, $450, 3.1 Phillip 
Lim Great Jones Street, New 
York, and Ermenegildo Zegna 
Couture leather sneaker, $495, 
select Ermenegildo Zegna 
boutiques 

page 67
Louis Vuitton V-front polo 
in gris, $1,070, select Louis 
Vuitton stores, Boss cotton 
polo, $185, hugoboss 
 .com, Michael Kors piqué polo, 
$95, Michael Kors Broadway, 
New York, Givenchy black 
cotton piqué polo, $665, 
Givenchy Miami, Boglioli green 
cotton polo, $245, Barneys 
New York, Dunhill navy silk 
polo, $400, dunhill .com, 
Etro linen and silk polo, 
$613, Etro Madison Avenue, 
New York, Brunello Cucinelli 
cotton polo shirt, $530, 
Brunello Cucinelli Bleecker 
Street, New York, Sunspel 
short-sleeved piqué polo, 
$150, sunspel .com, Salvatore 
Ferragamo white cotton polo, 
$270, Salvatore Ferragamo 
boutiques nationwide, Brioni 
navy blue short-sleeved polo, 
$550, select Brioni boutiques, 

and Lacoste slub jersey polo, 
$125, lacoste .com

WELL OPENER
page 75
Fendi dark denim shirt, 
$300, and denim pants, price 
upon request, both Fendi 
Aventura, Florida, and Neil 
Barrett matte brown tortoise 
acetate sunglasses, $330, 
neilbarrett .com

DENIM DISTRICT
page 76
Ralph Lauren indigo cotton 
and linen blend suit, $4,695, 
select Ralph Lauren stores, 
Sunspel white cotton vest, 
$60, sunspel .com, and 
Converse sneakers, $80, 
converse .com

page 77
Saint Laurent by Hedi Slimane 
suede jacket, $5,950, and 
denim sleeveless shirt, $570, 
both Saint Laurent 57th Street, 
New York, Sunspel white 
cotton vest, $60, sunspel .com

page 78
Marc Jacobs silk shirt, $495, 
Marc Jacobs Mercer Street, 
New York, Sunspel white 
cotton vest, $60, sunspel 
.com, Kenzo slim jeans, $325, 
Opening Ceremony, New 
York, and Converse sneakers, 
$80, converse .com

page 79
Dior Homme blue cotton denim 
notch-lapel jacket, $2,350, and 
blue cotton gesture denim jeans, 
$770, both diorhomme .com, 
Sunspel white cotton vest, $60, 
sunspel .com, and Converse 
sneakers, $60, converse .com 

page 81
Louis Vuitton patchwork suit, 
$1,160, and pleated shorts, 
$720, both select Louis Vuitton 
stores, and Converse sneakers, 
$80, converse.com

page 82
Lanvin gray denim jacket, 
$1,070, Lanvin New York, 
Roberto Cavalli printed 
silk shirt, $995, and printed 
silk pants, $1,155, both 
Roberto Cavalli boutiques, 
and Margaret Howell 

black sunglasses, $585, 
margarethowell.co.uk

page 83
Sunspel white cotton vest, 
$60, sunspel .com, and Armani 
Jeans, $170, Armani Jeans 
stores nationwide

page 84
Dunhill navy silk shirt, $675, 
Dunhill Madison Avenue, New 
York, Sunspel white cotton vest, 
$60, sunspel .com, Prada cotton 
denim jeans, $650, select Prada 
boutiques, Converse sneakers, 
$80, converse .com, Cutler 
and Gross sunglasses, $500, 
cutlerandgross .com, and From 
Black and White to Color, by 
William Eggleston (2014, Steidl)

page 85
Hermès straight blouson with 
ribbing in cumin two-toned 
metis lambskin, $9,250, and 
shirt with supple straight 
collar in eucalyptus ikat Flores 
silk and cotton, $1,250, both 
Hermès stores nationwide, 
Sunspel white cotton vest, $60, 
sunspel .com, and Prada cotton 
denim jeans, $1,375, select 
Prada boutiques

this page
Kenzo shirt, $270, Opening 
Ceremony, New York, and 
Dunhill shirt, $675, and shorts, 
$400, both Dunhill Madison 
Avenue, New York 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE 
pages 101–103
Dolce & Gabbana Alta 
Sartoria worn throughout, 
prices and availability upon 
request

RIGHT ON TIME 
pages 110–111
Lang & Heyne Moritz von 
Sachsen, rose gold case, lang-
und-heyne.de, 212-207-3976, 
Kari Voutilainen Vingt-8, 
platinum case, voutilainen 
.ch, Andreas Strehler Cocon, 
platinum case, astrehler.ch, 
Roger Smith Series 2, platinum 
case, rwsmithwatches.com, 
Robert Greubel, GMT Black 
in ADLC titanium case, 
greubelforsey.com, 212-221-
8041, all prices upon request 
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BEACH BOY  
Catch some rays in  

a denim popover and 
floral print shorts. 

Kenzo pincheck shirt 
and Dunhill shirt 

and swim short. For 
details, see “Denim 

District,” right.
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georgjensen.com

GeorG Jensen reflections

Georg Jensen celebrated the launch of
“Reflections,” published by Rizzoli and
written by Murray Moss, at Design Miami.

stregisbalharbour.com

st. reGis Bal HarBour

A five-star luxury oceanfront resort in
Miami Beach’s most exclusive enclave, with
direct ocean views from every guestroom
and suite.

netjets.com

netJets

NetJets Inc., a Berkshire Hathaway
company, is the worldwide leader in private
aviation with the largest and most diverse
private jet fleet in the world. NetJets offers a
range of private aviation solutions in
North America and Europe. 877-JET-2909

samsung.com/curvedtv

samsunG curved uHd tv

Sit back and immerse yourself in the exquisite
picture of the Samsung Curved UHD TV. Enjoy
a true movie experience, watching colors and
details come to life. With the latest innovations
in technology, experience the future of TV, now.

sentient.com

sentient Jet

Celebrating its 15th anniversary–a
leader in the industry since 1999–
Sentient Jet’s innovative Jet Card
continues to deliver the most sensible,
intelligent choice in private aviation.

wsjnoted.com/womenofnote

Women of note

WSJ.noted is now accepting nominations
for Women of Note, a global network
designed to recognize and foster the
continued success of innovative women.

WOMEN
OF NOTE
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“AgAinst the bAck is an original drawing of Coco 
Chanel by the artist Cecil Beaton, from one of his 
sketchbooks. The blue book is A Visit to Don Otavio, 
by Sybille Bedford, my favorite author. Her style, her 
choice of words, the refinement of her sentences—it’s 
just perfection. The sketch of the dog was given to me 
by Lucian Freud. We were great friends. He somehow 
distilled a thing into its most basic form and yet made it 
beautiful. He also gave me the written note while I was 
in the hospital for an operation. He never signed any-
thing, so it’s very rare to get his signature. The portrait 

medal in between is of King George I. I’m interested in 
quirky things about English royalty. To the left, the 
cake is an ornament I bought in Russia—they make 
the best Christmas decorations. The glasses case was 
made for me by my friend Prudence, called Lady Penn. 
I don’t use it, because I’m terrified I’d lose it. To the 
right is a farm cart I bought from an antique shop in 
the south of France. It’s like a Van Gogh in gilt bronze. 
Below is a program from the recent funeral service for 
my great friend Romana McEwen. Her grandfather, 
John Jacob Astor IV, went down on the Titanic. She 

was my oldest friend for years. The rose came from 
the top of her casket. Behind is a china pomegranate 
that I got in southern Turkey. I collect pomegranates 
of every sort; I just love that red color. On the right is 
a miniature Oscar from Graydon Carter’s Oscar party 
last year, behind an early Moscow Fabergé cigarette 
box. I use it all the time for my Vogue cigarettes, which 
fit it exactly. The giraffe is a child’s toy. A journalist 
once asked me what I would like on my bedside table. 
I said, ‘A baby giraffe.’ My assistant came in the next 
day with this one.” —As told to Christopher Ross

photography by JohN SpINKS

still life

NICKY HASLAM
The interior designer, with a new monograph out this month, shares his favorite things.
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