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Cover Look 

ONE OF 

THE GUYS

Model Gigi Hadid and singer 

Zayn Malik, both wearing 

Gucci. To get Gigi’s look, try: 

Dream Cushion Foundation in 

Classic Ivory, Master Contour 

V Shape Duo Stick in Light, 

Brow Drama Shaping Chalk 

Powder in Soft Brown, Lasting 

Drama Gel Pencil in Sleek 

Onyx, The Colossal Big Shot 

Mascara in Blackest Black, 

Baby Lips Crayon in Toasted 

Taupe, and The City Mini 

Palette in Rooftop Bronzes. 

All by Maybelline New York. 

Hair, Christiaan; makeup, Dick 

Page. Details, see In This Issue.

Photographers:  

Inez and Vinoodh.

Fashion Editor:  

Tonne Goodman.

86
DANCE 

Step will make you 
bounce in your seat 
and bring you to tears

86
TV 

Take a trip to the 1930s  
in a series adapted from 
F. Scott Fitzgerald 

Fashion 
& Features
89
WONDER  

WORLD 

The season’s elegantly 
eclectic day looks are 
perfectly sited amid 
the Venice Biennale

106
NO LIMITS

Gigi Hadid and Zayn 
Malik lead a new, 
fashionable generation 
embracing gender 
fluidity. By Maya Singer

114
THE CHANCELLOR 

NEXT DOOR

Angela Merkel’s vision  
has come to define the 
best of democracy. 
Kati Marton assesses 
her staying power

118
THE KIDS ARE ALRIGHT

Hormone therapy and 
mainstream visibility  
are giving new hope to 
transgender children. 
By Rebecca Johnson

124
FRENCH TWIST

Camille Henrot renders her 
vision of the world through 
everything from sculpture 
to hip-hop to film. Dodie 
Kazanjian reports

128
MIX MASTER

Jonathan Anderson is the 
most influential young 
designer working today.  
By Hamish Bowles

132
THE FOREVER HOUSE

Marina Rust finds the 
Southern family home 
she was longing for

138
TOQUES AND 

TOUCHDOWNS

Forget nachos and hot 
dogs. The latest sports 
venues have gone 
gourmet. By Tamar Adler 

140
CUT, COPY

Short on length and  
long on attitude, the  
bob is this season’s 
everywhere hair. 
By Lynn Yaeger

142
SNAP AWAY

In a Dior dress fit for  
tech royalty, Miranda  
Kerr wed Snapchat’s  
Evan Spiegel at 
home in Los Angeles. 
By Rob Haskell

144
STRONGEST SUIT

The pantsuit returns 
this season in every 
possible permutation

148
LET’S DANCE

The season’s best 
soles don’t skimp on 
groove or glamour

Index
156
NEUTRAL TERRITORY

A muted palette with 
pops of color? Modern 
dynamism that’s the 
best of both worlds 

162
IN THIS ISSUE

164
LAST LOOK

August

MARINA RUST’S DAUGHTER LARA 
AND FRIEND SWING AT RUST’S 
COUNTRY HOME IN VIRGINIA.

THE FOREVER HOUSE, P. 132

Nature
GIRLS

V O G U E . C O M

L
E

F
T

: 
O

B
E

R
T

O
 G

IL
I.

 S
IT

T
IN

G
S

 E
D

IT
O

R
: 

M
IR

A
N

D
A

 B
R

O
O

K
S

. 
H

A
IR

 A
N

D
 M

A
K

E
U

P
, 

P
H

O
E

B
E

 G
O

U
L

D
IN

G
.

34
 V O G U E  A U G U S T  2 0 1 7





ANNA WINTOUR
Editor in Chief

Creative Director DAVID SEBBAH 

Fashion Director TONNE GOODMAN  

Features Director EVE MACSWEENEY Market Director, Fashion and Accessories VIRGINIA SMITH

Executive Fashion Editor PHYLLIS POSNICK Style Director CAMILLA NICKERSON

International Editor at Large HAMISH BOWLES Fashion News Director MARK HOLGATE

Creative Digital Director SALLY SINGER 

Creative Director at Large GRACE CODDINGTON

Managing Editor JON GLUCK

FA S H I O N /A C C E S S O R I E S

Fashion News Editor EMMA ELWICK-BATES Bookings Director HELENA SURIC Accessories Director SELBY DRUMMOND  

Editors GRACE GIVENS, WILLOW LINDLEY, ALEXANDRA MICHLER, EMMA MORRISON, FRANCESCA RAGAZZI Menswear Editor MICHAEL PHILOUZE 

Associate Market Editor SARA KLAUSING Associate Fashion Editors TAYLOR ANGINO, YOHANA LEBASI Market Manager CAROLINE GRISWOLD 

Fashion Writer RACHEL WALDMAN Fashion Market Assistant MADELINE SWANSON

B E A U T Y

Beauty Director CELIA ELLENBERG 

Senior Beauty Editor LAURA REGENSDORF 

Beauty Associate ZOE RUFFNER

F E AT U R E S

Articles Editor TAYLOR ANTRIM 

Senior Editors LAUREN MECHLING, CHLOE SCHAMA, COREY SEYMOUR 

Entertainment Director JILLIAN DEMLING Arts Editor MARK GUIDUCCI Style Editor at Large ELISABETH VON THURN UND TAXIS 

Assistant Entertainment Editor SAMANTHA LONDON Assistant Editor LILAH RAMZI 

Features Assistants MICHAELA BECHLER, NOOR BRARA, LAUREN SANCHEZ

C R E AT I V E

Executive Visual Director ANDREW GOLD Design Director AURELIE PELLISSIER ROMAN 

Art Directors MARTIN HOOPS, FERNANDO DIAS DE SOUZA 

Associate Art Director NOBI KASHIWAGI

Senior Designer SARA JENDUSA Designer JENNIFER DONNELLY  

Visual Director, Research MAUREEN SONGCO Senior Visual Editor, Research TIM HERZOG Visual Research Editor DARIA DI LELLO

Visual Director NIC BURDEKIN Senior Visual Editors LIANA BLUM, EMILY ROSSER  

Visual Editors SAMANTHA ADLER, RUBEN RAMOS

Visual Producers IAN CRANE, ERINA DIGBY, ELIZABETH YOWE Visual Associate ANNA PAGE NADIN

V O G U E . C O M

Digital Director ANNA-LISA YABSLEY 

Director of Engineering KENTON JACOBSEN

Fashion News Director CHIOMA NNADI Director, Vogue Runway NICOLE PHELPS

Executive Fashion Editor JORDEN BICKHAM Beauty Director CATHERINE PIERCY Executive Director, Video ALLISON BROWN

Style Editor EDWARD BARSAMIAN Fashion News and Emerging Platforms Editor STEFF YOTKA

Fashion News Editor MONICA KIM Fashion Features Editor EVIANA HARTMAN Entertainment Media Editor SOPHIA LI

Senior Product Manager BEN SMIT Digital Content Manager OLIVIA WEISS  

Archive Editor LAIRD BORRELLI-PERSSON Senior Market Editor KIRBY MARZEC Market Editor ANNY CHOI Associate Market Editor ALEXANDRA GURVITCH 

Senior Fashion News Writers JANELLE OKWUDO, LIANA SATENSTEIN Fashion News Writers BROOKE BOBB, RACHEL HAHN, MARIA WARD

Senior Beauty Editor KATE BRANCH Beauty Writer LAUREN VALENTI Associate Beauty Editor JENNA RENNERT 

Culture Editor ALESSANDRA CODINHA Senior Culture Writer JULIA FELSENTHAL Contributing Culture Writer PATRICIA GARCIA 

Living Editor VIRGINIA VAN ZANTEN Contributing Living Editor ALEXANDRA MACON Living Writer MADELEINE LUCKEL 

Director, Social Media LINDSEY UNDERWOOD Senior Manager, Social Media LUCIE ZHANG Manager, Social Media JULIA FRANK Associate Manager, Social Media TOI BLY 

Associate Editor, Emerging Platforms NIA PORTER Associate Production Manager, Emerging Platforms AMANDA BROOKS 

Associate Director, Audience Development ABBY SJOBERG Production Manager MALEANA DAVIS Manager, Digital Analytics ZAC SCHWARTZ Producer IVY TAN 

Senior Developers JEROME COVINGTON, GREGORY KILIAN Developers JASON CHOI, BEN MILTON

P R O D U C T I O N / C O P Y/ R E S E A R C H

Deputy Managing Editor DAVID BYARS 

Copy Director JOYCE RUBIN Research Director ANDREW GILLINGS 

Digital Production Manager JASON ROE Production Designer COR HAZELAAR Production Associate EMMA JOSLYN 

Copy Managers ADRIANA BÜRGI, JANE CHUN 

Research Managers LESLIE ANNE WIGGINS, LISA MACABASCO

Fashion Credits Editor IVETTE MANNERS

S P E C I A L  E V E N T S / E D I T O R I A L  D E V E L O P M E N T/ C O M M U N I C AT I O N S

Director of Special Events EADDY KIERNAN Special Events Manager CARA SANDERS Special Events Associate BRITTANY DAULTON

Editorial Business Director MIRA ILIE Associate Director, Operations XAVIER GONZALEZ Contracts Manager ALEXA ELAM

Editorial Business Coordinator JESSECA JONES Associate Director of Logistics MIMOZA NELA 

Director of Communications ZARA RAHIM Director of Brand Marketing NEGAR MOHAMMADI 

Executive Assistant to the Editor in Chief CORINNE PIERRE-LOUIS Assistant to the Editor in Chief JASMINE CONTOMICHALOS 

European Editor FIONA DARIN European Fashion Associates CAMILA HENNESSY, ANTHONY KLEIN  

West Coast Director LISA LOVE West Coast Special Projects Editor CAMERON BIRD

Head of Content Strategy and Operations CHRISTIANE MACK Head Creative Director RAÚL MARTINEZ

C O N T R I B U T I N G  E D I T O R S

MIRANDA BROOKS, SARAH BROWN, SYLVANA WARD DURRETT, ADAM GREEN, ROB HASKELL, NATHAN HELLER, LAWREN HOWELL,  

CAROLINA IRVING, REBECCA JOHNSON, DODIE KAZANJIAN, HILDY KURYK, SHIRLEY LORD, CATIE MARRON, CHLOE MALLE, SARA MOONVES,  

SARAH MOWER, MEGAN O’GRADY, JOHN POWERS, MARINA RUST, LAUREN SANTO DOMINGO, TABITHA SIMMONS, JEFFREY STEINGARTEN,  

ROBERT SULLIVAN, PLUM SYKES, ANDRÉ LEON TALLEY, JONATHAN VAN METER, SHELLEY WANGER, JANE WITHERS, LYNN YAEGER

V O G U E . C O M
36

 V O G U E  A U G U S T  2 0 1 7









SUSAN D.  PLAGEMANN 

Chief Business Officer

Vice President, Marketing KIMBERLY FASTING BERG 

Vice President, Revenue DAVID STUCKEY 

Vice President, Finance and Business Development SYLVIA W. CHAN 

Sales Director LAUREN KAMEN

A D V E R T I S I N G

Executive Account Director, International Fashion SUSAN CAPPA 

Executive Account Director, Retail GERALDINE RIZZO  

Executive Account Director, Beauty LAUREN HULKOWER-BELNICK  

Senior Account Director ROY KIM  

Senior Account Director MARIE LA FRANCE 

Account Director LYNDSEY NATALE 

Senior Account Executive BLAIR CHEMIDLIN 

Executive Assistant ANNIE MAYBELL 

Sales Associates NINA CAPACCHIONE, CAMERON CHALFIN, SAMANTHA KIRSHON, SARAH WRIGHT 

Advertising Tel: 212 286 2860

B U S I N E S S

Senior Business Director TERESA GRANDA 

Business Managers CHRISTINE GUERCIO, MERIDITH HAINES, PHILIP S. ZISMAN

M A R K E T I N G

Executive Director, Marketplace Strategy MELISSA HALVERSON 

Executive Director, Brand Marketing RACHAEL KLEIN 

Director, Brand Marketing JANE HERMAN 

Director, Experiences CARA CROWLEY STAMMLER 

Directors, Brand Marketing EUNICE KIM, MICHELLE FAWBUSH 

Associate Directors, Brand Marketing ALEXANDRIA GURULE, LIAM MCKESSAR, CASSANDRA SKOUFALOS 

Managers, Brand Marketing RYAN HOOVER, TARA MCDERMOTT 

Marketing Associate KATIE KNOLL

D I G I TA L  A D  S T R AT E G Y  A N D  P L A N N I N G

Director, Digital Operations JASON LOUIE

Senior Digital Account Manager REBECCA ISQUITH 

Digital Account Managers COURTNEY CARROLL, REBECCA YOUNG 

Analysts, Sales Planning ALANA SCHARLOP, SHELBY CHRISTIE, CYDNEY ECKERT 

Campaign Manager TOMMY ATKINS

B R A N C H  O F F I C E S

San Francisco ASHLEY KNOWLTON, Account Director, 1700 Montgomery St., Suite 200, San Francisco CA 94111 Tel: 415 955 8210 

Midwest WENDY LEVY, Senior Account Director, 875 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago IL 60611 Tel: 312 649 3522 

Los Angeles JILL BIREN, Account Executive, West Coast, 6300 Wilshire Blvd., Los Angeles CA 90048 Tel: 323 965 3598 

Southeast PETER ZUCKERMAN, Z. MEDIA 1666 Kennedy Causeway, Suite 602, Miami Beach FL 33141 Tel: 305 532 5566

Paris FLORENCE MOUVIER, Account Director, Europe 4 Place du Palais Bourbon, 75343 Paris Cedex 07 Tel: 331 4411 7846 

Milan ALESSANDRO AND RINALDO MODENESE, Directors; BARBARA FERRAZZI, Sales Manager, Italy Via M. Malpighi 4, 20129 Milan Tel: 39 02 2951 3521

P U B L I S H E D  B Y  C O N D É  N A S T

Chairman Emeritus S. I.  NEWHOUSE, JR.

President & Chief Executive Officer ROBERT A. SAUERBERG, JR.

Chief Financial Officer DAVID E. GEITHNER 

Chief Business Officer, President of Revenue JAMES M. NORTON  

Executive Vice President/Chief Digital Officer FRED SANTARPIA 

Chief Human Resources Officer JOANN MURRAY 

Chief Communications Officer CAMERON R. BLANCHARD 

Chief Technology Officer EDWARD CUDAHY  

Executive Vice President–Consumer Marketing MONICA RAY 

Senior Vice President–Managing Director–23 Stories JOSH STINCHCOMB 

Senior Vice President–Network Sales & Partnerships, CN & Chief Revenue Officer, CNÉ LISA VALENTINO 

Senior Vice President–Financial Planning & Analysis SUZANNE REINHARDT 

Senior Vice President–Ad Products & Monetization DAVID ADAMS 

Senior Vice President–Licensing CATHY HOFFMAN GLOSSER 

Senior Vice President–Research & Analytics STEPHANIE FRIED

Senior Vice President–Digital Operations LARRY BAACH 

Senior Vice President–Human Resources NICOLE ZUSSMAN 

General Manager–Digital MATTHEW STARKER

C O N D É  N A S T  E N T E R TA I N M E N T

President DAWN OSTROFF 

Executive Vice President–General Manager–Digital Video JOY MARCUS 

Executive Vice President–Chief Operating Officer SAHAR ELHABASHI 

Executive Vice President–Motion Pictures JEREMY STECKLER 

Executive Vice President–Alternative TV JOE LABRACIO 

Executive Vice President–CNÉ Studios AL EDGINGTON 

Senior Vice President–Marketing & Partner Management TEAL NEWLAND

C O N D É  N A S T  I N T E R N AT I O N A L

Chairman and Chief Executive JONATHAN NEWHOUSE 

President NICHOLAS COLERIDGE

Condé Nast is a global media company producing premium content for more than 263 million consumers in 30 markets.

www.condenast.com   www.condenastinternational.com   Published at 1 World Trade Center, New York NY 10007.   

Subscription Inquiries: subscriptions@vogue.com or www.vogue.com/services or call (800) 234-2347.   

For Permissions and Reprint requests: (212) 630-5656; fax: (212) 630-5883.  

Address all editorial, business, and production correspondence to Vogue Magazine, 1 World Trade Center, New York NY 10007.

V O G U E . C O M
40

 V O G U E  A U G U S T  2 0 1 7









 W
e’re now reaching a water-

shed on many things that have 

remained unchanged and un-

challenged for years—a sure 

indication that while events 

around us can sometimes make 

it seem otherwise, we’re actu-

ally moving in the direction of progress. It’s especially true 

of gender, and how so many express and represent that to 

the world today. This August’s cover stars, Gigi Hadid and 

her boyfriend, Zayn Malik (“No Limits,” page 106), are 

ample proof of that. Zayn might talk about how he and Gigi 

shop each other’s closets—a funny, lighthearted quip that 

nods to their intimacy and comfort with each other—yet it 

also speaks to how fluid gender has become, especially and 

particularly among the younger generation: How they see 

themselves is all that really matters when it comes to defining 

their identities—just take a look at how Zayn, Gigi, and her 

brother, Anwar, choose to dress. 

These days men are as likely, if not more so, to dress up 

and look gloriously eye-catching and exuberant, with bead-

ing, embroideries, jeweling, and all sorts of dazzlingly flash 

colors in evidence. In the last couple of 

months, I’ve witnessed the guys outshin-

ing the girls at two major events—Roger 

Federer in cobra-motif black tie from Gucci 

at the Met gala this past May, and young 

British actor Tom Sturridge in a scarlet suit 

at June’s Tony Awards. It’s percolating up 

partly from the street but also from designers 

like Alessandro Michele at Gucci or Jona-

than Anderson, whose own line, J.W.Anderson, and his work 

for Loewe have boldly and brilliantly questioned the gender-

ing of clothes, as well as a slew of other values fashion has 

held dear for years. Hamish Bowles—himself no stranger 

to turning up the volume style-wise—tracked Jonathan for 

several weeks (“Mix Master,” page 128)—and the resulting 

story captures perfectly why this young Northern Irishman 

is emerging as a real star.

Lastly, one story this issue where the definition of one’s 

gender is a crucial matter: Rebecca Johnson meets trans-

gender children and their parents in “The Kids Are Alright” 

(page 118). Their stories are hugely moving and need to be 

heard—especially, sadly, given the deep-rooted opposition 

and, too often, aggression that these children face as they 

strive to be who they really are. If we can celebrate them, and 

their families, then so much the better. 

Letter from theEditor
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Defining Moment

WHO WORE IT BETTER? 

LEFT: ZAYN MALIK (IN ALEXANDER MCQUEEN) 
AND GIGI HADID (IN GYPSY SPORT AND MARNI), 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY INEZ AND VINOODH. 
ABOVE: TOM STURRIDGE AND OLIVIA WILDE 
TURN UP THE DRAMA AT THE 2017 TONYS.
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Up Front

O
n the sultry Monday morn-

ing in early May when I 

launched my congressional 

campaign, I woke up with a 

terrible cold. I stayed under 

the covers, unable to move, 

until I reminded myself that 

presidential candidate Hillary Clinton, 30 years 

my senior, had powered through an entire 9/11 

ceremony with a full-blown case of pneumonia. 

Trudging down to the kitchen to heat some 

water for Theraflu, I realized that I had no 

voice. In roughly eight hours I was scheduled 

to deliver a ten-minute speech to a large room 

of mostly strangers, enumerating all the rea-

sons I was a better choice for the Texas Seventh District 

than the sixteen-year Republican incumbent. In the name 

of populism and “letting Texans run Texas,” Congressman 

John Culberson had voted to take health insurance away 

from 23 million people to fund a tax cut—99.6 percent of 

which would go to the top 1 percent.

Claudia, my four-year-old daughter, met me at the bottom 

of the stairs. “Mommy, can we play family right now?” she 

asked. “I’ll be your baby sister and you can be my teenage big 

sister.” I walked past her. She’d grown a little clingier since 

our recent move from Washington, D.C., to West Univer-

sity Place, the idyllic, manicured neighborhood in southwest 

Houston where I grew up. 

I sympathized, but I needed to focus my limited energies. 

Mug in hand, I crawled back into bed to hone my talking 

points on education, infrastructure, and health care. I de-

cided I should insert a line about how I was determined, for 

my daughter’s sake, to protect the basic freedoms—such as 

access to affordable birth control—that I had long taken for 

granted. Our return to Texas, the state that led the charge for 

eroding women’s reproductive rights, could not have come at 

a more critical time.

My grandfather arrived in Houston in 1942 as a refugee 

from Nazi Germany. He had lost everything—his profession, 

his language, his money—but the city welcomed him, as it has 

hundreds of thousands of immigrants over the years. Because 

of my family history, Houston had always represented to me 

a place of hope and possibility, where totally dissimilar people 

could come together and make their own stories. I married a 

man whose Hindu father grew up in the rural north of India 

and whose Jewish mother grew up in the Bronx. Our Jew-

ish children, with their father’s Indian last name and their 

mother’s bright-blue eyes, were now residents of the most 

diverse city in America. 

If anyone had told me last summer that I’d be spending the 

morning, less than a year later, preparing to run for Congress, 

I would have laughed. Nothing was less likely or more absurd. 

But then, so was the world we were living in. 

On the day of our wedding, ten years ago last May, my brand-

new husband, Arun, received a job offer to work for Senator 

Barack Obama—first on his fledgling presidential campaign, 

and later as a member of his White House staff. Arun gave up 

his post as a film school adjunct professor, and we moved to 

Chicago, then to Washington. During my eight years in D.C., 

I alternated writing assignments with preschool co-op duties 

and gymnastics classes while Arun traveled 

Run, Baby, 
RUN

As an activist, Laura Moser 
tried to change Congress. 

Now she wants to join it.

FAMILY VALUES

THE AUTHOR (IN A MICHAEL KORS COLLECTION SWEATER 
AND A TORY BURCH SKIRT) AND HER FOUR-YEAR-OLD 
DAUGHTER, CLAUDIA, BEFORE A CAMPAIGN FUND-RAISER IN 
WASHINGTON, D.C. PHOTOGRAPHED BY CHRIS CHURCHILL. 
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Campaign ConfidentialUp Front
the world. Three years into the president’s first term, he left 

to join a fast-growing communications firm. We had a busy 

social life and stayed close to the original Obama-campaign 

team. My sole claim to any kind of public recognition was 

being known as the mother in the viral photo from 2015 of a 

toddler throwing a tantrum at President Obama’s feet. 

When I wasn’t taking care of Claudia and her eight-year-

old brother, Leo, I worked on ghostwriting projects and 

magazine features on parenting, travel, and yoga-streaming 

services. As I took on issues such as gun violence and K–12 

education, I began to confront the injustice and lack of logic 

at the core of many of our institutions—though I believed 

that in Obama’s America, the arc of justice was slowly, fitfully 

turning in the right direction. 

That all changed last fall, when, like many people, I was 

stunned by Donald Trump’s poll-defying election win. Right 

away I found myself in the front lines of the so-called Resis-

tance. It started modestly enough. In the aftermath of No-

vember 8, I’d struggled, along with others in my social-media 

feed, with a way to object meaningfully to the new adminis-

tration’s agenda. As President Trump quickly moved to limit 

immigration, civil rights, and environmental protections, I felt 

fear for my young children, and guilt, too—as if I’d somehow 

betrayed the unspoken contract all parents make to give our 

children a better life than ourselves.

I came up with the idea for Daily Action, a text-messaging 

service designed to empower people like me, who felt helpless 

and afraid. Every day I would research a simple, concrete 

gesture we could make to participate in our own democracy. 

I announced the project with a short online piece. Then, using 

a program designed by Arun’s company, I sent subscribers a 

morning text message suggesting a short, specific action, usu-

ally a phone call, with a link to a relevant number in their re-

gion. And though tongue-tied when I began placing my own 

calls, I gradually became better at explaining my objections 

to what I considered to be misguided political decisions being 

made less than a mile away from my Capitol Hill row house.

With no advertising budget or public relations plan, Daily 

Action exploded. News outlets around the globe covered it; 

Mark Ruffalo and Sarah Silverman tweeted about it. By mid-

February, we had more than a quarter of a million subscribers, 

and we had notched some real victories, too, such as helping to 

push the House GOP to walk back its plans to gut the Office 

of Congressional Ethics, and helping persuade the U.S. Cus-

toms and Border Protection to publicly commit to complying 

with all judicial orders and immediately release data on how 

many people they were detaining. We accomplished these 

things, and many more, simply by urging tens of thousands of 

Daily Actioneers to place phone calls all day long.

More and more people started to ask me if I’d ever consid-

ered running for office myself. No, I always answered without 

hesitation. Putting my whole life into the public domain held 

next to no appeal. But eventually, the repeated calls for women 

to throw their hats into the political ring—from Emily’s List, 

She Should Run, and Rise to Run—started to seep in. I had 

organizing experience and was familiar with Washington. I 

happened to have grown up in one of 23 congressional districts 

in the country where Hillary Clinton won the popular vote, 

yet that still stayed red in Congress. I began to wonder if I 

could run to replace the nine-term incumbent. In the spring I 

asked a local kingmaker if he considered me qualified. “Only 

a woman would ask that,” he told me. “When men come 

here, they ask whether they should start with the Senate or 

go straight for the White House.”

I decided to go for it.

W
hat those rallying calls fail to men-

tion—and for good reason—is that 

the decision to run for office is not like 

the decision to go back to school for a 

master’s degree or to make your long-

term relationship legal at City Hall. Even the decision to have 

children is an exercise in delayed gratification. Whether you 

immediately become pregnant, struggle with infertility, or 

go the adoption route, you will inevitably experience built-in 

pauses on the road to the fulfillment that is the wriggling child 

in your arms. Deciding to run for political office, by contrast, 

is like going to sleep childless and waking up at 3:00 a.m. with 

squalling eighteenth-month-old triplets trashing your kitchen. 

First there’s the necessary mastery of a whole panoply of 

skills, from speechmaking to fund-raising to thinking on your 

feet. A big reason I’d spent my career as a writer and not a pub-

lic speaker is that I am a person who refines my worldview in a 

silent room, waiting for my thoughts to arrange themselves on 

the screen before me. To become more persuasively on-mes-

sage, I consulted a media trainer who—in addition to advising 

me on the best budgeproof lipstick for television appearances 

(MAC Pro Longwear Lipcolour), clothing (power solids in 

deep emerald, cobalt, and ruby; cf. Sheryl Sandberg’s entire 

wardrobe); posture (mountain pose, shoulders back)—assured 

me that it was fine to enter the race without coming across as 

a world expert on every single issue. If I played it right, my 

gentle media guide told me, I could deploy my “searching 

quality” to my advantage. I could be a listener, a learner. 

Washington had no shortage of  know-it-all blowhards;

perhaps there was room for a different type of personality.  

I wanted to bring more compassion into government, 

while working on both national and local initiatives—from 

the rights of immigrants and women, environmental pro-

tections, and access to health care to Houston’s inadequate 

public-transportation system, traffic gridlock, and decay-

ing infrastructure. As part of one of the fastest-growing 

metropolises in the country, our suburbs are proliferating 

on what used to be prairies, and concrete is now blanket-

ing the grass that once absorbed the area’s severe rainfalls. 

Climate change, combined with the city’s rapid growth and 

lax regulations on development, has led to the 

For every person who kept me on the 
phone for 45 minutes complaining about 
their marriage while I tried to slide in the 
“ask,” there were two who gave me $500
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Campaign ConfidentialUp Front
ever-more-frequent occurrence of what used to be once-in-

a-generation storms and severe flooding. John Culberson, 

the incumbent congressman, has struggled with solutions to 

prevent more of the same—and worse—in the future.

The path from idea to execution is, I realized, rife with 

hurdles. I’d assumed that the decade I’d spent with a front-

row seat to the Obama administration had prepared me bet-

ter, that I’d rubbed enough important elbows to understand 

the proverbial paths to power. It wasn’t just about taking my 

baby trick-or-treating in the Eisenhower Executive Office 

Building or ringing in eight con-

secutive Passover Seders in the 

Old Family Dining Room of the 

White House. (We usually ate off 

the Truman china, since Truman 

was the U.S. president who had 

recognized Israel.) It was watch-

ing how tirelessly people worked, 

and how high the stakes were. 

H
ere’s the thing you 

don’t realize when 

you’re contem-

plating a run for 

Congress: While it 

will transform your day-to-day 

life in countless unforeseeable 

ways, your old life will march in-

exorably on. You’ll still have to 

save your work receipts, and keep 

your children clothed and fed, 

and take your cats in for their an-

nual rabies shots, but you will have 

to cram these obligations inside 

sixteen-hour days of fund-raising 

and endorsement calls and extem-

poraneous-speech rehearsals. 

No more work-at-home Fridays in Outdoor Voices leg-

gings: From now on, it will be nothing but red nails and high 

heels. You can kiss those lost afternoons of tripping down 

Instagram rabbit holes goodbye, too. You’ll soon be stretched 

and frayed and permanently exhausted—but much too fired 

up and consumed by the present moment ever to step back 

and ask yourself: What in God’s name have I done?

Fund-raising alone takes up a massive amount of time, 

since the sine qua non of any modern political campaign 

is, of course, money. A state-senator friend advised me to 

make an Excel spreadsheet of every single person I planned 

to hit up, write down an expected contribution amount next 

to their name (“Even one dollar counts”), then divide that 

figure by half.

To my surprise, I found asking acquaintances for cash far 

easier than negotiating a bigger advance on a book proj-

ect—the money, after all, wasn’t for me, but for America! 

For every person who kept me on the phone for 45 minutes 

(Campaign Finance Rule #1: Limit all phone calls to five 

minutes) complaining about their terrible marriages while I 

tried to slide in the “ask” (Campaign Finance Rule #2: “The 

ask” will quickly become one of your most-used nouns) and 

then sent me $50, there were two people whom I would never 

have thought to approach—who gave me $500 unprompted. 

Despite warnings that political campaigns could be devas-

tating to young families, my children appear so far to have to 

taken the transition in their stride. With their doting grandpar-

ents now ten blocks away, they don’t seem to mind how often 

I dash off to neighborhood Democratic Club meetings and 

Worthy Cause Luncheons. That our new Houston house has 

a pool has not hurt matters.

For the near-decade that Arun 

and I have been parents, I have been 

constantly dismayed by how little 

our lives matched our professed gen-

der-equity ideals. I have always been 

the one who does everything: not 

just the laundry and the dishes but  

the doctors’ appointments, the col-

lege funds, the house maintenance. 

When my mom friends complained 

about their husbands’ travel sched-

ules, I reminded them that this past 

February, Leo’s teacher demanded 

to see Arun’s ID when he picked up 

our son from school, to make sure 

he was on the authorized list—six 
months into the academic year.

Now that I am running for office, 

the balance of domestic power has 

shifted. Arun has lightened his work-

load and stepped up, in a big way—

he is in charge of all the cooking, and 

getting the kids to school, and notic-

ing when we’re out of milk or apples. 

I can now take a last-minute trip out 

of town for a few days without our 

household imploding.

I don’t yet know how this delicate choreography will play 

out in the seven months between now and the primary. I al-

ready have not enough time with my family, and I have barely 

started the fund-raising calls that are supposed to consume six 

hours a day. There’s a reason such a small minority of women 

with young children hold seats in Congress. 

The night of my campaign launch, my family and I arrived 

early at the Mexican restaurant where I’d be announcing to 

put up my just-printed moser for congress placards. Leo 

helped Claudia sound out the large block-letter words that 

we were taping up all over the room. “That means Mommy 

for Congress!” he told her.

She grabbed a sign and started dancing with it. “Mommy 

for Congress,” she sang over and over. Claudia had no idea 

what Congress was, and why should she care? She did know 

that her mother was unhappy with how the country was be-

ing run and was putting everything on the line to change it. 

“Mommy,” Claudia said, “when I grow up can I be in 

Congress, too?”

“Of course you can,” I told her, reminded for the first time 

in several hectic days why I was really doing this.  �

THAT’S MY GIRL!

THE AUTHOR, SECOND FROM LEFT, WHILE  
HER TODDLER THREW HER INFAMOUS TANTRUM 

AT PRESIDENT OBAMA’S FEET, 2015.
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IVY LEAGUE

THE ACTRESS IN FLORAL 
DOLCE & GABBANA.
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“I’M CURRENTLY ON MY 

bed, and I’m lying on my 

James Baldwin pillow,” Yara 

Shahidi says with a huge sigh 

of relief. It’s been three days 

since the seventeen-year-old 

Black-ish star completed high 

school, and she’s celebrating 

her newfound freedom by do-

ing nothing of note in the Los 

Angeles home she shares with 

her parents and two younger 

siblings. After four years of 

juggling acting, studies, and 

activism, Shahidi is taking a 

gap year during which she 

will shoot the spin-off series 

College-ish before enrolling 

at Harvard, where she plans 

to concentrate on African-

American studies and social 

studies, which is known for 

being one of the university’s 

toughest majors. 

“I’m trying to do my best 

to help support and prepare 

my generation,” she says with 

a modest optimism that’s re-

flected 

YARA
Shahidi
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Talking Fashion 
in her dress code, which is heavy on 

vibrant stripes for the red carpet and 

graphic Ts for protests. “I range from 

loving being completely androgy-

nous—I always say androgyny over 

misogyny—to wanting a layer of 

femininity,” she reflects. Her across-

the-spectrum style makes a certain 

sense considering that Shahidi’s father 

worked as the personal photographer 

to Prince. “No matter what Prince 

wore, high heels or the most fabulous 

fedora in the world, it felt as though he 

was born in it,” the Minneapolis native 

recalls. And she seems to have taken 

a page from the pop icon, judging by 

the ease with which she switches from 

sweat suits to the mirrored and em-

broidered skirt she wore to the MTV 

Awards. “That kind of outfit forces you 

to be proud of the space you take up. 

At the time I thought, I’ve never worn 

anything like this, but it’s so perfectly 

me right now.”—LAUREN MECHLING

Pick a Color

SELENA GOMEZ 
IN VINTAGE JEAN 
PAUL GAULTIER.

CARA 
DELEVINGNE 
IN VINTAGE 
HILTON.

RIHANNA 
IN DIOR.

HAILEY 
BALDWIN IN 
GARRETT 
LEIGHT.

This summer, live life 
through rose- (or blue- or 

yellow-) tinted glasses.

Fake It TOMake It
Don’t even think about wearing your diamanté earrings,  
chokers, and bracelets out after dark. Instead, pull a 

page from the playbooks of designers like Isabel Marant, 

Karl Lagerfeld at Chanel, and Anthony Vaccarello at 

Saint Laurent, who took crystals once reserved for 

late-night clubbing into new territory, pairing them with 

everything from ladylike frocks to oversize fisherman’s 

knits and jeans. “I’ve always loved contrasts,” says 

Marant. “Diamanté earrings can dress up the slouchiest 

sweatshirt.” The effect is at once effortlessly eccentric 

and oddly appropriate. Just think of it as a little disco to 

light up the day.—RACHEL WALDMAN

SEE HOW 

THEY SHINE

1. ISABEL MARANT 
EARRINGS, $485; 
ISABEL MARANT 

STORES. 2. CHANEL 
NECKLACE, $2,400; 

SELECT CHANEL 
BOUTIQUES. 3. SAINT 

LAURENT BY ANTHONY 
VACCARELLO 

EARRINGS, $1,195; 
SAINT LAURENT, NYC.

1

2

3
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DOWN MEMORY LANE

LEFT: CAVE IN ONE OF HER OWN NOSTALGIC  
YET MODERN DESIGNS. THE VAMPIRE’S WIFE  
VELVET DRESS, $1,260; MATCHESFASHION 
.COM. PHOTOGRAPHED BY MACIEK POZOGA. 
ABOVE: WITH HUSBAND NICK CAVE.

EX-MODEL SUSIE CAVE HAS SET OUT TO ACHIEVE  

something both elementary and beguiling: adding romanti-

cism to the simplest dress. Cave’s vintage-inspired label, The 

Vampire’s Wife—she herself is the wife of musician Nick 

Cave—launched two years ago and is growing at a lightning 

pace. “The name’s quite dark,” she says over jasmine tea in 

her Georgian-style Brighton seafront home, “but the clothes 

are fun, optimistic, and very practical.” 

Her signature? Easy-to-wear mid-length dresses in metal-

lic floral fil coupé and celluloid-siren shifts in silk jacquards. 

It’s the sort of cult label that has quietly bewitched a collec-

tive of modern heroines, from actors (Cate Blanchett, Ruth 

The HUNGER

Negga, Tilda Swinton, Dakota Johnson) 

and models (Kate Moss, Karen Elson) 

to singers (Florence Welch). “I don’t 

think I could imagine dresses I’d like 

more,” says Welch. “It’s all my Laurel 

Canyon and Little House on the Prairie
dreams come true.”

In her modeling days, Cave was a 

muse of John Galliano, Vivienne West-

wood, and Philip Treacy (who was also 

her and Nick’s best man). “The thing 

I used to love most about those days 

was putting clothes together,” she says, 

laying out swatches from the fall col-

lection on the kitchen table—swatches 

that run the gamut from naive Liberty 

lawn florals to decadent jewel-tone silk 

taffetas. The nucleus of The Vampire’s 

Wife, though, was the discovery of Brigitte Bardot’s ging-

ham wedding-dress pattern on eBay. What Cave calls its 

“bohemian sweetness” and “little pockets, big frills” affect 

can be seen in her feminine details for fall, with streamlined 

ruffles and delicate ribbon ties reimagined in warming claret 

velvets and baroque gold lamé. 

After another jasmine tea, Cave drives me to her small 

six-person studio on the outskirts of town, where there are 

new additions to her repertoire: shrunken silk-cashmere car-

digans with micro mother-of-pearl buttons, along with her 

first tailored pieces. “Music and the way musicians dress is 

hugely influential for me—like Bowie’s suits,” she says, unveil-

ing a nipped seventies-feel evening pantsuit. Feeling inspired 

after making Nick’s shirting for his last tour, Cave consulted 

his Berwick Street tailor Chris Kerr, and the results are flat-

teringly rock ’n’ roll, all wide lapels and slinky, high-waisted 

pants. “We call it high-waisted now,” Cave says, flashing her 

Cheshire-cat smile, “but it’s actually where your waist is.” 

—EMMA ELWICK-BATES

With The Vampire’s Wife, Susie Cave satiates 

our desire for gloriously romantic dresses.
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PLUSH HOUR

MODEL CHARLENE 
HÖGGER, IN A SANTONI 

EDITED BY MARCO ZANINI 
COAT AND MARY JANES 
($680; SANTONISHOES 

.COM) AND A NATORI 
SLIP, IN ZANINI’S 

LIVING ROOM—WITH 
A JOSEF FRANK SOFA 

FROM SVENSKT TENN 
AND HIS COLLECTION 

OF GUSTAVSBERG 
ARGENTA POTTERY.

W HEN MARCO ZANINI WAS LOOKING TO REENTER  

the fashion world after a break in his 20-year career, he knew 

exactly what would bring him back into the fold—and it 

wasn’t a job that would require him to pirouette in the glare 

of the spotlight. “Standing on the outside,” he says, “made 

me desire to do something smaller—a project where I could 

perform with less pressure and more time.” Fate soon played 

its hand: He met Giuseppe Santoni, scion of Santoni shoes, 

and after a lunch, an afternoon meeting, and another lunch, 

Zanini was satiated in more ways than one. Zanini was invited 

to create Santoni Edited by Marco Zanini, a collection of 

women’s and men’s shoes and—a first for the label—sweaters, 

No PLACE 
Like Home
Marco Zanini found inspiration  

for his first Santoni collection in his own 

backyard: Milan. By Mark Holgate.

Talking Fashion 

DIRECT ROUTE

ZANINI (BELOW RIGHT) 
CREATED A HOME THAT LINKS 
HIS ITALIAN AND SWEDISH 
HERITAGES—THAT’S A GUEST 
BEDROOM BELOW—AND 
OFFERS A STRONG SHOWING 
OF CONTEMPORARY ART.
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Robert Mapplethorpe, and the post-Sensation generation of 

artists such as Wolfgang Tillmans, is reflected in a wall dedi-

cated to his collection of Mapplethorpe images, which look 

onto his latest art acquisition: a painting of three interlocked 

figures by newcomer Sanya Kantarovsky found at Stuart 

Shave’s Modern Art in London.

Zanini’s apartment, as with so many private spaces in 

Milan, is accessed via an echoing courtyard hidden behind 

fortress-like wooden doors. When he was thinking about 

how to present his Santoni debut, he remembered a book of 

Milanese entryways edited by Karl Kolbitz and thought that 

revisiting the concept could be the perfect solution; like his 

collection, the book celebrates the elegance of that which is 

used every day almost 

to the point of  going 

unnoticed. Kolbitz 

was deep into another 

project, so Zanini’s re-

sulting Santoni book—

more movie stills than 

fashion images—was 

shot by young British 

photographers Hill & 

Aubrey. Given Zanini’s 

low-key, analog ap-

proach with the brand, 

a book seems entirely 

fitting. After all, if  

you’re going to turn the 

page, why not do so in a 

way that allows you to 

luxuriate in the act? �
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coats, and jackets because, says Santoni 

simply, the designer and the label “speak 

the same language.”

Some of  Edited by has the sort of 

gender-free affect that’s been emerging 

more and more lately, as with the der-

bies in burnished tan cordovan or the 

cashmere knits whose softness suggests 

years of  loving wear (but whose sure, 

clear colors—hot pink, for instance—

would indicate otherwise). For women 

specifically, there are furry coats revers-

ible to acid-hued quilted nylon, along 

with shaggy alpaca scarves and ballet 

slipper–like pumps elevated onto heels. 

Going forward, other things might be 

added—shirting, say, or pants—but right now the rationale 

is that everything Zanini has designed is meant to accessorize 

you for an easier, simpler, better existence.

“There’s comfort in the things you know,” Zanini says on 

an inordinately warm day in May while sitting in his apart-

ment close to Milan’s Corso Genova. He’s talking about 

Edited by, but he could just as easily be talking about the city 

itself. The Milanese aesthetic of luxurious functionality—a 

sober contrast to the bella figura fabulosity of its southern 

neighbors—colors not only the collection but Zanini’s home 

as well. After stints in New York and Paris, he is back living in 

Milan, in an apartment that took five years to find. The new 

apartment has allowed Zanini to recalibrate his life, because 

it is his life, every facet of it, intertwined: the discretion of a 

Milanese upbringing mixed with the pared-down Scandina-

vian aesthetic from his Swedish mother (the Swedes are, says 

Zanini with a laugh, “the Milanese squared”), as evidenced 

by a glorious velvet sofa by Josef Frank, chosen after much 

deliberation one afternoon at Svenskt Tenn in Stockholm. 

Zanini’s post-punk adolescence, when he idolized Morrissey, 

SEEN IN A NEW LIGHT

ABOVE: ZANINI’S SUNBATHED KITCHEN. BELOW: HÖGGER IN A LA PERLA 
SLIP AND A SANTONI EDITED BY MARCO ZANINI JACKET AND DERBIES ($990; 
SANTONISHOES.COM), THE LATTER CRAFTED BY THE SAME ARTISANS 
WHO MAKE THE SHOES FOR SANTONI. DETAILS, SEE IN THIS ISSUE.
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A MORNING RUN ALONG THE TRACK, A SPOT OF  

Pilates at the gym, yoga on deck at sunrise, sunbathing 

by the pool. Can you guess where I am? The Medi-

terranean, but on a cruise. Cradled to sleep by the 

whooshing sound of the sea every night, I wake in a 

new place—and to a nice cup of coffee by my smil-

ing personal butler, Anu. I see how this type of holiday can 

become addictive. 

    And yet I had thought only how unattractive these bulky 

giants could be, swooning into every port, clogging up the 

view while hundreds of guests shuffle out like ants to scavenge 

seaside towns. But when my mother and grandmother came 

back from a monthlong cruise around Asia, all they did was 

rave. I reconsidered my prejudice. 

In La Spezia, Italy, I boarded the Silver Muse, a vast ship 

that fits 600 people, together with my friend Stephanie. The 

reception lounge was quite something—a lot of nude-toned 

leather sofas—and we took in the boutiques, the restaurants, 

the jazz club, and the crowds of couples greeting one another 

like old friends. It was all a bit like a Four Seasons—except 

we were moving!

Our first stop was Monte Carlo, where we went for a walk 

along the harbor—all big yachts and children sailing in little 

Talking Fashion 

For a Riviera tour, a Riva just won’t do. Elisabeth TNT 

climbs aboard floating metropolis the Silver Muse.

HITTING THE DECK

OUR FIRST PORT OF CALL, MONTE CARLO. I MUST ADMIT 
THERE IS SOMETHING ENTICING ABOUT A CRUISE.

KENDALL 
JENNER IN 

CANNES.

CLAIRE 
COURTIN-

CLARINS 
ON HER 

WEDDING DAY.

In Jacquemus chapeaus, 
behatted brides and shade 
seekers announce the 
arrival of the It hat.

HAILEY 
GATES AT 
THE MET 
GALA.

Optimist boats—and there was just enough time for a chèvre 

chaud salad at a café and then we were back on board. Some 

guests were competing at a quiz; others were lying out by the 

pool; some were busy with a golf lesson. Hard to get bored. 

But the truth is, most of the time we spent on our little terrace, 

sunbathing and looking out onto the sea. 

Granted we were the youngest by almost two generations, 

but who cares? I met a lovely couple from Chile, countless 

Americans, a few Brits, Australians—it’s a cosmopolitan 

gang. In the port of Marseille we were taken to a dive, and, of 

course, it turned out they served some of the tastiest oysters, 

shrimps, and clams. Then it was on to our final destination, 

Barcelona. Short but sweet, and I’m already missing the 

sound of the waves. Ship ahoy! �
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As equine therapy inspires luxury-spa menus with the aim of chiseling away at modern-day 
 stress, Marcia DeSanctis assesses her life—and calls in the cavalry.

Taking the REINS

EDITOR: CELIA ELLENBERG
Beauty

O
n a pristine Santa Fe morning, I leave a 

half-eaten stack of blue corn pancakes on 

my hotel bedside table and traverse a dried 

riverbed across the property to a handsome 

little ranch. The air smells of juniper and 

pine, and my pulse is racing. I am about to 

come face to face with four giant horses, and I’m terrified. 

Like many destinations looking to tap into the white-

hot world of  wellness, the Four Seasons Resort Rancho 

Encantado added the EQUUS Experience to its spa menu 

of massages and facials in the spring. The program claims 

to “inspire lasting change and breakthrough learning” via 

the healing powers of horses, according to Santa Fe native 

Kelly Wendorf, a lifelong equestrian with a background in 

HORSE AND CARRIAGE

ANIMAL-GUIDED TREATMENTS, SUCH AS THE EQUUS EXPERIENCE PROGRAM AT THE FOUR SEASONS IN SANTA FE, ARE DESIGNED TO HELP 
EASE MENTAL BURDENS BY CREATING MEANINGFUL CONNECTIONS. PHOTOGRAPHED BY BRUCE WEBER FOR VOGUE, 2012.  

neuroscience, who conceived the multi-hour or multi-day 

program and runs it with her partner, Scott Strachan. “It’s 

about radical self-inquiry.”

The field of equine therapies is booming, thanks in part 

to our warp-speed modern lives, which often leave us craving 

a pathway back into the natural world. Occupational thera-

pists integrate horseback riding into the care of patients with 

cerebral palsy and autism, and mental health professionals 

certified in equine therapy use the majestic beasts in their treat-

ment strategy for addiction, eating disorders, depression, and 

PTSD. “I’ve seen people get more out of one session in the 

horse arena than in dozens of sessions with me in the office,” 

says Laura Grant, Psy.D., a clinical psychologist and equine 

therapist in South Hadley, Massachusetts. B E A U T Y > 8 0





Equipped with large and sensitive nervous sys-
tems, these ancient animals have an exquisite ability to 
read scent, brain waves, and body language, so they are 
keenly attuned to humans’ emotional states and able to 
deliver nonthreatening feedback. This makes it easy for 
the quartet of  horses at the ranch to size me up when I 
arrive: These days, I can’t see my way around life’s per-
sistent roadblocks, and neither can my therapist.

There is no set syllabus at EQUUS, be-
cause whereas fear has a big hold on my 
life—the fear of aging, that I’ll never finish 
my book, that I’ll end up in an Alz heimer’s 
home, like my mother—other people may 
need to explore different things: boundar-
ies, creativity, grief, leadership, or joy. I ap-
proach the horses, expecting them to rear 
and trample me, and my heart threatens 
to catapult onto the sand. But as I chat 
to them and stroke their manes, never 
mounting them, each remains somewhat 
calm, expressing its own personality. One 
is playful, another wary. Cooper, a brown 
quarter gelding with gorgeous undulat-
ing flanks, catches my eye. Three hours 
pass dreamily as I amble from horse to horse, until the 
strangest thing happens: They all lie down on the ground. 

“The horses are saying, Fear isn’t something you have to get 
over,” Wendorf explains. As long as I put up no false front, they 
can relax, which brings me peace as well. I wonder why fear 
should ever defeat me. When I get back to the hotel, I weep.

The next morning, some equine magic draws me back to 

Cooper. He presses up against me with warm support, like 
a gentle nurse. What can I say? I connect with this nearly 
900-pound champion as if  he were a mirror. “He doesn’t 
engage much,” Wendorf tells me, explaining that Cooper 
is a thinker who tends to live inside his head. “But when he 
does, it’s serious.” 

It is also seriously mystifying. The area of equine therapy 
still lacks robust research, but some scientists, including Tim 

Shurtleff, a lecturer on occupational therapy 
at Washington University in St. Louis, hy-
pothesize that changes in brain chemistry 
that lower stress-inducing cortisol and raise 
bond-building oxytocin levels occur when a 
person is in contact with a horse. “It’s hor-
monal,” he says. It’s also spiritual, which is 
how Noreen Esposito, PMHNP, an equine 
therapist who teaches nursing at the Uni-
versity of North Carolina at Chapel Hill, 
describes the “deep and real” connection 
when I return home to Connecticut, desper-
ate to make sense of what happened to me 
in Santa Fe.

As the weeks go by, I nurture a new rela-
tionship with my fear—that living with it, 

rather than struggling against it, could in fact lead to better 
writing, more inner peace, and more acceptance of passing 
time. If the horses possess an ability to reflect only what is 
true, then my truth is that fear is not a force holding me back. 
“There are other things that they reflected back to you,” 
Wendorf writes in an email. “Those are for you to continue 
to discover.” �

Wellness

“I’ve seen  
people get more  

out of one session  
in the horse  

arena than in dozens 
of sessions with me 

in the o≈ce,” says 
Laura Grant, Psy.D., 

a clinical 
psychologist

IDYLLWorship
Fragrance

I
n 1993, photographer Mario Sorrenti and his then-girlfriend Kate Moss 
set off for a secluded island, armed with rolls of film and a bottle of 
Calvin Klein’s Obsession. The campaign that followed redefined the 
visual language of perfume. Bracingly intimate, the black-and-white 
stills and gauzy 16mm footage managed to freeze time and transcend 

it. “We were in this beautiful, crazy place in our minds, and the emotion was 
very honest,” Sorrenti recalls of their ten-day shoot on Jost Van Dyke, in the 
British Virgin Islands, with no hair, no makeup, no stylists. “Somehow it hit 
a nerve.” Decades later, an appreciation for the nineties’ raw aesthetic has 
sparked a meta-infatuation with the model as seen through Sorrenti’s lens. It 
has also inspired a meta-perfume. For his first fragrance at the helm of Calvin 
Klein, Raf Simons riffs on Obsession with the new white lavender and musk–
laced Obsessed for Women, which will be released with a series of unseen 
outtakes from Sorrenti’s original shoot. To a generation raised to contest 
so-called truth in advertising, the stripped-down portraits still resonate. 
“She’s present without anything dictating that it’s 1993 or 2017, which 
offers an interesting space to question what makes something feel timeless 
and authentic,” says Mike Eckhaus, cofounder of the label Eckhaus Latta, 
whose spring campaign starred street-cast couples. There’s power in that 
real-world relatability, he explains: “being curious about what is human and 
making something that we can all feel a part of.”—LAURA REGENSDORF

TRUE ROMANCE

A NEVER-BEFORE-SEEN OUTTAKE FROM THE 1993 OBSESSION CAMPAIGN, STARRING KATE 
MOSS. FOR CALVIN KLEIN’S NEW PERFUME OBSESSED FOR WOMEN, MARIO SORRENTI 
REVISITED THE SHOOT WITH AN EYE TOWARD THE “RELAXED, IN-BETWEEN MOMENTS.”

B E A U T Y > 8 2
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As summer freckles reveal themselves 
and beauty trends favor diversity over 

uniformity, Search Partystar Alia Shawkat 
 shares her own spotty story.

ON the MARK

T
he other day, while I was paying for my items 
at a deli in New York, the man behind the 
register stopped and stared at me. “What’s 
wrong with your face?” he asked. It had been 
a windy day, so I was concerned something 
had attached itself to me. 

“What do you mean?” I replied. 
He referenced his face with his hands, moving them up 

and down in a now-you-see-me, now-you-don’t motion. 
“All the dots, what do you call them?” English wasn’t his first 
language, but I knew what he was talking about.

“Oh, my freckles?” I asked. He nodded, going into a brief  
step-by-step of an at-home remedy for making them disap-
pear. “You use some yogurt, a little lemon. . . .” 

“Oh, no, I like my freckles,” I interjected as a line of unamused 
customers formed behind me. “I don’t want to get rid of them.”

Lately, it appears, I am not alone. The occasional image 
aside—seeing a young Lily Cole on the runway, or discover-
ing Penélope Cruz in her early Almodóvar days—freckles, 
when I was growing up, were not a celebrated trait. Either 
the territory of ragtag scamps like Little Orphan Annie and 
Dennis the Menace, or destined to be lasered, brightened, 
or Photoshopped into oblivion, they were definitely not for 
adults. But more and more, I’m seeing an uptick in bespeck-
led faces, like that of model and Gurls Talk founder Adwoa 
Aboah, who is using her unique features not just to win 
campaigns but to help empower a confident self-image in 
other women, too. It’s funny how trends work; my makeup 
artist tells me that stealthily using brown eye pencils to create 
embellished dots has now become a popular technique on 
the red carpet. 

I get my freckles from my mother, who is Sicilian, Irish, 
and Norwegian, with fair skin, blonde hair, and light-brown 
beauty marks. My father is Iraqi, which means that his olive 
skin grabs on to my mother’s pigment, giving me freckles that 
grow more dark and numerous with each sun-soaked year. 

My moment of truth came when I was fourteen. I had been 
acting professionally for five years, and I went on a photo 
shoot with my grandfather, a well-known actor in his time. 
His freckles were almost always covered up on-screen, from 
Valley of the Dolls to The Thomas Crown Affair. For a lead-
ing man in the fifties and sixties, it just wasn’t the look. Half  
a century later, it still wasn’t the look, apparently. As a pushy 
makeup artist tried to conceal my freckles under a heavy 
layer of mismatched foundation, I protested; he responded, 
“Let me do my job, and you do yours.” When he finished, I 
couldn’t see myself at all. My eyes looked like black beads that 
had been popped into an unbaked pie.

The experience was a valuable one. From that point on I 
embraced my complexion as part of the wonderful random-
ness of humanity. Faces are fascinating; birthmarks, scars, 
crooked smiles, and freckles all add to what it means to be 
an individual, which is now—finally—the most inspiring way 
to be beautiful. �

Reflections

CONNECTING THE DOTS

ON AND OFF THE RUNWAY, FRECKLES ARE HAVING THEIR MOMENT IN THE 
SUN. FROM TOP: MODELS SARA GRACE WALLERSTEDT (IN A RALPH LAUREN 
COLLECTION DRESS) AND ALEECE WILSON (IN AN EMPORIO ARMANI SHIRT). 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY SEAN THOMAS. LEFT: WRITER AND ACTOR ALIA 
SHAWKAT, PHOTOGRAPHED BY COLUMBINE GOLDSMITH FOR VOGUE, 2016. M
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This summer, textile designer Peter Dunham invokes East and West for 

his first collection of wallpapers, inspired by naturalistic patterns found 

amid the pine-laden hills of Simla and the lavender-swept terraces of 

Provence. “I’m attracted to an organic geometry,” Dunham says of his floral 

prints. “Indian patterns have a wonderful rhythm. I wanted to convey a 

sophisticated appreciation for what’s authentic to the culture.”—NOOR BRARA

PETER DUNHAM TEXTILES’ SIMLA PATTERN.

GOOD on PaperDesign

lgee Smith, one of  the 
magnetic stars of Kath-
ryn Bigelow’s wrenching 
new drama about the 
1967 Detroit riots, wasn’t 

able to read the entire script until 
three-quarters of  the way through 
production. Bigelow kept some actors 
ignorant of their characters’ fates to 

a
elicit the rawest emotion possible, and 
her method seems to have worked. 
Smith took himself to such dark plac-
es while working on Detroit that he 
remembers feeling nauseated during 
the filming. 

In Detroit, Smith plays Larry 
Reed, a singer in a Motown-style 
band that’s moments away from a big 

break—a show at a swanky downtown 
theater—when riots break out and 
police evacuate the venue. The band 
splits up, and Larry and a friend take 
refuge at a motel, where they find 
themselves held hostage by a handful 
of  sadistic cops. For a young black 
man, who has spent time in the South, 
the themes resonated. “We know what 
it’s like to be profiled,” Smith says. 
“We know what it’s like to be talked 
down to for no reason.” 

The 22-year-old actor appears to 
be one of  those overnight-success 
stories a decade in the making. His 
step father, a guitarist who toured with 
members of  New Edition, put him 
in the studio when he was nine, and 
he started singing professionally at 
sixteen. A string of  TV appearanc-
es—including a serendipitous lead in 
the BET miniseries The New Edition 
Story—followed, but this is his break-
out. “During the audition process,” 
says Bigelow, “I asked for a lot of im-
provisation. Algee responded with an 
authenticity that was truly inspiring.”
—CARINA CHOCANO

He’s Got 

SOUL
In the disturbing chaos 
of Kathryn Bigelow’s 
Detroit, Algee Smith is 
a radiant revelation.

Talent

THE ACTOR IN A DIOR HOMME JACKET AND PANTS.

EDITOR: CHLOE SCHAMA

PATA > 8 6
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People AboutAre Talking

Dance

To the BEAT

B
oo

ks

Khalil and Maria, the seemingly 

perfect couple at the heart of Danzy 

Senna’s fearless, nineties-set third 

novel, New People (Riverhead), 

met at Stanford, where they were 

the “King and Queen of the Racially 

Nebulous Prom.” Now engaged, 

with a Martha’s Vineyard wedding 

right around the corner, they live 

in a gentrifying Brooklyn idyll, 

dreaming of children with names 

like Thelonious and Indigo. If only 

the bride-to-be weren’t fixated 

on a poet who seems to see right 

through her. The first title from 

Lena Dunham and Jenni Konner’s 

imprint, Jenny Zhang’s Sour Heart 

(Lenny), captures Chinese-émigré 

New York, a world away from the 

privileged enclaves of Girls. A 

Tenenbaum-like family of French 

geniuses are unmoored by the 

death of their father in Camille 

Bordas’s first novel in English, 

How to Behave in a Crowd (Tim 

Duggan Books), while an empty-

nester’s sensual education has 

unexpected consequences for 

her lacrosse-player son in Tom 

Perrotta’s queasily hilarious Mrs. 

Fletcher (Scribner). And Chiara 

Barzini’s gorgeously unfiltered 

Things That Happened Before the 

Earthquake (Doubleday) evokes 

an Italian teenager’s struggle to 

find her footing on unsteady Los 

Angeles terrain.—MEGAN O’GRADY

VOICES of a

GENERATION

e are the instruments,” explains Blessin Giraldo, the exuber-
ant young star of the new documentary Step. “We’re giving 
emotion. Face. And we’re dancing at the same time.” Step, the 
percussive, theatrical, athletic performance art—equal parts 
drill, cheer, hip-hop, and call and response—is the focus of 

the first feature documentary from Broadway producer Amanda Lipitz (Legally 
Blonde: The Musical). The director met her subjects—Giraldo and teammates Cori 
Grainger and Tayla Solomon—in 2009, when they were sixth graders newly en-
rolled at a rigorous Baltimore public charter school. Six years later, Lipitz watched 
them begin applying for colleges and train for a fiercely competitive tournament.
Like any great dance movie, Step will make you bounce in your seat; it will 
also stir you to tears. The film opens after the death of Freddie Gray, and his 
story is a constant reminder of  the structural inequality these students face. 
Grainger, the wise-beyond-her-years valedictorian, calls her ultra supportive 
mother, who had her at sixteen, “a magic wand in human form,” but the 
family nonetheless struggles to keep the lights on. Giraldo’s mom battles 
bouts of  immobilizing depression, and her suffering blinds her to how her 
daughter is sinking academically. But when Mom falls short, there are 
dedicated educators—a coach, a college counselor—to pick up the slack. Com-
munity, these girls’ stories show, can make all the difference.—JULIA FELSENTHAL

w

TOP FROM LEFT: CORI GRAINGER (IN A VERSUS VERSACE SWEATER), TAYLA SOLOMON (IN 
A LACOSTE SWEATER), AND BLESSIN GIRALDO (IN A YEEZY SEASON 5 DENIM JACKET).

Television The Last Tycoon is a sleek new Amazon show freely adapted from 
F. Scott Fitzgerald’s unfinished novel about thirties Hollywood. 
Matt Bomer stars as Monroe Stahr, the boy-wonder studio exec. 
Witty, dashing, and not a little ruthless (“He kills the ones who 
disappoint him”), Stahr spends his time battling his boss, dealing 
with unions, and charming every woman he meets, from his boss’s 
brainy-cute daughter (Lily Collins) and disaffected wife (Rosemarie 
DeWitt) to a fetching Irish waitress (Dominique McElligott). In 
turning this work into a full-fledged series, executive producer Billy 
Ray has enlarged the Hollywood canvas to include everyone from 
Communist organizers to moguls like Louis B. Mayer. While some 
of these additions have real snap, the show’s allure still resides in 
the idealized vision of Stahr, who, like all proper Fitzgerald heroes, 
lives at the corner of Romance and Doom. Whether Stahr’s filleting 
a badly made movie or bathing in nightclubgoers’ gazes, Bomer 
makes him the most charismatic man in every room. No TV hero 
has looked half this good in a suit since Don Draper.—JOHN POWERS

MATT BOMER AND LILY COLLINS STAR IN THE LAST TYCOON.
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August 2017

W O N D E R

W O R L D
The season’s elegantly eclectic day looks  

are saturated, sculptural—and perfectly sited  
amid the Venice Biennale. 

Photographed by Mario Testino.

OUTSIDER ART

HIGH CONTRAST IS THE NAME OF THE GAME, WITH BANDS OF BLACK AND WHITE LAYING THE FOUNDATION. MODEL BIRGIT KOS ARRIVES  
AT THE GRITTI PALACE WEARING A DRIES VAN NOTEN COAT, $1,615; SELECT NEIMAN MARCUS STORES. VICTORIA BECKHAM DRESS, $3,760; 

VICTORIABECKHAM.COM. DIOR SUNGLASSES. MONIKA JAKUBEC RINGS. LOUIS VUITTON BELT. FALKE TIGHTS. BURBERRY BAG.

FASHION EDITOR: TONNE GOODMAN. ARTS EDITOR: MARK GUIDUCCI.



CANAL PLUS

A SWISHY, STRIPED, 
DECONSTRUCTED MIDI 
DRESS IS AN ARTFUL 
AND ARCHITECTURAL 
TRIUMPH AMID THE  
ARSENALE—A COMPLEX 
OF FORMER SHIPYARDS 
AND WORKSHOPS 
DATING BACK TO THE 
MIDDLE AGES AND NOW 
A SITE OF THE BIENNALE. 
LOEWE DRESS, 
$2,190; LOEWE, MIAMI. 
JOCHEN HOLZ X PETER 
PILOTTO EARRING 
AND GLASS BANGLES. 
CARA CRONINGER 
BANGLE. FALKE TIGHTS. 
MARNI SHOES. 

90





AHEAD OF 

THE CURVE

NO DETAIL WAS 
SPARED SCRUTINY 
AT “TOMORROW IS 
ANOTHER DAY,” ARTIST 
MARK BRADFORD’S 
SHOW AT THE UNITED 
STATES PAVILION 
(THAT’S BRADFORD 
IN WHITE). THE SAME 
CASE CAN BE MADE 
FOR PHOEBE PHILO’S 
SENSATIONAL COAT. 
CÉLINE COAT ($4,400), 
BODY JEWEL, AND 
TROUSERS ($910); 
CÉLINE, NYC. 



FINE PRINTS

A SLICE OF SILK 
RENDERED IN 
VINE-LEAF MOTIFS 
ECHOES ARTIST 
JUDITH SCOTT’S 
INTRICATELY WOUND 
ARTWORKS. FENDI
BLOUSE ($1,200) AND 
SKIRT ($1,500); FENDI 
.COM. DIANE VON 
FURSTENBERG 
EARRING. 



CULTURE  

CLASH

A GORGEOUS RIOT OF 
EARTHY TERRA-COTTA 
NEUTRALS STANDS 
OUT STARKLY AGAINST 
MARK BRADFORD’S 
SPOILED FOOT INSIDE 
THE UNITED STATES 
PAVILION. DRIES 
VAN NOTEN JACKET 
($1,975) AND DRESS 
($1,005). JACKET AT 
BERGDORF GOODMAN, 
NYC. DRESS AT 
BARNEYS NEW YORK, 
NYC. SIMON MILLER 
EARRING. TOD’S 
BELT. FALKE TIGHTS. 
MARNI SHOES. 



NATURAL 

ATTRACTION

ALBERTA FERRETTI’S 
DAFFODIL-YELLOW 

VELVET DRESS—MUCH 
LIKE A BOUQUET 

OF FRESH-CUT 
HYDRANGEAS—LIFTS 

THE SPIRITS AND 
HEIGHTENS THE SENSES. 

ALBERTA FERRETTI 
DRESS, $1,990; BARNEYS 

NEW YORK, NYC. DRIES 
VAN NOTEN NECKLACE. 

RINGS BY SABINE 
MUELLER AND MONIKA 

JAKUBEC. FALKE 
TIGHTS. MIU MIU SHOES. 



PATTERN PLAY

AN INTRICATELY 
EMBROIDERED TULLE 
SHEATH CASTS AN 
ALMOST ROCOCO 
SPELL OF SEDUCTION.
STELLA MCCARTNEY 
TULLE DRESS ($4,245) 
AND KNIT DRESS 
($835); STELLA 
MCCARTNEY, NYC.



ALL THE RIGHT 

ANGLES

WITH SO MANY 
POINTS OF 
INTEREST—A 
BIAS CUT HERE, A 
REVEALING CUTOUT 
THERE—IT’S HARD TO 
FOCUS ON JUST ONE, 
ESPECIALLY WHEN 
THEY’RE SET AGAINST 
PHYLLIDA BARLOW’S 
INSTALLATION 
AT THE BRITISH 
PAVILION. PROENZA 
SCHOULER DRESS 
($4,850) AND CUFFS; 
PROENZA SCHOULER, 
NYC. EMPORIO 
ARMANI EARRING. 
JACQUEMUS SHOES.  
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ARTISTS ON BOARD

CONTRASTING PRINTS SPEAK SOFTER IN SLINKY FABRICS AND WARM 
TONES. ON KOS (THIRD FROM RIGHT): LOEWE COATDRESS, $2,690; 

LOEWE, MIAMI. J.W.ANDERSON DRESS, $2,295; J-W-ANDERSON 
.COM. MARNI EARRINGS. SPORTMAX BELT. BUILDING BLOCK BAG. 

FALKE TIGHTS. PROENZA SCHOULER SHOES. FROM FAR LEFT: ARTIST 
FRANCES STARK AND HER SON ARLO STARK-HANSON; CAROL BOVE, A 

REPRESENTATIVE OF THE SWISS PAVILION; ARTISTS HAJRA WAHEED 
AND ALICJA KWADE; KOS; ARTISTS RACHEL ROSE AND PEJU ALATISE.



GARDEN 

VARIETY

BE A SPLENDOR 
IN THE GRASS IN 
A POPPY RED–
STRIPED DAY 
DRESS. ALEXANDER 
MCQUEEN DRESS, 
$4,075; ALEXANDER 
MCQUEEN, NYC. 
SABINE MUELLER 
RING. FALKE TIGHTS. 
CHLOÉ SANDALS.



LA VIE EN ROSE

SAY IT LOUD, SAY IT 
PROUD: VENI, VIDI,

VALENTINO. VALENTINO 
CAPE ($4,850) AND 
DRESS; VALENTINO 
BOUTIQUES. ANNIE 
COSTELLO BROWN 

EARRING. MARNI BELT. 
WOLFORD TIGHTS.  

BEAUTY NOTE 
PLAY UP STATEMENT-
MAKING PIECES WITH 

UNEXPECTED HAIR 
HIGHLIGHTS. BUMBLE 

AND BUMBLE’S 
BB.COLOR STICKS 

DELIVER A TEMPORARY 
TINT THAT WASHES 

OUT WITH SHAMPOO.



BLUE PERIOD

PICASSO HAD  
ONE—WHY 
SHOULDN’T YOU? 
OSCAR DE LA RENTA
DRESS; OSCAR DE LA 
RENTA BOUTIQUES. 
MISSONI TOP, $830; 
MISSONI, NYC. 
TIFFANY & CO. ELSA 
PERETTI BELT.
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GILDED TO 

PERFECTION

STEAL THE SPOTLIGHT 
IN POLISHED METALLICS 
THAT SHINE BRIGHT 
AGAINST THE MOST 
ORNAMENTAL VENETIAN 
BACKDROPS. RALPH 
LAUREN COLLECTION
DRESS, $4,390; SELECT 
RALPH LAUREN 
STORES. DINOSAUR 
DESIGNS BANGLES.



ROOM WITH 

A VIEW

A LUSH LANDSCAPED 
TERRACE SETS THE 
SCENE; A LUXURIOUS 
COLUMN DRESS 
IN BUCOLIC HUES 
BRINGS THE MOOD. 
J.W.ANDERSON DRESS, 
$2,605; J-W-ANDERSON 
.COM. BANGLES BY 
DINOSAUR DESIGNS 
AND CARA CRONINGER. 
IN THIS STORY: CUT 
AND HAIRSTYLING, 
ODILE GILBERT; 
MAKEUP, STÉPHANE 
MARAIS. DETAILS, 
SEE IN THIS ISSUE. 
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He wears, she wears, who cares? Gigi Hadid and Zayn Malik are part of a new  

generation embracing gender fluidity—and a new freedom to live, behave, and dress  

exactly how they feel. By Maya Singer. Photographed by Inez and Vinoodh.

MIDWAY THROUGH VIRGINIA WOOLF’S NOVEL 

Orlando, a startling transformation takes place: Our hero, 
Duke Orlando, awakens from a seven-day slumber to find that 
he has switched genders. “Orlando had become a woman,” 
Woolf writes, “but in every other respect, Orlando remained 
precisely as he had been. The change of sex, though it altered 
their future, did nothing whatever to alter their identity.” 

He becomes they. The pronouns shift, but the person re-
mains the same. Woolf’s words, written in 1928, could easily 
be mistaken for a manifesto posted yesterday on Tumblr, 
the preferred platform for the growing cohort of “fluid” 
young people who, like Orlando, breezily crisscross the XX/
XY divide. Fashion, of course, has taken note of the move-
ment, which is sufficiently evolved to boast its own pinups, 
including Jaden Smith, recently the star of a Louis Vuitton 
womenswear campaign, and androgynous Chinese pop star 
(and Riccardo Tisci muse) Chris Lee. But where, exactly, is 
someone neither entirely he nor she meant to shop? And 
how, exactly, is such a person to be defined?

“They don’t want to be defined,” says Olivier Rousteing, 
creative director of Balmain, one of the many designers 
taking inspiration from the trend. “You see boys wearing 
makeup, girls buying menswear—they are not afraid to be 
who they are. This category or that category—who cares? 
They want to define themselves.”

This gender-bending approach to fashion has begun to 
achieve critical mass in pop culture and on the catwalk, with 
Alessandro Michele dressing his Gucci girls in dandyish suits 
and his Gucci boys in floral and brocade, actress Evan Rachel 
Wood wearing Altuzarra tuxedos on the red carpet, Pharrell 
Williams gallivanting down the Chanel runway in a tweed 
blazer and long strings of pearls, and rapper Young Thug 
posing on the cover of his mixtape in a long ruffled dress. 
More broadly, designers such as Miuccia Prada and Raf 
Simons at Calvin Klein are knitting their men’s and women’s 
collections together, showing them on the same catwalk and 
twinning certain looks—identical fabrics, identical embellish-
ments, nearly identical silhouettes. 

This new blasé attitude toward gender codes marks a 
radical break. Consider the scene one recent morning out 
in Montauk, New York, where the photos accompanying 
this story were shot: Gigi Hadid and Zayn Malik snuggle in 

interchangeable tracksuits as, nearby, Hadid’s younger broth-
er, Anwar, rocks back and forth on a tire swing, his sheer 
lace top exposing scattered tattoos. For these millennials, at 
least, descriptives like boy or girl rank pretty low on the list 
of important qualities—and the way they dress reflects that. 

“I shop in your closet all the time, don’t I?” Hadid, 22, 
flicks a lock of dyed-green hair out of her boyfriend’s eyes 
as she poses the question. 

“Yeah, but same,” replies Malik, 24. “What was that T-
shirt I borrowed the other day?”

“The Anna Sui?” asks Hadid. 
“Yeah,” Malik says. “I like that shirt. And if it’s tight on 

me, so what? It doesn’t matter if it was made for a girl.” 
Hadid nods vigorously. “Totally. It’s not about gender. It’s 

about, like, shapes. And what feels good on you that day. And 
anyway, it’s fun to experiment. . . .” 

Anwar, eavesdropping, pipes up. “We’re chill!” he calls out 
from a picnic table not far away. “People our age, we’re just 
chill. You can be whoever you want,” he adds, ambling over, 
“as long as you’re being yourself.” 

This is how you can tell a paradigm shift has taken place: 
when a fresh way of seeing a thing seems like common sense. 
Once, the Earth was flat; then it was round—at which point, 
of  course it was. Likewise, for eighteen-year-old Anwar 
Hadid and many of his peers, gender is a more or less arbi-
trary distinction, a boundary that can be traversed at will. 
Maybe that leads you to call yourself agender or bigender or 
demiboy or mostly girl—or maybe it just means that you and 
your significant other share a wardrobe. Either way, there’s a 
terrific opportunity for play. 

It’s this space that fashion designers have rushed into. 
Alessandro Michele, whose recent Gucci shows have been 
at the epicenter of fashion’s genderquake, says that he treats 
traditional feminine and masculine wardrobe codes “as if  
they were a language, a score, a dictionary.

“I use them to rewrite a story,” Michele explains. “I find 
it fascinating to break and mystify them in order to rein-
vent them in a different way. I create space for a personal 
interpretation.” 

Jonathan Anderson, meanwhile, sees his blurring of gen-
der lines in aesthetic terms. When he included dresses in his 
fall 2013 J.W.Anderson menswear 

No
Limits
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EITHER/OR

Nothing 
showcases your 

gamesmanship (and 
courtship) better 

than synchronized 
tracksuits. On Gigi: 
Marc Jacobs track 

jacket, sweater, 
and pants. On 

Malik: Gucci track 
jacket and pants. 
Foundwell rings.

Fashion Editor: 
Tonne Goodman. 



RHYTHM AND 

ROUGE 

Matching is a subtle 
matter: Here, a blown-

out plaid echoes the 
large-scale silhouette of 

a cocooning overcoat. 
On Gigi: Dsquared2 

leather lapel, vest, shirt, 
and jeans. Coach 1941 

shoes. Anwar Hadid 
wears an Alexander 
McQueen coat, suit, 

shirt, and shoes. Chrome 
Hearts earring. 

108



TWO FOR 

THE SHOW

The handsome 
charm of a tuxedo 
is reimagined and 

relaxed—and is best 
complemented with 

the yin of suspenders 
or the yang of lace 
underpinnings. On 
Gigi: Ralph Lauren 

Collection shirt, pants, 
and suspenders. 

On Anwar: Ann 
Demeulemeester 

suit, shirt, and top.



BLURRED  

LINES

Earn your stripes 
with asymmetrical 
shirting equipped 
with street-smart 
seductive flourishes. 
On Gigi: Burberry 
sweatshirt and 
top. Rag & Bone 
sweatpants. On 
Anwar: Burberry 
top. Emporio Armani 
pants. Chrome 
Hearts charms 
(on necklace),



THE WORLD’S 

A STAGE 

Pick a persona, 
any persona: 
Sgt. Pepper? 

Wild peacock? 
Channel an alter 

ego in clothes that 
bring their own 

character—or 
characters. On 

Gigi: Gypsy Sport 
sleeveless jacket. 

Marni top and pants. 
On Malik: Alexander 
McQueen suit, shirt, 

and chain brooch. 



SWITCH  

HITS

There’s a smart, 
if unexpected, 
balance between 
an urban aviator 
jacket and wildly 
eclectic printed 
pajamas. On Gigi: 
Louis Vuitton jacket, 
top, pants, and pant 
chain. Hermès belt. 
On Anwar: Louis 
Vuitton pajama set. 
Haider Ackermann 
tank top. Jill 
Platner necklace.



DOUBLE 

TAKE

Top-notch tailoring 
in nostalgia-tinged 

corduroy is equal 
parts classic and 

cozy—and equally 
appropriate for him 

or her. On Gigi: Prada 
jacket, sweater, shirt, 

pants, and belt. On 
Malik: Prada jacket, 
shirt, tie, and pants. 

In this story: hair, 
Christiaan; makeup, 

Dick Page. Malik: 
grooming, Joanna 
Simkin. Menswear 

Editor: Michael 
Philouze. Details, 
see In This Issue. 
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Angela Merkel’s low-key persona belies a tenacious leader whose vision  

has come to define the best of democracy. With German  

elections approaching, Kati Marton assesses her staying power.  

Portrait by Elizabeth Peyton.

T
he most powerful woman in 
the world is in a hurry. With 
brisk, determined strides on 
a spring morning in Berlin, 
Chancellor Angela Merkel 
sweeps into the glass-and-
steel auditorium of the Chan-
cellery—Germany’s modern 
White House—barely ac-
knowledging the dozen or so 
cameras pointed straight at 
her. She leads a much younger 

man, Saad Hariri, the prime minister of Lebanon, to the 
podium, one arm grazing his back, in absolute command 
of this dance. “Lebanon,” she begins under the attentive 
gaze of Hariri, for whom every minute in the company of 
Europe’s most important leader is political gold, “hosts 
more than one million Syrian refugees,” she addresses the 
assembled, mostly Middle Eastern media, as cameras whir, 
“and shows great humanitarian spirit.” 

Minutes before, I had observed the reporters posing for 
selfies in front of the black eagle insignia of the Federal Re-
public of Germany. Now they are mesmerized by the short, 
matronly woman in a teal-blue raw-silk jacket, wearing her 
signature black trousers and sensible walking shoes. No 
hairdresser or makeup artist made Angela Merkel’s morning 
schedule; there was simply no time. With the country heading 
into elections, her political future is on the line.

Between Donald Trump’s nationalism and Vladimir Pu-
tin’s authoritarian populism, many regard Angela Merkel 
as the last real democratic leader standing. She is, of course, 
strengthened by the recent election of French president 
Emmanuel Macron, a pro-immigrant, pro-Europe centrist. 
Tellingly, minutes after his May 7 victory, Macron’s first call 
was with Merkel. His first foreign trip—to Berlin—had the 
symbolism of a ritual blessing from Europe’s all-but-official 
leader. But to be head of state for twelve years in the digital 
age is a very long time, and now she is asking for four more. 
She has outlasted term limit–bound presidents George 
W. Bush and Barack Obama, as well as Tony Blair, David 
Cameron, Nicolas Sarkozy, and François Hollande. Only 
her nemesis, Putin, is still in power. 

The press ritual with Hariri smoothly dispensed with, the 
chancellor power-walks the prime minister past the official 
portraits of  her predecessors: Konrad Adenauer, Willy 
Brandt, Helmut Schmidt, Helmut Kohl, and the others—all 
men. Merkel will be the first woman to join their ranks on 
the wall. But, she hopes, not for a while. 

Minutes later, I see her, bulging briefcase in hand, duck 
into a waiting black sedan. Three dark-suited aides follow 
her, and the car quickly pulls away from the curb. No sirens 
blare; no lights flash. Angela Merkel does not enjoy the fan-
fare of high office. It is Refugee Integration Week, and she is 
expected in Cologne within the hour. All her focus is on the 
September 24 election—which will count in many ways as a 
referendum on her remarkably open, and often controversial, 
policy toward refugees.

In the late summer of 2015, the chancellor abruptly trans-
formed both her image and her legacy. Known for Olympian 
caution (the word merkeln was coined to mean “delay”), 
Merkel did not merkeln when she allowed hundreds of thou-
sands of Syrian and other refugees to cross into Germany 
and sanctuary. “Wir schaffen das!” she announced. We can 
manage this. Merkel called Germans to a service beyond 
atonement for their dark past: to open their communities to 
strangers, from cultures with traditions, languages, and faiths 
dramatically different from their own.  

Almost overnight, weary men, women, and children poured 
from trains and buses they had boarded in the less welcoming 
Balkans and Eastern Europe—the last leg of nightmare jour-
neys begun in towns and cities in Syria, Iraq, and elsewhere—a 
grand total of a million new arrivals. It wasn’t only Merkel who 
astonished the world. With little advance warning or prepara-
tion, thousands of Germans flocked to greet the new arrivals. 
Many wondered: How had Germany and its chancellor be-
come the world’s moral center? 

A fourteen-year-old refugee played a surprising part in 
her evolution.

On July 16, 2015, during a television broadcast featuring 
the chancellor and a group of students, a Palestinian teen-
ager raised her hand and said to Merkel, in perfect German, 
“It is very painful to watch other people enjoy life.” The 
young girl, named Reem, added, “And I can’t enjoy it with 
them. . . . I don’t know if I can stay here, or what my future 

THE CHANCELLOR 

 NEXT DOOR



A WOMAN IN FULL

Merkel, a former scientist raised in the East, has led a unified Germany steadily, with flashes of passion, since 2005.  
Elizabeth Peyton’s Angela, 2017 (from a photograph by Kristian Emdal).
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Medal of Freedom, for “rising to become the first East Ger-
man to lead a united Germany,” in President Obama’s words, 
“the first woman chancellor in history and an eloquent voice 
for human rights. . . .” Merkel had no way of knowing that 
that trip would be the high-water mark of her relationship 
with the ally that had been the midwife of post–Third Reich 
German democracy.

When she returned to Washington in March 2017, Merkel 
was not asked to address Congress, nor to dinner at the 
White House, nor to play golf at Mar-a-Lago. A perfunc-
tory exchange on trade, NATO financing, and ISIS was her 
initial introduction to President Donald Trump. Knowing 
his dim view of her refugee policy, the chancellor had ex-

plained to him that the Geneva Conven-
tions (forged across nearly a century to 
ensure basic rights for wartime prison-
ers) oblige countries to protect refugees 
of  war on humanitarian grounds. The 
irony of a German leader explaining hu-
man rights to an American president was 
not lost on many observers. An image 
went viral from Merkel’s White House 
visit: of Trump appearing to ignore her 
suggestion that they shake hands for the 
cameras. Speaking to a packed beer tent 
in Munich, following a NATO meeting 
with President Trump in May, the chan-

cellor broke her diplomatic silence. “The times in which we 
could rely fully on others are over,” she said, and everyone 
understood who those others were.  

Their divergent views on trade (Trump declared the Ger-
mans “bad, very bad” on his recent European trip) and im-
migration give them little to shake on. Merkel, a leader for 
climate action since 1994, was shocked by Trump’s decision 
to abandon the Paris climate accord. “I say to everybody 
who believes that the future of this planet is important,” she 
defiantly proclaimed, “let us continue along this path together 
so that we can be successful for our Mother Earth.”

I first met the chancellor two days before September 11, 
2001, when she was head of the Christian Democratic Union 
(CDU) party. I was in Berlin with my late husband, Richard 
Holbrooke, for the inauguration of the city’s Jewish Mu-
seum. Since Richard had negotiated an end to the bloody 
Bosnian War in the mid-nineties, Merkel had asked to meet 
him. We had lunch at the home of the film director Volker 
Schlöndorff, along with other guests, including Susan Son-
tag. It was the relentlessly voluble Sontag, not the quiet Ger-
man politician, who left an indelible memory.  

In the years since, I have often wondered how this un-
charismatic woman became Europe’s—and one of  the 
world’s—most significant leaders. Merkel rarely gives inter-
views, and her tight-knit circle of friends and advisers mostly 
refuses to speak on the record. But I set out to follow her dur-
ing her campaign season. I wanted to talk to her friends and 
colleagues in Berlin, as well as figures from her childhood and 
student years in the former East Germany, to find out more.

“Please don’t expect her to save the world!” Merkel’s long-
time friend former Israeli ambassador Shimon Stein cau-
tions. “That is too much for any single person.” But the odd 
thing is that the woman who was patronizingly called das 

will be.” Unprepared for such raw emotion, Merkel switched 
to political jargon. “Politics is sometimes hard . . .” she began. 
The camera panned to Reem, weeping. “Oh, God,” the chan-
cellor was heard mumbling into the microphone. Crossing the 
stage to the distressed Reem, she bent down to stroke the girl’s 
shoulder. The world’s most powerful woman did not look 
powerful at all. She looked as stricken as the weeping refugee.

Later that summer, Merkel was further shattered by im-
ages she had not expected to see in twenty-first-century 
Europe: men, women, and children confined behind razor 
wire by the gun-brandishing border guards of Hungary, a 
member of the European Union. “I grew up staring at a wall 
in my face,” Merkel admonished Viktor Orbán, Hungary’s 
populist prime minister, referring to the 
Berlin Wall. “I am determined not to see 
any more barriers erected in Europe dur-
ing the remainder of my lifetime.” And so 
she announced her policy. 

For the chancellor, a former scientist 
trained in accuracy and precision, it was 
an astonishingly risky move. Some in the 
international community applauded her 
initiative. David Miliband, former Brit-
ish foreign secretary and current head 
of  the International Rescue Commit-
tee, calls her achievement in integrating 
an unprecedented number of  refugees 
“a real feat. Merkel has done one of the toughest things 
in politics,” he says. “When a difficult issue came along, 
she refused to turn the other way.” Others disagreed. 
Opposition politicians called her arrogant; one group 
of protesters near Dresden heckled her with abuse. The 
protests did not spread, but even many of her supporters 
claimed that she had allowed her emotions to blind her. 

Her old friend German-born former Secretary of State 
Henry Kissinger accused her of recklessness. “To shelter one 
refugee,” Kissinger chided her at a New York dinner party in 
the fall of 2015, “is a humanitarian act. To take a million is to 
endanger civilization.” When pressed by Kissinger on her de-
cision, Merkel had only one explanation: “I had no choice.” 

The subsequent rampage on New Year’s Eve, 2015, when 
hundreds of predominantly Middle Eastern men gathered 
in the center of Cologne and groped and robbed dozens 
of women, and, more tragically, the attack by a Tunisian 
truck driver at Berlin’s Christmas Market a year later, kill-
ing twelve, fueled her opponents’ ire. Across the Atlantic, 
presidential candidate Donald Trump declared Merkel’s 
refugee policy “a catastrophic mistake.” 

I
n November 2009, United States senators and 
representatives greeted her with sustained ap-
plause when Merkel was introduced to a special 
joint meeting of Congress. “Human dignity shall 
be inviolable,” she told them. “This was the answer 
to the murder of six million Jews, to the hate, de-
struction, and annihilation that Germany brought 
upon Europe and the world.” Thunderous ap-

plause rained on the smiling chancellor. Rarely has a head of 
state so publicly and unequivocally assumed guilt for its past. 
A year and a half later, she was invited back to Washington 
to accept America’s highest civilian honor, the Presidential 

What alpha- 

male politicians 

often miss is  

that Angela Merkel 

may be afraid of  

dogs, but she is not 

afraid of men
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Mädchen, “the girl,” early in her astonishing political ascent, 
and then later Mutti (“Mommy”—what else to call a woman 
of power and ambition, however veiled?) has raised immense 
hopes beyond her borders. 

“I can stare straight ahead,” she told Herlinde Koelbl, her 
longtime photographer in the 1990s, “and not reveal what 
I’m thinking.” Koelbl, a vivid, red-haired septuagenarian, 
has been taking pictures of  Merkel since 1991. In those 
early days, the future chancellor was still remarkably open. 
“She was very shy at the beginning,” Koelbl recalls as we sip 
espressos in a bar near bustling Alexanderplatz. “But even 
then you could feel her strength. Partly it was due to her lack 
of vanity. Vanity weakens you. The men I photographed are 
all very vain. She is not.”

Merkel once told Koelbl, “In the presence of overbearing 
men, I feel a physical revulsion and want to take a seat farther 
away.” Meeting Putin at his Black Sea residence in 2007, 
she demonstrated her steel. The former KGB officer, aware 
of Merkel’s well-known fear of dogs (she had once previ-
ously been bitten), unleashed his large black Labrador, Koni. 
Manspreading, a satisfied smile on his lips, Putin observed 
Merkel, who moved not a muscle, her face and body set as if  
in stone. Her aides were furious with the Russian, but she was 
not. “I understand why he has to do this,” she said, “to prove 
he’s a man. He’s afraid of his own weakness.” What Putin 
and other alpha-male politicians often miss is that Angela 
Merkel may be afraid of dogs, but she is not afraid of men.

Still, there is the central mystery of how an unprepossess-
ing former scientist became the first female chancellor of a 
country that had never even had a queen. Merkel had neither 
role models nor a network when, at age 35, she crossed from 
East to West Germany in 1989. What she had was drive, 
intelligence, and ambition—the last kept well under wraps. 
“Once, long ago,” Schlöndorff tells me, “I introduced her as 
our future first female chancellor. She was not happy with 
me for outing her before she was ready.” 

At the pinnacle of power, Merkel has not changed her 
lifestyle. She lives modestly in an apartment across the street 
from Berlin’s Pergamon Museum. Only her husband’s name, 
prof. dr. sauer, is above the buzzer. (Joachim Sauer, a re-
spected chemist, is even more private than his wife, simply 
claiming, “I am of no interest to the public.”) Their partner-
ship is sacrosanct to Merkel. As she explained to Koelbl, “I’d 
rather cancel three appointments than endanger my relation-
ship,” which, she added, “gives me security. With him, I don’t 
have to say anything. We can be quiet together.” 

Berliners are accustomed to seeing the couple dining at one 
of a handful of restaurants in town, and to spotting the chan-
cellor shopping for groceries or quietly slipping into the op-
era. A close friend tells me that at her tiny country house near 
her hometown of Templin, Merkel not only cooks simple 
German fare, she clears the table, too. Only the tabloid press 
is frustrated at the absence of financial or personal scandal 
to report. Merkel lived for many years with Sauer before they 
quietly married in 1998. “A child,” she told Koelbl, “would 
require giving up politics,” something she was unwilling to do.

Her friends—Schlöndorff among them—assure me that 
the impassive Merkel the public sees has a sly wit, and does 
pitch-perfect imitations of various world leaders: Al Gore, 
Sarkozy, Berlusconi, and, of course, Putin. Is she working 
on her Trump impersonation? No 

IN STRIDE

FROM TOP: The chancellor with her future husband, 
Joachim Sauer, in 1989. Merkel with Ivanka Trump at a 
gala dinner in Berlin following the W20 summit, April 2017. 
Russian president Putin’s dog Koni makes an appearance 
during the chancellor’s visit to Sochi, 2007.
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HORMONE  
THERAPY AND 
MAINSTREAM 
VISIBILITY 

ARE GIVING NEW  
HOPE TO 

TRANSGENDER 
CHILDREN,

EVEN AS THEIR 
RIGHTS REMAIN 
UNDER SIEGE. 

REBECCA 
JOHNSON MEETS  
THE MOTHERS 
NAVIGATING A 

NEW PARENTING 
LANDSCAPE. 

THE 
KIDS
ARE 

ALRIGHT

PHOTOGRAPHED  
BY INEZ  

AND VINOODH.



ABOUT 

A BOY

Q, eleven, socially  
transitioned in  

the second grade 
with the full support 

of his mother, 
Francisca Montaña. 

Sittings Editor: 
Sara Moonves. 



Almost a decade ago, Judy Caplan Peters’s four-year-old 
made an announcement that would shake their family’s values 
to its core. “Mommy,” the little one said, hand on chest as if  
to recite the pledge of allegiance, “I’m a boy.” 

A simple enough statement except that, up until that mo-
ment, her child had been raised a girl. Sander*, as he’s known 
now, had been born with a girl’s anatomy, went by a girl’s 
name, and dressed in girls’ clothes. 

His mother did not try to argue him out of it. She’d seen 
the signs, beginning with the phone calls from school advising 
that her child refused to sit with the girls when the students 
were divided by gender. Or saying that Sander had a head-
ache, a stomachache, or just wasn’t feeling well and wanted 
to come home. She knew Sander was not happy on some fun-
damental level, which, for her, meant she 
did not have a choice in the matter. “You 
either love your child for who they are,” 
she says, “or you don’t. It’s that simple.” 

Simple but not easy. “I had to go 
through a grieving process,” Caplan Peters 
admits, “because I was losing my daughter, 
but then you realize that your child is not 
dead or sick or lost, which, God forbid, 
some parents have to deal with. Your child 
is healthy. There is nothing wrong with 
them. This is how they were born.”

For the estimated 150,000 trans teenag-
ers in America, the threat of death is real. 
No fewer than 40 percent of trans adults 
have attempted suicide in their lifetimes. 
Jack Turban, M.D., a researcher and psychiatrist at Harvard 
Medical School, recalls seeing a transgender girl so disgusted 
by her genitals that she refused to go to the bathroom, causing 
intestinal damage severe enough that she needed surgery. As 
recently as ten years ago, Turban explained, it was assumed 
that the state of being “misgendered” inevitably made chil-
dren miserable and that the only way for these kids to thrive 
was to be somehow “cured.” But faced with the alarming 
instances of self-harm among this population, doctors finally 

began to wonder: What if there was nothing inherently wrong 
with these kids? What if  the problem was how they were 
treated by the world? If these children were accepted and 
loved, if their parents helped them to embrace the gender 
they felt they were born to—through either drug therapy or 
nonmedical “social transitions”—would they be happier? 
Would the suicide rate drop? The studies were small, but the 
message was clear: Acceptance is protection.

Fourteen years ago, Kerry Murtagh, the 37-year-old mother 
of a toddler in upstate New York was, unbeknownst to her, 
about to become a trailblazer in the new world of transgender 
acceptance. Her child, now called Ariel, had always gravitated 
toward toys associated with little girls, despite having a boy’s 
body. In preschool, Ariel would run straight to the costume 
trunk and put on a sparkly pink princess dress, which she 
insisted on wearing all day. Murtagh assumed it was a phase 
or that her very sensitive child might be gay, but as time went 
on, the behaviors morphed into something else. Because Ariel 
wore her hair long and favored gender-neutral clothing like 
tie-dyed T-shirts, strangers usually assumed she was a girl; 
Murtagh would correct them until one day when Ariel asked 
her to stop. She liked it when people thought she was a girl. It 
was what she felt inside. 

Murtagh accepted the situation, but Ariel’s father wasn’t 
as sanguine. The couple attempted counseling, but their 
therapists were as divided as they were. One professional sided 
with her then-husband when the couple disagreed whether to 
let Ariel, who still went by a boy’s name, paint her fingernails. 
“Why would you do that?” the therapist demanded. But a dif-
ferent, more sympathetic one helped Murtagh to understand 
that she could not deny her child the right to live the way 

she wanted. At ten years old, Ariel tran-
sitioned. The marriage did not survive, 
but Murtagh saw her previously anxious 
child blossom.

Once Murtagh decided to support her 
daughter, she threw herself into research. 
She eventually discovered Lupron, a hor-
mone-blocking drug that, when taken on 
the cusp of puberty, saves trans girls from 
being exposed to testosterone and trans 
boys from estrogen. The same year she 
transitioned, Ariel began receiving shots 
of the drug, which was initially approved 
for treating advanced prostate cancer. 
Later it was also used to treat children 
undergoing premature puberty—kids, 

some as young as eight years old, who were beginning to 
develop facial hair or breasts. When it was clear those chil-
dren suffered minimal side effects, doctors became more 
comfortable prescribing Lupron for transgender children. 
But the drug only blocks the naturally occurring hormones 
of the body—in order to exhibit the characteristics of the 
opposite sex, you eventually need supplemental hormones. 
Ariel, for instance, began taking estrogen when she was 
fourteen. (As with every child mentioned in this story, dis-
cussions of gender-reassignment surgery are far down the 
road, a possibility they will consider only once they become 
adults.) Today, sitting in the living room of her mother’s 
suburban home, she is a striking sixteen-year-old who could 

‘‘YOU EITHER 

LOVE YOUR 

CHILD FOR WHO 

THEY ARE,’’ 

SAYS JUDY 

CAPLAN PETERS, 

‘‘OR YOU 

DON’T. IT’S THAT 

SIMPLE’’

*The children in this article are referred to by their preferred 
names rather than the ones given to them at birth, which in the 
transgender community are often referred to as “dead” names.
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be mistaken for a model. She hasn’t yet started to date, partly 
because she understands how complicated that will be for 
her. A straight-A student who plays the bass and considers 
herself an activist, Ariel knows how lucky she has been in the 
parental department. “I have the best mom ever,” she says. 

Previous generations of transgender people look at the 
children taking hormone-blocking drugs in awe. When the 
writer Andrew Solomon attended a gender conference to 
gather research for his groundbreaking book Far from the 
Tree: Parents, Children and the Search for Identity, he met 
trans people who openly wept when they encountered young 
people who would never have to go through what they had: 
puberty as the wrong sex. “It’s fantastic,” says novelist and 
trans activist Jennifer Finney Boylan 
about hormone treatment. “I was OK 
with my androgynous body as a child, 
but when puberty hit and the girls started 
going one way and I had to go with the 
brutes, I thought, Oh, no, this is going to 
be bad.” Thirty years later she transitioned 
to female, becoming one of  the move-
ment’s earliest and most articulate voices. 

Ideally, every trans child who needs 
them would have access to hormone 
blockers, but the price of a monthly shot 
can be prohibitive. When Murtagh’s in-
surance declined to cover the cost, be-
tween $1,500 and $2,000, she got the 
drug from Canada, bringing it down to 
$500 a month; that was still expensive 
for her, but once she saw how happy her 
daughter became, forgoing the drug was 
not an option. If  necessary, Murtagh’s 
parents would have mortgaged their house to pay for it. 
Today Ariel’s Lupron and estrogen patch are covered by her 
employer’s health plan, a change she attributes to Obamacare. 

For families with fewer resources, the struggle to find ac-
ceptance and coverage can be more challenging. In 2006, 
when DeShanna Neal’s three-year-old, now known as Trin-
ity, began exhibiting the classic signs of gender dysphoria, 
the 25-year-old first-time mother in Wilmington, Delaware, 
was mystified. Every day, she got letters from the school 
complaining about Trinity’s behavior. Every day, she tried 
to convince Trinity that she was a boy, but Trinity refused, 
eventually retreating into a world of silence punctuated with 
acts of violence against the boys’ jeans her mother gave her to 
wear or the bedsheets printed with a Spider-Man logo. Neal 
would buy her trucks to play with, she remembers, “but then 
the trucks would have a tea party.”  

Neal took her child to doctors who suspected mental ill-
ness, ordering MRIs and even antipsychotic drugs. One day, 
she saw a Barbara Walters special on a kid from Florida who 
described herself as a girl in a boy’s body. “Suddenly,” Neal 
says of her first encounter with Jazz Jennings, “everything 
clicked.” (Jennings, now sixteen, has a TLC reality show and 
is the coauthor of I Am Jazz, which is among the Top 10 most 
controversial books in schools and libraries.) 

With her parents’ support, Trinity socially transitioned 
when she was four years old. Neal was thrilled to see the 
light return to her child’s eyes, but the next year, when Trin-
ity entered kindergarten, her new school refused to accept 

her as a girl. “I went to the teacher and the principal,” Neal 
says. “I didn’t know then that I should have gone to the 
superintendent, but even so, there were no laws on the book 
protecting transgender rights.” Neal decided to quit her job 
at a bank and homeschool Trinity. The change plunged her 
family below the federal poverty line, but she has no regrets. 
“Trinity has humbled me and transformed my family. I can 
see her impact on my husband and my sons. They’re very 
sensitive and caring of other people whose stories don’t 
align with theirs.”

Seven years later, when puberty loomed, Trinity became 
anxious about the anticipated changes to her body, even hav-
ing nightmares about growing a beard. Neal knew she needed 

to act. Their doctor prescribed hormone 
blockers, but Medicaid balked at paying. 
While medical professionals consider hor-
mone blockers safe—and for many trans 
kids psychologically essential—in practice 
it can be exasperatingly difficult for chil-
dren to access this kind of care. For eight 
months, Neal and her doctor fought to 
get coverage. One day, the doctor called 
with the good news that Trinity would 
become the first trans minor in Delaware 
whose hormone therapy was covered by 
Medicaid. The doctor was as excited as 
she was. “That,” Neal remembers, “was a 
wonderful day.” 

Next year, when she is fifteen, Trinity 
will attend her local high school as a girl. 
She has just started taking supplemental 
estrogen, and her new school has been 
supportive, saying she can use whichever 

bathroom she wants, including the nurse’s. Neal is excited 
but cautious. “The rates of violence against trans women of 
color are so scary to me,” she says. “The community is bigger. 
In the beginning, it was really lonely, but something is still not 
working.”

The fear of violence can be strong motivation for parents 
who are on the fence about initiating hormone-blocking 
therapy. In Brooklyn, 41-year-old Francisca Montaña is the 
kind of mother who prefers chicken soup over Sudafed. “I 
didn’t even want to vaccinate my children,” she says, though 
she did. When her child began identifying strongly as male, 
she was initially happy. As a feminist, Montaña was turned 
off by Barbies, princesses, and any preoccupation with ap-
pearance. And when it became clear during second grade that 
it was more than a passing phase, she gladly helped her child 
socially transition to male and his chosen name, Q.

Now eleven, Q is beginning puberty, but Montaña is 
struggling with the concept of hormone-blocking drugs. 
“It’s a huge decision, and I need to weigh all the risks. If he 
doesn’t get the blockers, he’ll be a boy with a woman’s body. 
He’ll endure bullying and having to explain himself all the 
time. My ultimate fear is that someone will kill him in the 
street. He’s Latino and black. Transphobia is real. Racism is 
real. On the other hand, am I giving him drugs because the 
world cannot understand my son? Why should he have to 
change himself?” Like many of the parents, she also worries 
about his ability to one day have children. “I don’t think he’s 
old enough to make these decisions,” Montaña says. “I can 

‘‘I HAVE HAD 

PARENTS SAY 

IT WOKE  

THEM UP,’’ SAYS 

THERAPIST 

JEAN MALPAS. 

‘‘IF THEIR CHILD 

CAN BE THIS 

COURAGEOUS, 

THEN THEY, TOO, 

WERE 

INSPIRED’’ 
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make partial decisions, but ultimately it’s his body.” For now, 
Q has yet to initiate the hormone-blocking therapy, but the 
plan is to do so “if that’s what he decides.”

n a world so filled with firsts and un-
knowns, even the most supportive 
parents can make an occasional mis-
step. When Ariel turned ten, the fam-
ily moved from upstate New York to 
their current home in northern New 
Jersey. Murtagh told the administra-
tion of Ariel’s new school about their 

situation, but not the other students. In the trans community, 
it is known as going stealth, a decision that can feel hypocriti-
cal to children who have been told again and again that there 
is nothing wrong with them. Initially, Ariel was careful about 
finding a safe place to change her clothes for gym, but as she 
became more comfortable with her new friends, she began 
staying in the locker room. One day, she pulled on a tight pair 
of leggings that revealed more of her anatomy than she would 
have liked. The girls began to question her aggressively. “It 
was traumatic,” Ariel remembers. “They were bombarding 
me with questions. I felt really attacked.”

“It was horrible,” Murtagh confirms.
“I should have just gone in as me,” Ariel says.
“I wanted them to know her as Ariel before they knew her 

as transgender,” Murtagh says.
In her mother’s defense, the world was a different place 

even five years ago. Laverne Cox had only just appeared 
on Orange Is the New Black. Hari Nef had yet to walk the 
runway. There was no Transparent, no Caitlyn Jenner. “Say 
what you will about Caitlyn,” says Boylan, who appeared on 
I Am Cait as the resident expert, “visibility brings acceptance. 
After she came out, everybody in America could say they 
knew a trans person. Our numbers are so small, so we need 
to tell our stories.”

If you don’t know transgender children, it’s easy to assume 
they begin life a few feet behind the starting line. But the more 
mothers I encountered, the more I found something differ-
ent: Many believed that having a trans child had made them 
better parents. “This is an opportunity for growth,” insists 
Jean Malpas, the director of the Gender & Family Project 
at the Ackerman Institute for the Family in New York City, 
which runs several support groups for trans children and their 
parents. “It can divide a family, or you can see parents grow 
tremendously. I have had parents say it woke them up. If their 
child can be this courageous, then they, too, were inspired.” 

Throughout my conversation with Judy Caplan Peters, 
Sander’s mother, she expressed her opinions in ways that were 
thoughtful and complex but also tentative. She thought she had 
done the right things (like Ariel and Trinity, Sander is now on 
hormone blockers), she thought her kid would be OK down 
the road, but there was hesitation underneath it all. After all, 
these parents are among the first generation to utilize these 
practices—there is no precedent. “I want to protect my child,” 
she says. “Does that mean I should be more vocal? Or less vo-
cal? I just don’t know.” But the one moment she seemed entirely 
unequivocal was when I asked if raising Sander had made her 
a better parent. “Absolutely,” she answered. “Absolutely. We 
had to stop and really think about how to raise our kids and 
what was important to us. It changed us like nothing else.” �

FIGHT LIKE  

A GIRL

Ariel, sixteen, 
has been 
taking Lupron, 
a hormone-
blocking drug, 
for six years. In 
this story: hair, 
Rutger; makeup, 
Emi Kaneko. 
Details, see In 
This Issue.
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T
he artist Camille Henrot, who 
looks and sounds and definitely 
is very French, has been living in 
New York City for the last five 
years. Well, maybe living isn’t 
quite the right word, because she’s 
so often somewhere else. “I’m 
moving all the time—I have no 
idea where I live,” she says when 
we meet at her walk-up studio 
on the Bowery. (Her apartment 
is in Chinatown, a short distance 
away.) Willowy and blonde, Ca-

mille has a quiet self-assurance to go with her obvious braininess. 
She’s just back from researching a film “about hope and faith” on 
the Pacific island of Tonga—it will be part of her hugely ambitious 
show at the Palais de Tokyo in Paris this fall. She’s leaving tomor-
row for Naples, Rome, Paris (she has an apartment there, too), and 
Vienna, where she’s having a smaller show in a month. “I choose 
to live in New York,” she says, “but I’m very disappointed with 
my progress in English. When I moved here, I thought my accent 
would disappear in six months.” 

She received an artist-research fellowship at the Smithsonian 
Institution in Washington, D.C., in 2013. This led, among other 
things, to her multimedia film Grosse Fatigue, in which a fast-
moving flow of images (including still photographs, texts, and 
her own drawings) combines with hip-hop beats and a voice-over 
reading of creation myths from many cultures. The text was written 
jointly with Jacob Bromberg, an American poet she works with 
whenever she’s using the spoken or written word. “Collaborating 
with Camille is very exciting because she is constantly making new 
and unexpected connections between ideas,” Bromberg says. “Her 
approach is omnivorous, and this is where you need to come from 
when you work with her.” 

Mixed-media artist Camille Henrot  

renders her encyclopedic vision of the world 

through everything from sculpture to  

hip-hop to film. Dodie Kazanjian reports.  

Photographed by Anton Corbijn.

F R E N C H 

TW I S T

BLUE PERIOD

Camille Henrot, photographed in her New York studio.  
Hair, Shon; makeup, Yumi Lee. Details, see In This Issue.

Sittings Editor: Phyllis Posnick.



Henrot was 34 when she finished Grosse Fatigue. Us-
ing anthropology, philosophy, literary theory, mythology, 
poetry, and animation, she was out to storm the heights 
of avant-garde art-making, and, incredibly, she succeeded. 
Grosse Fatigue won her the Silver Lion as the most promis-
ing young artist at the 2013 Venice Biennale, whose curator 
is the New Museum’s artistic director, Massimiliano Gioni. 
Her thirteen-minute film quickly became the hot ticket at 
museum shows in New York, Montreal, and Chicago. (It 
was acquired by the Museum of Modern Art, the Guggen-
heim, and the Los Angeles County Museum of Art, among 
others.) “It’s a breakthrough piece about the desire to know 
everything,” says Gioni, who brought it to the New Museum. 
“It’s both a parody and a kind of manual to understanding 
the contemporary art world.” 

Today her studio floor is awash in new watercolor draw-
ings, some of them quite large. To protect them, Camille has 
both of us don disposable shoe covers, the kind surgeons 
wear in the O.R. Her drawing style is rapid, fluent, and often 
quite humorous. “I make 25 drawings to get one good one,” 
she tells me as she offers green tea and croissants. She paints 
on the floor with her long-handled Japanese brushes, using 
her whole body in a sort of performative dance. The pig-
ments, also Japanese, are especially vivid. 

Her all-encompassing approach is fed by the fact, she says, 
that “I’m a hoarder. I used to be a compulsive eBay buyer. 
Sometimes I’d buy because the object had a weird name or 
because the seller’s picture looked interesting. It was always 
for the wrong reason—never because I needed it.” She’d pick 
up things from the street—a Jacuzzi door, which visitors 
often assume is a minimalist sculpture by Dan Graham—
and of course she couldn’t (and still can’t) stop herself from 
buying books, often the same one in several languages. She 
claims to have been helped by Marie Kondo’s famous declut-
tering book. “It sounds a bit cheesy, but it was a huge revela-
tion,” she says. A great many of her unneeded acquisitions 
ended up in “The Pale Fox,” a very personal show of small 
sculptures, drawings, and found objects at the Chisenhale 
Gallery in London’s East End in 2014. “It was a great way to 
empty my apartment and my studio,” she jokes. 

Her show at the Palais de Tokyo will occupy the entire 
museum. Called “Days of Dogs,” it’s based on the days of 
the week, a subject she’s been working on for the last three 
years, and it will combine sculptures, drawings, installations, 
films, frescoes, and her intricate ikebana pieces. “The week is 
a division of time that has no organic origin,” she says. “The 
month is the moon cycle, but the day of the week is really 
an invention. It comes from Greek myths.” Her interpreta-
tion of the subject is eclectic, personal, and informed by her 
reading—from Richard von Krafft-Ebing’s Psychopathia 
Sexualis and James Joyce’s Ulysses to astrology predictions. 
“Monday is the day of the moon,” she says. “So it’s melan-
cholia and creative idleness—like laziness, but productive 
laziness. For me, Monday is the day I don’t like to meet 
people. No Internet, no phone. I’m alone in the studio, I can 
read and draw, and I can work from bed. No matter what’s 
happening, I try to protect that day.” Obviously, none of our 
interviews were on a Monday. 

In Henrot’s cosmology, each day is associated with a 
celestial body. Tuesday is Mars; Wednesday is Mercury; 
Thursday is Jupiter; Friday is 

“Taking  
orders  

from other 
people became 

more and  
more difficult,”  

Henrot says.  
“I couldn’t  

really bend” 

C O N T I N U E D  O N  PA G E  1 6 0
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FLORA AND FAUNA

Henrot’s ikebana sculpture 
Heart of Darkness, 2012, 
from “Is it possible to be 

revolutionary and like 
flowers?,” 2011–ongoing. 
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AT BLICKLING HALL, AN EARLY-SEVENTEENTH-
century country palace of mellow red brick atop England’s flat 
Norfolk landscape, Jonathan Anderson admires the antique 
crewelwork in a guest bedroom, wonders if he could propagate 
a honeysuckle-scented yellow azalea that is blooming around 
an early Georgian garden temple, and then makes a beeline for 
a secondhand bookshop in a converted farm building, where his 
haul includes a first edition of T. S. Eliot’s “East Coker” and The 
Connoisseur’s Dictionary of Country Furniture. 

These will join the library of this consummate modern aesthete 
in his nearby country retreat, an award-winning contemporary 
structure built around an outbuilding of a long-vanished ancestral 
hall in a thistled meadow that is surrounded, on this bright spring 
afternoon, by fields of yellow rapeseed.

The house is a two-and-a-half-hour commute from the designer’s 
Victorian terraced house in newly fashionable Stoke Newington. 
Anderson, 32, grew up on a farm in the remote Northern Irish 
countryside—an unlikely setting for this guru of modern luxury—
and couldn’t wait to explore pastures new. “I love the act of driving 
somewhere,” he says. “In a weird way, you get used to running 
around. There’s something quite addictive to it.”

This is just as well, as his life now, scrupulously planned six 
months in advance by two harried assistants, regularly takes him 
between London, Paris, and Madrid. In London, with investment 
from LVMH in 2013, Anderson moved his self-titled, then-five-
year-old label from a crepuscular basement studio to a hulking 
Victorian municipal building that until recently had been the local 
council’s Bereavement Center, and increased a team of ten—some 

Jonathan Anderson—who oversees his own label 

along with the storied house of Loewe—is the most 

influential young designer working today.  

By Hamish Bowles. Photographed by Anton Corbijn. 

Master

ON TOP OF THE WORLD

Anderson—in between jaunts to London, Paris, and Madrid—sits 
in the garden of his Victorian country house in Norfolk, England. 

Fashion Editor: Sara Moonves.





unpaid—associates to a payrolled staff of 50 and growing. 
The Loewe factory, meanwhile, is in an unthrilling city near 
Madrid, while Anderson relocated the company’s design 
headquarters to the heart of Paris’s Left Bank. Trips to new 
global markets are also on the agenda, as are—on increas-
ingly rare occasions—escapes to this bucolic retreat.

The building’s austere, barnlike volumes showcase An-
derson’s current obsessions and reflect a collecting habit 
that started when he was a boy with a menagerie of Wade 
miniature animals. (The habit was inspired by his maternal 
grandfather, who amassed Delft and Meissen pottery and 
early grandfather clocks and headed up a textile company 
that made camouflage for the army and fabrics for Liberty.) 
Anderson forages in local antiques shops for treasures and 
scours regional auction houses. “They also love a car-boot 
sale or a fair around here,” he says, “which is kind of perfect.”

board had come to life: Anderson is a designer for the Age 
of the Internet.

There are chairs by Edward William Godwin, pottery 
by Bernard Leach and Lucie Rie, and banks of unusual 
orchids. The French fruitwood kitchen table is set with 
Georgian glassware, Arts and Crafts silver saltshakers (he 
matched the pepper and salt from two different sources), 
a circa-1760 Dublin Delft vase crammed with indigo hya-
cinths, and the delicious farm-to-table lunch that Anderson 
has just prepared.

The greatest challenge he faces today? “To try to have a 
life,” he confides. “I think anyone who is working in a brand 
today has to expect to give up something.”

He may not get back to his orchids and his corrugated 
iron–clad barn for weeks.

Soon after, I’m on the Loewe factory floor experiencing 

As he recently proved in his insightful fashion, art, and 
sculpture exhibition “Disobedient Bodies” at the Hepworth 
Wakefield in West Yorkshire—and in the thoughtful and 
thought-provoking collections, image-making, and store de-
sign that he conceives as the creative director of both Loewe 
and the J.W.Anderson brand—Anderson is an elegant cu-
rator of provocative and beautiful things. At home in the 
English countryside, he has placed doughty seventeenth-, 
eighteenth-, and nineteenth-century English brown furni-
ture against whitewashed walls and hung work by British 
artists from J.M.W. Turner to Wyndham Lewis and David 
Hockney; homoerotic photography by Baron Wilhelm von 
Gloeden, Lionel Wendt, Horst P. Horst, Robert Mapple-
thorpe, and David Wojnarowicz; and pieces by the intriguing 
contemporary artists Lynda Benglis, Gertrude Hermes, and 
Magali Reus. It is as though a highly sophisticated Pinterest 

Anderson’s intense working life. The faintly acrid smell of a 
tannery hangs in the air, and serried ranks of craftspeople 
are assembling elements of the constructivist geometric 
Puzzle bag that Anderson introduced three years ago, when 
he first joined the brand. Nearly removed from stores in 
the beginning, the Puzzle now outperforms the iconic 1975 
Amazona by ten to one. “Thank God that bag happened,” 
says Anderson. “It’s our breadwinner and really helped turn 
us around.” 

When Delphine Arnault of  LVMH called Anderson 
to say that she wanted to invest in his brand, she also sug-
gested that he consider the creative directorship of Loewe—
founded in Spain in 1846 by German immigrant Enrique 
Loewe Roessberg—which was based around the refined 
leatherwork tradition introduced by North Africans 
throughout their eight centuries of rule in Al-Andalus. 

FACES AND PLACES

FROM LEFT: Kendall Jenner in J.W.Anderson, Vogue, 2016. Photographed by Inez and Vinoodh. 
Vittoria Ceretti in Loewe, Vogue, 2017. Photographed by Peter Lindbergh. 
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“I believe that they can build a brand to an extraordinary 
level,” says Anderson of LVMH. “It’s not overnight; they 
know it’s a process. It’s very easy to create excitement,” adds 
the designer whose fresh and influential vision has put boys 
in groinless, flat-fitting ruffled shorts—and, for Chamber of 
Isolation, his prescient womenswear runway show for fall 
2012, envisaged a housewife driven mad by domestic chores 
and dressed in diner-seat vinyl and padded-cell panels—“but 
it’s not easy to turn that into a business opportunity.” 

Anderson admits to having had, at the time of his call with 
Arnault, “zero” sense of how to make a bag and virtually 
no knowledge of the history of Loewe, which the Spanish 
architect Javier Carvajal reinvigorated and reimagined in the 
1960s as a sleek, lifestyle-driven emporium. A decade or so 
later, freelance designers including Karl Lagerfeld, Giorgio 
Armani, and print maestro Ken Scott enhanced the brand’s 

team and for Anderson to both establish new codes for the 
house and define what modern luxury—to his original way 
of thinking, a sophisticated blend of traditional handwork 
and state-of-the-art technology—could mean.

Anderson’s design career began when—after studying 
menswear at the London College of Fashion—he assembled 
antique watch parts to make brooches for the late photogra-
pher and stylist Manuela Pavesi to use in her shoots. By 2008, 
this work segued into innovative men’s clothes, and a couple 
of years later pragmatism led him into womenswear when 
he realized that he could persuade small factories to produce 
his orders if he doubled them by resizing the garments and 
simply labeling the smaller ones as women’s. Anderson’s chal-
lenging silhouettes, his focus on craft, and his imaginative use 
of textiles (all of which he now develops in-house)—along 
with his new gender-unspecific paradigm—intrigued the 

fashion credibility, and in the 1990s Narciso Rodriguez 
brought a new verve to the collections, although the com-
pany’s infrastructure remained archaic. 

Arnault astutely suggested that Anderson visit the fac-
tory before he made up his mind, and he duly set off—with 
low expectations. In the company’s inspirational archives, 
though, and on the factory floor seeing the bags being made, 
Anderson felt “this sort of intrigue—the sense of excitement 
that you could get to work with a giant Meccano construc-
tion set!”—and he accepted the job. 

Pierre-Yves Roussel, the visionary chairman and CEO of 
LVMH’s fashion group, gave him the unimaginable luxury 
of a year to find his feet before putting out the first collection. 
“A year in fashion is like ten,” says Anderson. “It gave people 
a break from the brand.”

It took that long to assemble the nineteen-strong design 

chattering fashion world. “It’s not about a trend,” he told 
Vogue in 2013, “it’s not about a girl in boys’ clothes and vice 
versa. It’s more about clothes that look good on both. It’s 
about modernity.”

Inspired by Anderson’s first menswear show, Karl Lager-
feld’s muse Amanda Harlech asked for a studio visit, and 
the two have been firm friends ever since. “She’s my go-to 
for advice,” says Anderson, “and she’s really good at keeping 
adrenaline up.” 

“Seeing what Jonathan sees is exciting,” says Harlech. “It’s 
unexpected, raw, and then very refined. There is something 
very pure about his designs—sculptural from the inside out 
and the outside in.”

Anderson has brought these same qualities to Loewe. 
While LVMH had focused hard on technological devel-
opment, Anderson felt that craft 

FIELD NOTES

FROM LEFT: Actress Elisa Lasowski (currently in season two of Versailles) in Loewe; model 
and actress Hailey Benton Gates in J.W.Anderson. Photographed by Anton Corbijn.
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Longing for a Southern retreat, Marina Rust spent decades searching.  

When she finally located a nineteenth-century farmhouse on a hill, she knew 

she was home. Photographed by Oberto Gili.

T h e

 F O R E V E R  H O U S E

BE OUR GUEST

OPPOSITE: The front lawn of the family’s redbrick farmhouse is prime for a football game. Daughters Lara and Caroline Connor  
(FAR RIGHT) and houseguests Louisa Dub and Edward Monteiro de Barros. ABOVE: The guest house showcases  

the original brickwork of what was once the house's summer kitchen, set off with Manuel Canovas floral draperies and  
a slipper chair designed by Rust’s father with Mark Hampton. Sittings Editor: Miranda Brooks.



THE GREAT INDOORS

CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT: Rust, in an Erdem dress. A pair of stuffed peacocks in the front hall flanks an antique 
American mirror. The dining room is covered with custom wallpaper. In the study, a Christopher Spitzmiller vase 

sits atop a drum table picked up at Sotheby’s Bunny Mellon sale; behind hangs a painting by Pat Steir.



W
e’d talked about it on our first 
date, our mutual desire to 
move to a college town in the 
South. I grew up in Washing-
ton, D.C., and graduated from 
Duke. Ian was from Wiscon-
sin, went to Georgetown, and 

had recently completed a law degree from the University 
of  Virginia. I wanted Durham, North Carolina, and he 
wanted Charlottes ville, Virginia, but we agreed on the prin-
ciples of early springs, independent bookstores, the smell of 
rich soil in the summer. After we became engaged, he took 
me to Charlottesville, where we toured various properties 
with a realtor. That night, he took me to his favorite restau-
rant, C&O. That’s when I understood. Charlottesville, like  
Durham, was a food town. 

Over the next fifteen years, we got married, lived and 
worked in New York, and had two daughters. Ian remained 
in touch with his realtor. There was no rush. We knew Vir-
ginia was in our future, our retirement plan. In 2014, just 
before Easter, Ian got a call. The right farm was coming on 
the market. We flew down with the girls—Caroline, then 
twelve, and Lara, then ten.  

Driving south of town, we passed large pastures of cattle 
and lovely barns. Everything was in bloom. The Blue Ridge 
Mountains rose in the distance, and soon the road became 
narrower and leafier. We turned a corner and there it was: a 

NATURE GIRLS

LEFT: Shaded by a mulberry tree, a view of hay bales to the west of the property. RIGHT: After a picnic 
lunch, Louisa (in Madewell overalls) and Caroline (in a Bonpoint top) wade in a nearby stream.

Georgian brick house atop a rolling green hill. There were 
willows planted at the entrance; I go weak for willows. The 
driveway was lined with pin oaks. We passed a large pond, 
geese waddling on the banks.   

“Dad, if we get this house, may I get a dog?” Lara asked 
as we crossed the threshold. 

“Lara,” replied Ian, “if we get this house, we all get dogs.”   
The house, built in 1816, had been recently and meticu-

lously restored. A modern kitchen had been added, and the 
summer kitchen—where food was once prepared when it 
was too hot to cook in the house—had been turned into a 
guest house. The original winter kitchen in the basement had 
dirt floors until the owner had converted it, adding a laun-
dry, a bedroom, and an energy-saving geothermal heating 
and cooling system. The dining and drawing rooms formed 
a double cube, the triple-sash windows functioning as doors 
leading onto a generous porch. Almost no work was needed. 

We closed in September. I’d ordered mattresses to be 
delivered the same afternoon as the closing, and I flew down 
with sandwiches and a washed set of Sferra’s white Celeste 
sheets to meet the moving van. Two weeks earlier, I’d had 
good luck at a Christie’s Interiors sale; movers carried in the 
haul—a few good sofas, some Queen Anne dining chairs, 
and an Irish breakfast table. Also delivered were some family 
pieces from storage. I quickly discovered how a thirteen-foot 
ceiling can swallow a drawing. I’d spend the next year stalking 
New York’s auction houses. 

135

O
P

P
O

S
I
T

E
: 

P
A

T
 S

T
E

I
R

. 
C
H
IN

A
T
O
W

N
, 

2
0

1
2

. 
O

I
L

 O
N

 C
A

N
V

A
S

, 
8

4
˝

 X
 8

4
˝

. 
C

O
U

R
T

E
S

Y
 O

F
 L

É
V

Y
 G

O
R

V
Y

. 
©

 P
A

T
 S

T
E

I
R

.



As we settled in, we found our lives bifurcated between the 
bustle of New York and the languor of Virginia. Our daugh-
ters went to school in Manhattan, but we’d visit the house 
every chance we got. I’d try to arrive the day before the rest to 
stock the larder, but also to prowl local consignment shops for 
lamps, china, and American glassware. I managed an eleven-
day stretch that October. One day, a blue jay landed next to me 
on the porch, sitting curiously close. He stayed there for may-
be fifteen minutes; I posted a photo on Instagram. My hus-
band responded via text, asking if I was ever coming home. 

In late December, I began readying the house for the holi-
days. As I was buying a bowl at Kenny Ball Antiques, the 
clerk asked if I’d finished my Christmas shopping.

“No,” I replied. “The miniature donkey breeder hasn’t 
called me back, but the girls wanted a horse anyway.”

“You want a horse?” she said. “I have a horse. . . . ”
“We don’t have anyone to exercise a horse.”
“King Arthur doesn’t need exercise. He’s 36. If you pasture 

him, I’ll find you a donkey.”         
The sweet and handsome King Arthur was delivered to 

our paddock on December 24, as was a seven-month-old 
donkey, which the girls named Timmy. The barn was com-
ing to life. Our farm manager kept chickens, and the girls 
would go down first thing in the morning to collect fresh 
eggs, which we’d cook up with fried green tomatoes and fish 
they’d caught in the pond.

As I collected samples of chintz, my husband focused on 
exterior design, specifically where to place the pool. He’d 
enlisted Belgian landscape architect François Goffinet, hand-
picked successor to Russell Page. The plan, and even the pool, 
increased in scope and in scale. Ian joked about going broke 
like a gentleman.  

Meanwhile, Ian grew increasingly concerned over what was, 
in retrospect, my glacial pace in completing the interior. In my 
head, the house was nearly done, but to my husband it looked 
bare. “Are you sure you don’t want a decorator?” he asked, 
repeatedly. I dismissed the idea. I certainly couldn’t commit 
to anything until after the Mellon sale at Sotheby’s, could I? 
Or until Schuyler Samperton launched her fabric line? My 
great-aunt Nancy Lancaster, of Colefax and Fowler, grew up 
at Mirador, a stone’s throw away from our farm in Virginia, 
and I’d always wanted to do a bedroom in Colefax’s Fuchsia.  

Finally Ian intervened. “My sister has offered to help,” 
he announced. Ian’s sister, Catherine Monteiro de Barros, 
created the beloved, now defunct, children’s clothing line 
Papo d’Anjo, all while pulling together her own houses in 
Portugal and the U.K. She understood bed curtains and 
canopies, which I did not, and her son Edward was about to 
start his freshman year at the University of Virginia. Soon, 
large dressing tables made in Portugal arrived. She and Ian 
found a grand American convex hall mirror in Madrid, of 
all places, and, together with a local artist, designed custom 
wallpaper for the dining room depicting Monticello and 
other neighboring farms. 

Gradually, the house has begun to near what some might 
call completion, although I don’t think a house in the coun-
try is ever truly finished. We still need some side tables, and 
always more books, guests, and dogs. �

I don’t  
think a  

house in the  
country  

 is ever truly 
fınished

HEADFIRST

Lara and Louisa (in Tory Sport swimsuits) and Caroline  
dive into the pool designed by landscape architect  

François Goffinet and bordered with soapstone from a local 
quarry. In this story: hair and makeup, Phoebe Goulding.  

Details, see In This Issue.





Forget nachos and hot dogs. The latest multibillion-dollar sports  
 venues are serving crab maki, house-made prosciutto,  
  fennel-braised pork belly, and (much, much) more.   
   Tamar Adler goes grazing on game day. 
    Photographed by Maurizio Cattelan  
     and Pierpaolo Ferrari.

I
t is only the bottom of the first inning at Citi 
Field in Flushing, Queens. The Mets are down 
5–0—and I have eaten green mole chicken, 
carnitas, and barbacoa tacos; corn slathered 
with mayonnaise, cayenne, and cotija; maca-
roni and cheese with brown butter bread 
crumbs; corn bread with pimento cheese; a 
smoked pulled-pork sandwich that could be 
mistaken for Carolina pit work; two hot dogs; 
and two different breeds of French fries. Mid-

way through extolling the superiority of crinkle-cut fries 
to the publicist who has arranged my feast, I polish off a 
ShackBurger to regain use of one of my hands.

I am not one for such unthinking overindulgence—
my husband, not flatteringly, says I eat like a small forest 
animal—but there exists no protocol for eating one’s way 
through a stadium. Where do you begin? Should there be 
courses? Does corn bread follow a trio of tacos, or is it the 
other way around? 

For years the food at sporting events has been (charming-
ly) terrible. But a restless two-decade-long spree of stadium 
construction has yielded rewards. And it is no minor-league 
spree: Some 22 Major League Baseball stadiums have been 
built since 1990; seventeen new NBA arenas since 1997. The 
NFL claims five new stadiums and 23 large-scale renova-
tions within the last decade, with three extravagant venues 
under way: the Atlanta Falcons’ $1.5 billion Mercedes-Benz 
Stadium; the Raiders’ $2 billion desert oasis at the end of Las 
Vegas’s strip; and the Los Angeles Rams’ gargantuan new 
home on 300 acres in Inglewood, due for 2020—which, at 
an estimated $2.6 billion, will be the most expensive stadium 
complex ever conceived. 

It is perhaps inevitable that food would become a front 
in the stadium wars. Arthur Blank, owner of the Falcons, 
claims his fans are foodies and demand better choices: “If  
they don’t have them, they’ll eat at home or at a restaurant.” 
Football-loving chef and Travel Channel star Andrew Zim-
mern puts it in more transactional terms: “When I was a kid, 
$5 got you a good seat at any game. Try spending less than 
$50 this year.” So it is, in his words, “really fucking insulting 
to pay $12 for a hamburger that was cooked the day before 
and reheated and wrapped in aluminum foil.”  

But has the food served in these temples to Mammon 
gotten better—or only . . . bigger? I have read ghoulishly 
fascinating reports of a “burgerizza” (two pepperoni pizzas 
encasing a bacon Cheddar cheeseburger); bloody Marys 
garnished with sausage, bacon, egg, fried chicken, waffles, 
and doughnuts; two-foot-long hot dog–filled tamales. 

Citi Field avoids such grotesqueries with a veritable roster 
of recognizable restaurateurs and chefs—Danny Meyer, Da-
vid Chang, Michael White, Josh Capon, Dave Pasternack, 

and others. As the Braves quietly wallop the Mets, I eat all 
I can. The lobster roll is sweet lobster on a hot-dog bun, as 
it should be. My Fuku sandwich is, like many of Chang’s 
dishes, a pleasurable flavor-bomb. Fresh-crab maki from 
Daruma of  Tokyo proves an agreeable palate cleanser. 
White’s chicken Parmesan has a bit of  a freezery flavor, 
but I believe by now I may be presenting with early signs of 
gout. The total bill for such grazing is, as one might assume, 
staggering. Follow my example and you could easily land 
in tasting-menu territory. Exercise moderation and you can 
enjoy the sort of amusing, high-end stoner food that makes 
sense while cheering or booing.

Which is not the same as eating well. And I am determined 
to find a sports colossus at which one can. Research com-
mences: I’m interested in Zimmern’s rotisserie chicken served 
at U.S. Bank Stadium in Minneapolis, and the description 
of the goat burger—“locally sourced Minnesota kid goat, 
seared on a plancha”—that he served at Target Field almost 
impels me to Travelocity. But then the Dallas Cowboys’ 
publicist sends vaguely erotic photographs of a pambazo—a 
sandwich of potatoes, chorizo, refried beans, and Oaxacan 
cheese, dipped in guajillo-chili sauce. The chorizo, I establish 
via phone, is made in the stadium’s charcuterie room where 
the Cowboys also make soppressata and prosciutto. The 
chiaroscuro of the photos is beguiling; the pambazo gleams 
with Caravaggian light. . . .

But perhaps I should be a Rams fan. The renderings are 
breathtaking, suggesting a stadium on another planet, but 
the team’s vice president, Kevin Demoff, will part with no 
specifics about the stadium-to-be’s food—other than that it 
will be local and very good. 

The Mercedes-Benz Stadium isn’t open yet either. This 
is a shame. I used to live in Georgia and like the idea of be-
coming a rabid Falcons fan. It will house a branch of Farm 
Burger, an excellent hamburger chain that owns herds of 
cattle. Atlanta chef Kevin Gillespie, a truly nice man with a 
way with pork, will have a restaurant serving Georgia-grown 
Brasstown beef and Springer Mountain chicken. There will 
be a raised-bed vegetable garden—there’s also one at the 
49ers’ Levi’s stadium—and a very budget-friendly pricing 
strategy, by which a family of four 

Toques and Touchdowns

NO CONCESSIONS

New stadiums from coast to coast are luring foodies with 
rosters of celebrity chefs, on-site vegetable gardens, 
and kitchens that rival Michelin-starred restaurants.
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SHORT CIRCUIT

Models en masse illustrate the blunt cut’s 
viral appeal, in Giorgio Armani, Balenciaga, 
Calvin Klein 205W39NYC, Haider Ackermann, 
Oscar de la Renta, and Michael Kors 
Collection. Hair, Julien d’Ys for Julien d’Ys; 
makeup, Yadim. Details, see In This Issue. 

Fashion Editor: Phyllis Posnick.



t’s completely deconstructed! I literally hacked it—it’s 
like an Impressionist rather than a realist painting,” 
Ward Stegerhoek explains when you ask him about the 
dramatic bob he gave Bella Hadid, just hours before she 
took to the Met-gala red carpet. The hairstylist’s slash 

was heard—or at least seen—around the fashion world.
According to Stegerhoek, this short, blunt cut has almost 

magical powers: It can make an ingenue like Hadid look so-
phisticated, but on the women he diplomatically refers to as 
“older ladies” it can, he swears, take ten years off. Whatever 
the wearer’s age, cropped locks have been synonymous with 
liberated women since F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote “Bernice 
Bobs Her Hair” close to a century ago. By the 1920s, Bruce 
Bliven in The New Republic was describing his fictional 
heroine Flapper Jane thusly: “She wears of course the very 
newest thing in bobs, even closer than last year’s shingle. It 
leaves her just about no hair at all in the back, and 20 percent 
more than that in the front. . . . Because of this new style, one 
can confirm a rumor heard last year: Jane has ears.”

Whether the ear is now visible or remains concealed, the 
bob has lately come roaring back to life. The opening bell 
rang at Prada’s spring collection, where hairstylist Guido 
Palau gave a handful of models, including Canadian new-
comer Amber Witcomb, chin-grazing lengths. By the fall 
shows, the look was in full swing, so to speak: At Proenza 
Schouler, hairstylist Holli Smith’s 1990s-era bobs—shades 
of Linda Evangelista’s iconic head—were toughened up with 
tidy, take-no-prisoners bangs. And all of America (OK, well, 
everyone who was paying attention!) couldn’t help noticing 
that Selena Gomez cropped her hair in advance of releasing 
new music earlier this year, a power move that helped her bid 
farewell to her Disney days for good.

Then again, celebrities and runways are one thing; the 
street where you live is quite another. Jen Atkin, whose clients 
include a passel of Kardashians and Jenners, says women 
want these new bobs to be unfettered, ready to wash and go. 
Or at least to look that way. (Full disclosure: As someone 
who has bobbed for an eternity, I admit that I am wholly 
dependent on Göt2B Ultra Glued Invincible Styling Gel.)

Still, no matter how fashion forward you are, the decision 
to bob can be fraught. Asked if she ever sees tears when a 
willing victim slides into her chair, Atkin insists, “Only tears 
of joy.” But, of course, she adds, these days there is no song 
that can’t be unsung. “It’s 2017! We have hair extensions! You 
can always have the best of both worlds.”—LYNN YAEGER

Cut,
Copy

SHORT ON LENGTH AND 
LONG ON ATTITUDE, THE BOB IS THIS 

SEASON’S EVERYWHERE HAIR. 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY STEVEN KLEIN.
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n a cool May morning, just as a cloak of 
fog began to lift off the western hills of 
Los Angeles, Miranda Kerr ran down-
stairs and put a chicken in the oven. 

If  it seems odd that Kerr should be 
making dinner on her wedding day, con-
sider the surprisingly intimate scale of the 

nuptials themselves: a cozy affair at home with 45 or so friends 
and family for one of the world’s most recognizable models 
and her fiancé, Evan Spiegel, whose company, Snapchat, 
boasts close to 200 million daily users. But there was no need 
to pity this busy bride, whose apron would soon be traded for 
Dior Haute Couture. She was cooking only for her husband-
to-be (Kerr’s slow-roasted chicken scented with turmeric and 
lemon is among Spiegel’s favorite dishes), while the caterer 
replicated her menu for the rest of the assembled guests.

It wasn’t long after the couple got engaged in July of last 
year that Kerr began to dream of dresses, her imagination 
never straying far from the iconic gown worn by Grace Kelly 
at her 1956 wedding to Prince Rainier of Monaco, designed 
by the Hollywood wardrobe maestra Helen Rose and spun 
out of antique Belgian lace, silk, taffeta, and tulle by some 35 
seamstresses in the MGM studios. Another thing happened 
last July: Maria Grazia Chiuri became the artistic director 
of Dior (and the first woman to lead the house in its 69-year 
history). Though the Australian model had never met Chiuri, 
here was the chance to live out a fantasy. “I think it’s every 
girl’s dream to have Dior design her wedding dress,” Kerr 
says. “I thought, If she’s up for it, I’m up for it.”

Chiuri was indeed up for it. The bride-to-be met the 
design team in Paris in the fall, and sketches soon followed. 
Though she has often been photographed wearing very 
little, on this occasion Kerr sought long sleeves and a high 
neck. “A dress that fully covers you creates a sense of purity 
and mystery,” says the former Victoria’s Secret Angel, who 
in contrast to her runway swagger conveys a shy delicacy in 
person. “I’ve had a lot of fun with fashion, and I used to be 
more wild, free, bohemian. But in this period of my life, my 
style is more pulled back. My greatest sources of inspiration 
have always been Grace, Audrey Hepburn, and my grand-
mother, who at 80 has an effortless chic: a nice pant, a white 
blouse, a scarf, a little heel.”

A few weeks before the wedding, Chiuri was in Los An-
geles and drove to Kerr and Spiegel’s beach house for the 
final fitting of her first bridal dress for Dior. A satin skirt 
the color of whipped butter was 

In a Dior dress fit for tech royalty,  

Miranda Kerr wed Snapchat’s Evan Spiegel 

 at home in Los Angeles. 

By Robert Haskell.  

Photographed by Patrick Demarchelier. 

 S N A P 
AWAY

UNVEILED 

Kerr and Spiegel took 
every precaution to 
preserve the intimacy 
of their nuptials. 

O
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S u ı t
HOLDING PATTERN

KICK FORMALITY TO THE CURB AND STEP INTO AN URBAN-COOL ITERATION ACCENTED 
WITH WHITE-HOT ACCESSORIES. MODEL CANDICE SWANEPOEL WEARS AN OFF-WHITE C/O 

VIRGIL ABLOH BLAZER ($1,658) AND PANTS ($847); OFF---WHITE.COM. FENDI BAG.
FASHION EDITOR: TABITHA SIMMONS.

Strongest



EASY RIDER

PREFER SLOUCH TO STRUCTURE? GET ON BOARD WITH A TROUSER-AND-JACKET 
COMBINATION RENDERED IN PLUSH CORDUROY. MODEL ROMEE STRIJD  WEARS A  

MARC JACOBS COAT ($1,100), SWEATER ($695), PANTS ($295), NECKLACE, BAG, AND SHOES; 
SELECT MARC JACOBS STORES. STEPHEN JONES FOR MARC JACOBS HAT.

M O M E N T  O F  T H E  M O N T H 

The pantsuit returns this season in every possible permutation— 

from cropped checks to flared florals. The tailored trend, it seems, has legs. 

Photographed by Theo Wenner. 



FLOWER POWER 

PART BUSINESS, PART PLEASURE: PAINTERLY BLOOMS BREATHE  
NEW LIFE INTO TRADITIONAL MENSWEAR-INSPIRED TAILORING. MODEL 

FEI FEI SUN WEARS A GUCCI JACKET ($2,980), PANTS ($1,700),  
BEETLE RING, AND BOOTS; SELECT GUCCI BOUTIQUES. RODARTE RING. 



FEAST FOR THE EYES 

SATISFY YOUR APPETITE FOR SUITING WITH MAX MARA’S VELVET NUMBER, WHICH NODS HEAVILY TO THE 
SEVENTIES. MODEL IMAAN HAMMAM WEARS A MAX MARA JACKET ($1,250) AND PANTS ($595); MAX MARA, NYC. 
MULBERRY BLOUSE ($1,140) AND SHOES; MULBERRY.COM. GUCCI EARRING AND BEETLE RING. ANABELA CHAN

RING. IN THIS STORY: HAIR, AKKI; MAKEUP, HANNAH MURRAY. DETAILS, SEE IN THIS ISSUE. 
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MOVERS AND 

SHAKERS

EVERYTHING’S 
COMING UP ROSES ON 

THE DANCE FLOOR 
THANKS TO ANTHONY 

VACCARELLO’S 
BLOOMING HEELS. 
LAURA LOVE, WITH 

STREET DANCER 
STORYBOARD P, WEARS 

SAINT LAURENT BY 
ANTHONY VACCARELLO

SHOES, $2,095; 
SAINT LAURENT, NYC. 
STELLA MCCARTNEY 

DRESS, $1,925; 
STELLA MCCARTNEY, 

WEST HOLLYWOOD. 
SIMON TEAKLE FINE 
JEWELRY EARRINGS. 

FASHION EDITOR: 
TABITHA SIMMONS.

Let’s   Dance
       The season’s 
best soles don’t skimp 
        on groove or glamour. 
    Models Laura Love, 
Grace Hartzel, and Grace Elizabeth 
    kick up their heels—and show off a few moves—  
  with a cast of professional dancers.    

Photographed by Josh Olins. 



FRINGE FESTIVAL

A FANTASTICALLY 
PRINTED DRESS GETS THE 
PARTY STARTED; FANCY 
FOOTWEAR FEATURING 
SEQUINS AND JEWELS 
STEALS THE SHOW. ON 
LOVE: DOLCE & GABBANA
SHOES, $1,495; SELECT 
DOLCE & GABBANA 
BOUTIQUES. MARY 
KATRANTZOU DRESS; 
MARYKATRANTZOU.COM.
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STAND AND 

DELIVER

WE’RE FALLING HEAD 
OVER HEELS FOR 

GIORGIO ARMANI’S 
BEJEWELED BLACK 
PEEP-TOES. GRACE 

HARTZEL WEARS 
GIORGIO ARMANI 

SHOES, $1,395; 
ARMANI.COM. 

EMPORIO ARMANI 
DRESS, $1,495; 

EMPORIO ARMANI, 
LOS ANGELES. EFFY 

JEWELRY EARRINGS. 



LEG UP

ADD PEP TO YOUR 
STEP WITH RED-HOT 
SATIN STRAPPY 
STILETTOS. 
HARTZEL, WITH TAP 
DANCER CALEB 
TEICHER, WEARS 
MIU MIU SHOES AND 
DRESS; SELECT MIU 
MIU BOUTIQUES. 
TULESTE FEATHER 
EARRING. ROGER 
VIVIER CLUTCH.



BEST IN SHOE

FIND YOUR FOOTWORK 
IN LIGHT-AS-A-FEATHER 
(AND SEDUCTIVE-AS-
SIN) SANDALS. ROGER 
VIVIER SHOES, $2,395; 
ROGER VIVIER, NYC. 
MARCHESA DRESS; 
MODAOPERANDI.COM. 

BEAUTY NOTE 
A DRAMATIC SHOE CALLS 
FOR AN EQUALLY BOLD 
PEDICURE. DEBORAH 
LIPPMANN’S GEL LAB 
PRO COLOR NAIL POLISH 
IN VENUS IN FURS PAIRS 
A DEEP BERRY HUE WITH 
A HIGH-SHINE FINISH.



RISE AND SHINE 

ADD SHIMMER TO 
YOUR SHIMMY-SHAKE 
WITH RHINESTONE-
STUDDED POINTED-TOE 
PUMPS. ON HARTZEL: 
ROCHAS SHOES, 
$780; ROCHAS.COM. 
CAROLINA HERRERA
DRESS; CAROLINA 
HERRERA, NYC. EDDIE 
BORGO WRISTLET. 



LEARNING 

CURVE

TAKE THE LEAD IN 
PRETTY-IN-PINK 

VELVET HEELS. 
GRACE ELIZABETH 

WITH NEW YORK CITY 
BALLET DANCER 

HARRISON BALL. ON 
ELIZABETH: JIMMY 

CHOO SHOES, $1,250; 
SELECT JIMMY CHOO 

BOUTIQUES. NINA 
RICCI DRESS, $4,690; 

NINA RICCI BOUTIQUES. 
OSCAR DE LA RENTA 

EARRINGS. IN THIS 
STORY: HAIR, DIDIER 

MALIGE; MAKEUP, 
MAKI RYOKE. DETAILS, 

SEE IN THIS ISSUE.
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The chic of a muted palette is palpable. 
The addition of primary pops? Modern 
dynamism that’s the best of both worlds.

Index
EDITOR: EMMA ELWICK-BATES
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1. DIANE VON FURSTENBERG TRENCH COAT; MODAOPERANDI.COM.  
2. KATE SPADE NEW YORK BAG, $328; KATESPADE.COM. 3. CHARLOTTE 
CHESNAIS RING, $665; DOVER STREET MARKET NEW YORK. 4. MODEL 
KENDALL JENNER, VOGUE, 2017. PHOTOGRAPHED BY ANGELO PENNETTA. 
5. MAX MARA HOODIE, $1,190; SAKS FIFTH AVENUE, NYC. 6. MASSIMO 
DUTTI BAG, $70; MASSIMODUTTI.COM. 7. TOM FORD LIP COLOR  
MATTE IN FLAME, $54; TOMFORD.COM. 8. BALLY SHOE, $650; BALLY, NYC. 

9. BALMAIN BELT, $1,350; BALMAIN.COM. 1O. SALVATORE FERRAGAMO 
TURTLENECK, $780; SELECT SALVATORE FERRAGAMO BOUTIQUES.  
11. CARTIER WATCH; CARTIER.COM. 12. TIBI PANTS, $345; TIBI.COM.  
13. MATEO EARRINGS; MATEONEWYORK.COM. 14. ROKSANDA  
BAG; MATCHESFASHION.COM. 15. JIMMY CHOO HEEL, $895; SELECT  
JIMMY CHOO BOUTIQUES. 16. CHANEL LE VERNIS LONGWEAR 
NAIL COLOUR IN BLANC WHITE, $28; CHANEL.COM. 
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NO LIMITS
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 106

collection, the aim, he says, was “to play 

with new moods and silhouettes; to find 

newness.” Hence his surprise when the 

U.K. tabloids responded with wrath. 

“Men in dresses! Shock! Horror!” An-

derson says, laughing. “I’m not sure the 

world was ready for what we were doing.” 

But he stuck to his guns—and now there’s 

a whole wave of  British menswear de-

signers challenging traditional notions 

of masculinity, including Martine Rose, 

who claims fans such as A$AP Rocky and 

Rihanna, and Grace Wales Bonner, win-

ner of the 2016 LVMH Prize for Young 

Fashion Designers. 

“I’m playing with elements that might 

be considered feminine, but always in pur-

suit of  an ideal of  male beauty,” Wales 

Bonner says. “Are there versions of male 

beauty that incorporate flamboyance and 

vulnerability?”

Of course there are: Think Prince and 

David Bowie, both of whom scrambled 

male and female fashion codes in the 

name of  liberation. For more current 

examples, think of  James Charles, the 

eighteen-year-old makeup fanatic tapped 

last year as CoverGirl’s first-ever male 

campaign star—or the gender-blurring 

members of the art collective House of 

Ladosha featured in the upcoming New 

Museum exhibition “Trigger: Gender as 

a Tool and a Weapon.” Or check out the 

Instagram belonging to New York City 

man-about-town Richie Shazam.

“Fashion allows me to break the rules,” 

says Shazam, 27, who has earned a fer-

vent following for his distinctive his/hers 

look. “I adorn and embellish myself, play 

with makeup and jewelry, and just put on 

clothes that are beautiful. Through fash-

ion, I get to explore my own ideas about 

what’s manly.” 

Women, of course, have been permitted 

to explore different iterations of femininity 

for some time—men are merely playing 

catch-up. But there is something new in 

the way women now buck social mores: 

Conventional notions of “sexiness” are be-

ing refused point-blank. When model and 

actor Ruby Rose uploaded “Break Free” in 

2014, the video—which shows Rose trans-

forming from a made-up, minidress-clad, 

long-locked Barbie into a cropped-cut and 

tattooed androgyne—went viral, with 28 

million viewers and counting. Suddenly 

the notion that a person could dwell in a 

state of sexual flux was a trending topic.

“When I came out, I came out as 

trans,” says Tyler Ford, the agender poet 

and activist who first found fame as Miley 

Cyrus’s date to the amfAR gala in 2015. 

“I felt like you had to choose—that there 

were only two boxes you could tick, and 

if I had to pick one, maybe boy felt more 

right. But it never felt entirely right. Then 

I read about being non-binary online, and 

it was, like, Aahhhh. . . . 

“I’m a college dropout,” Ford con-

tinues. “I’ve never taken a queer-theory 

course. But the ideas are trickling down 

via the Internet, and they make intuitive 

sense to me. I am who I am, and I just 

want to exist as myself.” 

I just want to exist as myself. This is a 

generation’s cri de coeur, and if technology 

has enabled its elevation as a rallying cry, 

technology also accounts for the intensity 

of millennials’ drive to resist categoriza-

tion. Social-media natives, they’ve been 

trained from childhood to maintain pro-

files on Instagram or Facebook that can 

reduce a person to a list of biographical 

data or a face among faces competing for 

“likes”—or function as platforms to trans-

mit a complex, sui generis identity. 

“I have a friend who identifies as ‘all 

boy, all girl, all male, all female,’ ” says 

Gypsy Sport designer Rio Uribe, who is 

known for his party-like fashion shows 

cast with pals from all along the gender 

spectrum. “It’s like—what is that? But 

it doesn’t matter what it is.” Eluding the 

labels, constructing an identity apart—for 

Uribe, that’s “a clapback to a society that 

wants to define you.” 

For a demographic so keenly attuned to 

being looked at, style serves as a convenient 

means of liberation. And so it’s always 

been, as Marc Jacobs points out.

“These kids—I’m not sure they’re any 

different from the people I saw at Dance-

teria or Mudd Club in the eighties,” Jacobs 

says. “The difference is that back then, the 

expression—extreme looks, cross-dressing, 

what have you—was hidden away in a 

speakeasy or a club. Today, thanks to the 

Internet, that culture is widely exposed.” 

Young New York–based brands such 

as Gypsy Sport, Eckhaus Latta, Vaquera, 

and Chromat are doing the same thing—

striking out from the safe space of the club 

to bring their anything-goes ethos to the 

runway and the street. 

Millennials like Gigi Hadid have taken 

this new freedom to heart. “One day you 

can be this,” she says, watching as Malik is 

buttoned into a bedazzled Gucci blazer, 

“and another day you can do that.” 

Over the course of a few short years, 

that craving for latitude has manifested a 

trend that’s electrified fashion, transform-

ing not only the look of clothes but the 

ways they are presented and sold. Chances 

are, there’s no going back—though a man 

in a dress or a woman who doesn’t shave 

her legs and prefers not to be called “she” 

is still an affront in many places. But if this 

month’s cover stars are anything to go by, 

the momentum is all in the direction of 

attitude, not gender, as the all-important 

marker of a human being. 

“If Zayn’s wearing a tight shirt and tight 

jeans and a big, drapey coat,” Hadid says, 

“I mean—I’d wear that, too. It’s just about, 

Do the clothes feel right on you?”

Malik shoots Hadid a tender look and 

joins the conversation. 

“With social media, the world’s gotten 

very small,” he says, “and it can seem like 

everyone’s doing the same thing. Gender, 

whatever—you want to make your own 

statement. You know? You want to feel 

distinct.” �

THE CHANCELLOR 
NEXT DOOR
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 117

one will say. One thing is clear: If you set 

out to construct the polar opposite of 

Donald Trump in every way, you would 

end up with someone like Angela Merkel. 

Impatient with flattery, she chides her 

staff for excessive laughter at her jokes. 

(“You’ve heard me tell that story before!” 

she scolds.) During Steffen Seibert’s job 

interview to be her spokesperson, Merkel 

told him, “Understand that you will have 

to work very hard.” “Yes,” he answered, “I 

know.” “No.” She shook her head. “You 

don’t. Later on, you will look back and be 

proud of this work. But you will have no 

private life.” 

The chancellor’s is a small, fiercely loyal 

team, including several impressive women. 

Her defense minister, Ursula von der Ley-

en, a mother of seven, has a TV anchor’s 

sleek, blonde looks. Beate Baumann runs 

the chancellor’s office and is empowered 

to speak bluntly to her boss. (Once, re-

portedly, when Merkel was on the verge 

of tears, Baumann told her, in front of 

others, to pull herself together.) Mostly, of 

course, Merkel keeps her emotions tightly 

controlled. “She has an unbelievably ro-

bust constitution,” says former ambas-

sador Stein. But, Koelbl tells me, “she is 

incredibly strong during stressful times 

and gets sick later, when it is over. She sees 

this as one of the fundamental require-

ments in politics: When it gets serious, 

you just have to hold out and be strong.”  

To find the source for this complex 

persona, I board a train at Berlin’s 

Hauptbahnhof bound for Templin, in 

the northern pine forests and lakes of 

Brandenburg. It winds through the sta-

tions of Germany’s terrible last century: 

Oranienburg, one of the first Nazi con-

centration camps; Sachsenhausen, first a 

Nazi, then a Soviet camp; Seelow, where 

Hitler’s and Stalin’s troops bloodied each 

other to the bitter end of World War II. 

A surreal stillness hangs over this corner 

of  the former East Germany. Sparsely 

populated, its fields of haystacks and wild 
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face the future without Kohl.”  A bold and 

risky move, it ended Kohl’s political life 

and assured Angela Merkel’s. 

Back at the Chancellery a few days after 

my journey east, I watch Merkel, backlit 

by the silvery Berlin sky, with a slice of the 

Spree River visible. She is surrounded by 

several hundred volunteer refugee workers 

from all over Germany. Housewives in 

prim suits and lanky youths in distressed 

jeans pepper her with questions. The real 

work of integrating new arrivals into what 

was previously a fairly homogeneous, con-

servative society (cosmopolitan Berlin 

being the exception) falls on ordinary citi-

zens, such as those gathered here today. 

Merkel’s job, as she sees it, is to listen to 

every question with genuine interest and 

to give honest answers. 

“How can you send refugees back to 

Afghanistan,” a curly-haired woman 

forcefully demands, “when Afghanistan 

is unsafe?” For Merkel has lately begun 

to return those deemed migrants, rather 

than refugees, back to their countries, if  

those countries are no longer considered 

dangerous. The move is almost as contro-

versial as her initial generous acceptance 

of virtually all comers, and the number of 

refugees arriving in Germany has dropped 

dramatically since the spring of 2016. Not 

only are the authorities sending Afghans 

and others home, but Merkel also struck 

a controversial deal with Turkey. In ex-

change for visa-free travel for some Turks 

and billions in refugee aid, a number of 

migrants and refugees have been relocated 

to Turkey. Merkel has thus defused a po-

tentially explosive election issue. Support 

for the far-right party, Alternative for Ger-

many, has now dipped to an unthreaten-

ing 9 percent—among the lowest support 

for the right in any European country. 

And for now she seems to have overcome 

a potentially greater threat, from Martin 

Schulz, a Social Democrat who is even 

more pro–European Union and just as 

pro-refugee as she is. 

“Let’s never forget,” the chancellor says 

in closing her meeting with the volunteers, 

“no one ever leaves home unless they are 

forced to.” That has been her touchstone 

phrase in walking the tightrope between 

her humanitarian impulses and political 

pressure both from within her country 

and from the European Union.

The session with the volunteers has 

buoyed Merkel’s spirits. As those attend-

ing line up to pose for pictures with her, 

Seibert reintroduces us, and we at last have 

an opportunity to speak. “Ah, yes,” she 

says. “Thank you for your book.” (I had 

sent her my own account of growing up 

behind the Iron Curtain, in Hungary.) 

“I remember 

poppy are untouched by time. Templin, 

where the former Angela Kasner spent her 

childhood and to which she still retreats, 

is a cobblestoned, picture-postcard town. 

But, like so much else in Germany, it is 

shadowed by history. Cyrillic road signs 

and soil poisoned by weapons testing are 

reminders of  its proximity to a former 

Soviet military base. The daughter of a 

Lutheran pastor in a country where re-

ligion was frowned upon, Angela here 

learned caution before she could ride a 

two-wheeler.  

Her childhood’s greatest trauma oc-

curred on August 13, 1961. Overnight, 

East German authorities erected a wall 

that encircled the city of Berlin—the last 

opening in the Iron Curtain. East Ger-

mans, including seven-year-old Angela, 

her parents, and two siblings, henceforth 

were prisoners of the state. “I saw my par-

ents completely helpless,” she told Koelbl. 

“My mother cried all day. I wanted to 

cheer them up, but I couldn’t.” 

Watchful, serious, navigating between 

the all-seeing state, with its 189,000 Sta-

si informers, and her parents, Angela 

shone in class. But even as a child, she 

would weigh and analyze before taking 

a plunge—quite literally. Merkel tells the 

story of spending most of an hour of div-

ing class pacing back and forth on the 

high board, calculating risk versus benefit. 

When the final bell rang, she dove. 

Her Russian-language teacher, Erika 

Benn, a bustling woman in her mid-70s, 

makes me coffee in her sun-drenched 

Templin kitchen and recalls her brilliant 

student, now the chancellor. Sitting on 

her couch, we look at class photographs 

showing Merkel with a solemn expres-

sion in the back row, the winner of every 

Russian-language prize. “I pleaded with 

her,” she recalls, “to smile a little.” These 

days, Benn is proud when Putin praises 

her former pupil’s Russian-language skills. 

A former Communist Party member, 

Benn could not know how Angela chafed 

at the lack of freedom. “I came home ev-

ery night full of anger,” Merkel said to 

Koelbl, “and first had to talk about it all 

and get it out of my system.” One escape 

route from the long reach of the Stasi state 

was science, a fairly privileged field in the 

Soviet Empire.

I make a stop at Leipzig University—

Nietzsche, Wagner, and Goethe’s alma 

mater—where Angela studied physics. 

Even here, in the baroque city of Johann 

Sebastian Bach, Angela stood out among 

East Germany’s brightest scholars. Her 

doctoral supervisor, Reinhold Haber-

landt, Ph.D., a tall, grave man, invites 

me to his modest, book-lined apartment 

and tells me of the hard years when An-

gela was his star student. “The aim of 

the government was to break the will of 

the people,” he says. “All of us scientists, 

including Angela, had to attend lectures 

on Leninism and learn Russian. We didn’t 

like it, but we had no choice.” Is he disap-

pointed that Merkel ultimately chose poli-

tics over science? “There are many very 

good scientists, “he answers, “but there 

are very few good politicians.” 

When, on November 9, 1989, the Wall 

fell and ecstatic crowds surged west, An-

gela, by now living in East Berlin, kept to 

her routine. History may have zoomed 

forward, but it was Thursday, her weekly 

sauna-and-beer night. So she joined the 

jubilant citizens only later, post sauna and 

beer. In the months following, during a 

fluid, anything-goes atmosphere as the 

divided country fused into the Federal Re-

public, she saw her chance and grabbed it. 

With her technical skill, she offered to in-

stall a computer system at a fledgling new 

Berlin-based political party, Democratic 

Awakening. She stayed on as its spokes-

person. Released from the confinement 

of the prison state and divorced from her 

first husband—Ulrich Merkel, a physicist 

whom she had married in 1977, at age 

23, and left four years later—she began 

to soar. The newly unified German gov-

ernment, under the titanic figure of the 

late Helmut Kohl, lacked a woman from 

the East. Merkel rose rapidly to become 

Kohl’s Mädchen, minister for women and 

youth and, eventually, minister for the 

environment, nature conservation, and 

nuclear safety. Shy and earnest, Angela 

Merkel was easy to underestimate.  

Her ascent was not always smooth. 

More than once, she was reduced to tears 

of frustration at being excluded and be-

littled—on one occasion even in a cabi-

net meeting. Suspicious by nature and by 

Eastern Bloc breeding, she had reason for 

paranoia in the nineties. “After hours,” 

former German ambassador Wolfgang 

Ischinger tells me, “and under the influ-

ence of a few drinks, I used to hear her 

fellow CDU politicians taunt each other: 

‘So who is going to finish her off?’ ” Of 

course there was only one “her.”

By the next decade, she no longer felt 

like a quota Frau. “You have to be will-

ing to do battle,” she told Koelbl. “I try 

the friendly way . . . but once important 

issues are at stake, I can be tough as nails. 

Just like the men.” When Chancellor Kohl 

was swept up in a political scandal, Angela 

Merkel delivered her mentor’s coup de 

grace. On December 22, 1999, in a front-

page article in the country’s respected 

Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung, Merkel 

declared her own and her party’s indepen-

dence from its former leader. “The Party 

must learn to stand on its own feet,” she 

wrote. “It must have the confidence to CONTINUED ON PAGE 160
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our lunch with Richard,” she continues. 

I am touched by her powers of recall. In 

this brief conversation, I wonder what I 

can ask that will offer a glimpse into the 

enigma that is Angela Merkel. “Madam 

Chancellor,” I say. “Can you share the 

secret of your success in the male world 

of  German politics?” The chancellor’s 

features soften momentarily as she consid-

ers this unexpected question. As her aides 

close in, she finally answers, “Endurance!” 

Suddenly Merkel’s astonishing trajec-

tory—from the ash heap of the failed So-

viet Empire to becoming the  West’s best 

hope—makes perfect sense: Endure, ob-

serve, listen, keep your own counsel, and 

work twice as hard as the men. Even now. 

Win or lose in September, Merkel’s 

place in history is as assured as that of the 

woman whose portrait hangs on her office 

wall, Catherine the Great. The eighteenth-

century German princess became empress 

of Russia and transformed it into one of 

Europe’s great powers. Like Catherine, 

Angela Merkel has also transformed 

her country—not by force of arms and 

armies but by moral authority and quiet 

persuasion. We can manage this. So far, 

the chancellor and her team have done 

just that. But then, at a time when the 

unthinkable frequently becomes reality, 

it is best to avoid predicting the future. 

Angela Merkel, product of an empire that 

crashed, takes nothing for granted. �

FRENCH TWIST
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 126

Venus; Saturday is Saturn; Sunday, the 

sun. “Tuesday is struggle, excitement, 

sexual arousal, and also the relationship 

between domination and submission, and 

how that’s actually reversible.” Camille’s 

recent show at the Vienna Kunsthalle 

debuted the Tuesday material, including 

large-scale bronze sculptures and several 

heavy chains woven into a giant French 

braid (it took ten men to braid it) and a 

video, Tuesday, that juxtaposes footage 

of jujitsu fighters with racehorses being 

groomed and trained. 

Camille was born in 1978 in Paris. Her 

father, François, is a banker who also 

worked with France Telecom on the 

development of  the Minitel, a sort of 

pre-Internet. “My mom is an artist, a 

printmaker,” she says. “When I was a kid, 

she was also stuffing animals—especially 

birds. There were a lot of dead birds at 

home; I remember a drawer of glass eye-

balls that were kind of terrifying.” (The 

image resurfaces in Grosse Fatigue with 

shots of glass balls rolling around, and 

dead birds packed in pullout drawers 

at the Smithsonian.) Mathilde, her sis-

ter, who is two and a half  years older, 

cofounded a company that distributes 

independent movies online; she produced 

two of Camille’s earlier films and is pro-

ducing her newest one, Saturday, which 

will premiere at the Palais de Tokyo. 

Growing up, Camille had a rather dis-

tant relationship to school. She was too 

shy to be a rebel, but “I was rebellious 

on the inside, so basically I was always 

late or absent or sick and not going.” Her 

mother, Maud, who had been the same 

way, was sympathetic. They each spent 

a good deal of their childhood drawing, 

and “sometimes I would just go with her 

to the museum or to the zoo and draw the 

animals. It was hard to adapt to school 

because of the freedom I had at home.” At 

the age of ten, she became a rock climber, 

scaling courses at Chamonix. “It was 

the first time I was good at any sport.” 

(These days she runs and does Pilates.) 

She was also a voracious reader, including 

Japanese manga, and an avid watcher of 

anime on TV. She drew constantly while 

watching, with Japanese ink brushes that 

her father brought back from his business 

travels, and her own drawings usually told 

stories. The family never traveled outside 

Europe together, because her mother 

was afraid of flying. As a child, Camille 

dreamed of going to far-off places. When 

she was seventeen, she took a four-month 

road trip to Italy with a friend, and since 

then, she’s been making up for lost travel. 

Instead of a private university or the 

École des Beaux Arts, she chose the École 

Supérieure des Arts Décoratifs—mainly 

because it had an animation department. 

“As a teenager, I didn’t like to be identified 

as an artist,” she explains. “I felt being 

an artist was sometimes an excuse to be 

out of the world, out of reality. I didn’t 

need to learn how to draw or to paint or 

sculpt, because I’d been doing that since I 

was a child.” She wanted to learn about 

design—graphics, furniture, textiles—

and especially about animation. At the 

Arts Décoratifs she was introduced to the 

feature-length animated films of Hayao 

Miyazaki and Isao Takahata, and also to 

the brilliant anime TV show Cowboy Be-

bop. “I wanted to learn to direct or maybe 

create a TV cartoon show, or long feature 

films in animation,” she says. 

After graduating in 2001, she had a 

number of different jobs—making short 

films or cartoons for advertising compa-

nies, and doing music videos. She worked 

often with the French electronic musician 

and DJ Joakim, to whom she was close. 

“I saw music video as a format where 

you could free yourself  from narration 

and have a pure visual language. I was 

quite successful and had a lot of fun, but 

I wanted to be free to edit exactly the way 

I wanted, and taking orders from other 

people became more and more difficult. 

I couldn’t really bend.” Meeting the mul-

timedia artist Pierre Huyghe showed her 

the way out. She took a temporary job as 

Huyghe’s assistant one summer, and was 

fascinated by the freedom and expansive 

thinking of his process. If  art could be 

like that, she thought, then why not be 

an artist?

Camille had a very beautiful dog, a 

Japanese breed called Shiba Inu that was 

little known in Paris at the time. People 

often stopped her to ask about it, and one 

of these meetings led to a conversation 

with a young woman who distributed 

art films for the Bureau des Videos. Her 

new friend came home with her, saw a 

couple of the experimental videos she’d 

been making on her own, and encouraged 

her. Before long, Camille’s videos were 

selected for two very important shows, 

“J’en rêve” at the Fondation Cartier and 

“I Still Believe in Miracles” at the Musée 

d’Art Moderne de la Ville de Paris, both 

in 2005. They were noticed, and Camille 

joined the art world. 

A few weeks after our first meeting, Ca-

mille is back in New York. She’s wearing 

a pair of vintage motorbike pants that 

are torn at one ankle, which does nothing 

to disturb her poise. Her latest Shibu Inu, 

Nami, “attacked” them, she explains. The 

dog doesn’t live with her in New York or 

Paris—she’s been banished to Camille’s 

family’s country house because she’s “too 

intense to live in the city,” meaning she 

bites. Camille is here to shoot baptism 

ceremonies at Seventh-day Adventist 

churches in Manhattan and Brooklyn 

for the 3-D film Saturday, after the day of 

the Adventists’ Sabbath. Its main theme 

is hope—hope for a better life. The Ad-

ventists believe in the apocalypse, the pos-

sibility that the world will end, explains 

Camille, who was raised Catholic. “I have 

quite a critical attitude toward religion,” 

she says, “but at the same time, I have a 

tenderness for it. All the symbolism of 

baptism has to do with hope.” 

The latest drawings she has been work-

ing on will form part of her ongoing “Bad 

Dad” series, images of authority figures 

“from Agamemnon to Michael Jackson,” 

which appeared for the first time in her 

2015 debut show at Metro Pictures. “It’s 

a perverse, sexual, weird reflection on so-

ciety, gender, social injustice, and abuse,” 

Camille explains. “It’s just lashing out at 

things I get upset about.” It’s not autobio-

graphical, she says; Camille’s thinking and 

her art so far have been deeply personal 

and at the same time universal. It’s this bi-

nary, nonjudgmental approach that makes 

her work seem so new and so impressive. 

The “Bad Dad” concept is influenced, 
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he wears himself—while for Uniqlo he 

has designed a 40-piece collection based 

around iterations of British classics in a 

partnership that made him posit a ques-

tion: “Is price-pointing what’s actually 

modern today?” 

At Loewe, current collaborators in-

clude the William T. Morris Founda-

tion—earlier, Anderson sleuthed 250 

antique examples of Morris & Co.’s Philip 

Webb–designed rustic 1860 spindle-back 

Sussex chair for the brand’s international 

stores—and artisanal Spanish straw weav-

ers, with whom he is producing less-expen-

sive entry-level bags. 

“When you’re doing both men’s and 

women’s, and you’re doing two brands 

back-to-back, after three years you want 

to find newness,” says Anderson, who 

confides that the different teams at Loewe 

and J.W.Anderson and their respective 

dynamics—along with being more or less 

perpetually on the move—help the process 

and prevent him from feeling stagnated. 

“Now,” he says, “I feel I could never see 

my life any other way.” �

TOQUES AND TOUCHDOWNS
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 138

will be able to eat a meal for under $30. 

Then there’s the Sacramento Kings’ 

Golden 1 Center, which opened a year 

ago and seems positively utopian. Wired

has described the place as “pretty much 

a giant Tesla.” It is 100 percent solar 

powered, with 15 percent of  its energy 

coming from its own roof, and so full of 

cable that 500,000 Snapchats can be sent 

per second. Golden 1 is also the world’s 

“greenest” stadium—other than Rome’s 

Colosseum, which was surely greener. 

It’s the first that is LEED platinum certi-

fied. It has massive glass-and-steel doors 

for natural ventilation built by Schweiss, 

which builds doors for Elon Musk’s 

SpaceX hangars. Most compelling for 

the gastronomically focused, 90 percent of 

Golden 1 ingredients comes from within 

150 miles of the stadium. 

Golden 1 general manager Michael 

Tuohy, a farm-to-table chef, assures me 

that this includes things such mandates 

normally exclude: “We get cheese, cooking 

oil, fruits, vegetables, nuts, dairy, eggs from 

right here.” The stadium uses local grain, 

flour, and rice, and its spice rubs come 

from a spice mixer in nearby Petaluma. 

The arena’s pork comes from Llano Seco, 

the ranch of  a friend of  mine, Charles 

Thieriot. Even Golden 1’s waste-disposal 

system is forward-looking. Food rem-

nants are collected by a company called 

California Safe Soil and turned into hog 

feed and organic fertilizer. Unsold food 

goes directly to the Sacramento Food 

Bank. I happen 

she goes on to explain, by the sociologist 

Albert Memmi’s book Dependence, which 

shows how we build up anger and frustra-

tion toward the people we depend on. 

“The idea of the Palais de Tokyo show re-

ally comes out of that book,” she tells me. 

“It’s a deepened empathy toward the hu-

man condition, which is above judging.”

The Icelandic artist Ragnar Kjartans-

son last summer sailed through a tempest 

to the island of Stromboli to see a festival 

Camille cocurated at the Fiorucci Art 

Trust House. He did so because “I really 

like her spirit and her work,” he tells me. 

“It’s this gentle, classic French elegance 

mixed with some really badass attitude. 

She’s just really cool.” �

MIX MASTER
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 131

was the key to the brand’s heart: He real-

ized how challenging it was to replace the 

highly skilled artisans as they retired, but 

to address this Loewe had established a 

school with a five-year apprenticeship pro-

gram, along with the Loewe Craft Prize. 

“I was quite astounded that there was no 

serious prize out there for applied craft, 

for ceramics, woodwork, all that,” he says. 

Nearly 4,000 people applied, from places 

as far-flung as Argentina and Bangladesh. 

In the meantime, Anderson was re-

thinking what the brand itself could be. 

“What was good is that LVMH didn’t 

think it was going to work,” he says frank-

ly, “so no one was looking!

“Ultimately, it’s not just about the 

shows,” says Anderson, who is a master of 

experiential scene setting and disdains the 

traditional big-brand circus of celebrity 

front rows and bravura red-carpet dress-

ing. Instead, he has focused on “building 

some kind of a creative language, so that 

when people go into a store, they don’t see 

a product—they see a full picture. Brand-

ing and advertising are amazing creative 

outlets, and I worked in visual merchan-

dising at Prada, so it’s something I can’t 

let go.”

In the brand’s flagship Madrid store, 

for instance, Anderson has referenced 

Carvajal’s work (including a ceiling panel 

of the architect’s beloved green agate), 

while his own eclectic tastes are reflected in 

his deft curation of contemporary art and 

crafts, the assortment of design books, 

even in the flowers—Anderson persuaded 

Loewe to acquire part of the archive of 

Constance Spry, the influential 1930s flo-

rist whose idiosyncratic arrangements 

have been exquisitely reimagined by Ste-

ven Meisel for Loewe’s highly collectible 

2017 calendar.

With his own brand, a perpetual short-

age of funds meant that Anderson had 

to immerse himself in every aspect of his 

nascent business, from human resources 

and finance to the design process. “Ulti-

mately, you have to be a businessperson 

before you get to be a designer,” says An-

derson, who reviews global sales figures 

every morning at 7:00 a.m. “You can see 

how a product is working in Japan, how 

it’s working in America; you start to see 

global sensitivities, and it helps you to con-

tinually adjust and tweak.” 

Loewe, by Anderson’s reckoning, is near-

ly 20 times bigger than J.W.Anderson— 

he says “the brand will always be bigger 

than you. You’re the custodian of that 

history, but your name isn’t on it, so there 

is a detachment, a perspective; it’s a dif-

ferent kind of love affair. But you have to 

be in it 360 degrees.” He is also mindful 

of the human responsibilities. “I have to 

make sure that there are enough good 

bags that I can employ more people,” he 

says, noting Spain’s ongoing economic 

hardships. “It removes you from the pan-

tomime of fashion.”

Two days later, I am in the J.W.Anderson 

London HQ amid an air of creative dis-

order, with the ever-expanding team al-

ready bursting at its seams. Anderson’s 

brother, Thomas, a former professional 

rugby player like his and Jonathan’s fa-

ther, has worked with the brand for four 

years since a broken shoulder curtailed his 

career on the pitch; he now runs the legal 

department. Although the siblings each 

admit that working together is “compli-

cated,” Anderson insists that “I need my 

brother—he is going to say, ‘You’re a jerk’ 

when I’m acting like one.” 

Anderson is drawn to the Gesamtkunst-

werk worlds of William Morris and the 

Arts and Crafts movement, the Blooms-

bury Set and their Omega Workshops, 

and—in his designs if not his collecting—

the Memphis Group of the 1980s. Col-

laborating has always been a keystone of 

his process: In Anderson’s early days of 

establishing his brand, a consultancy with 

a jeans company briefly provided the sus-

taining funds for him to carry on. Later, 

Anderson worked on a Versus collection 

for Donatella Versace (“It was nice put-

ting your foot into high speed,” he recalls 

of that time, “learning how to deal with 

pressure like that”) and further sustained 

his own brand with collaborations with 

Topshop and a creative directorship of 

Sunspel, the purveyor of long johns to the 

far-flung corners of the British Empire, 

reflecting an affinity for honest-to-good-

ness garments that serve their purpose. 

He has recently worked on projects with 

Converse and Uniqlo—noting how “uni-

versal” both these brands are (“I would 

love J.W.Anderson to be that universal,” 

he confides). For Converse he is reimagin-

ing their classic Chuck Taylor—a sneaker CONTINUED ON PAGE 162
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Table of contents 30: Jacket 

($1,130), pants ($815), sweater 

($725), and shoes ($735). 

Jacket, pants, and sweater at 

Bergdorf Goodman, NYC. Shoes 

at Barneys New York, NYC.  Shirt, 

$375; select Dolce & Gabbana 

boutiques. Cover look 34: 

On Gigi: Jacket ($2,980), shirt 

($1,500), pants ($1,500), 

and belt ($420); select Gucci 

boutiques. On Malik: Jacket 

($5,450), vest ($1,250), shirt 

($620), and pants ($1,100); 

select Gucci boutiques. 

Foundwell vintage rings, $495 

each; foundwell.com. Editor’s 

letter 44: On Gigi: Sleeveless 

jacket, $662; gypsysportny.com. 

Marni shirt ($950) and trousers 

($860); select Marni boutiques. 

On Malik: Alexander McQueen 

jacket ($3,245), shirt ($1,375), 

trousers ($1,075), and chain 

brooch (price upon request); 

Alexander McQueen, NYC. Up 

front 50: Sweater, $895; select 

Michael Kors stores. Skirt, $495; 

toryburch.com.Talking fashion 

70:Slip, $120; natori.com. 71: 

Slip, $608; laperla.com. Ryan 

Mosley. Duchess of oils, 2014. 

Oil on Linen on board. 26  ̋x 

22 1/8 .̋ Courtesy of Alison 

Jacques Gallery, London. Sanya 

Kantarovsky. LumpenPatrol,

2014. Oil, watercolor, pastel, 

oilstick on linen, 35  ̋x 51 .̋ © 

Sanya Kantarovsky. Courtesy of 

Tanya Leighton Gallery, Berlin.

Beauty 82: On Wallerstedt: 

Dress, $2,290; select Ralph 

Lauren stores. On Wilson: Shirt, 

$395; Emporio Armani stores. 

PATA 84: Jacket and pants, 

priced upon request; select 

Dior Homme boutiques. Frame 

T-shirt, $85; frame-store.com. 

Wallpaper, $200 per roll; 

hollywoodathome.com. 86: 

On Grainger: Sweater, $450; 

select Versus Versace, NYC.  

Champion pants, $40; 

champion.com. On Solomon: 

Sweater, $150; lacoste.com. 

T by Alexander Wang pants, 

$295; alexanderwang.com. On 

Giraldo: Denim jacket, $520; 

yeezysupply.com. Koché velvet 

jacket, $710; Barneys New York, 

NYC. Gap pants, $50; gap.com. 

WONDER WORLD
89: Sunglasses, prices upon 

request; Dior boutiques. Large 

round rings, $450 each; 

charonkransenarts.com. Belt, 

$730; select Louis Vuitton stores. 

Tights, $39; Bloomingdale’s 

stores. Bag, $3,395; burberry

.com. 90–91: Glass earring and 

bangles, priced upon request; 

peterpilotto.com. Rounded 

bangle, $800; IF Soho, NYC.

Tights, $39; Bloomingdale’s 

stores. Shoes, $980; select 

Marni boutiques. 92:Handmade 

body jewel, $26,500. Mark 

Bradford. Oracle (detail), 2017. 

Mixed media, Dimensions 

variable. Part of “Tomorrow Is 

Another Day/Domani è un altro 

giorno.” 57th International Art 

Exhibition. United States Pavilion. 

La Biennale di Venezia, Viva Arte 

Viva. Courtesy of the artist and 

Hauser & Wirth. 93: Earring, 

$148; Diane von Furstenberg 

stores. Claudia May belt, price 

upon request; claudia-may.de. 

Front: Judith Scott. Untitled, 

1997. Fiber and found objects, 

79  ̋x 19  ̋x 20 .̋ Back: Judith 

Scott. Untitled, 2003. Fiber and 

found objects, 56  ̋x 28  ̋x 12 .̋ 

Courtesy of Creative Growth 

Art Center. 94: Earring, $167; 

simonmillerusa.com. Belt, 

price upon request; tods.com. 

Tights, $39; Bloomingdale’s 

stores. Shoes, $890; select 

Marni boutiques. Mark Bradford. 

Spoiled Foot (detail), 2016. Mixed 

media on canvas, lumber, loan 

sheeting, drywall; dimensions 

variable. Part of “Tomorrow 

Is Another Day/Domani è un  

altro giorno.” 57th International  

Art Exhibition. United States 

Pavilion. La Biennale di Venezia, 

Viva Arte Viva. Courtesy of the 

artist and Hauser & Wirth. 95:

Necklace, $1,245; Bergdorf 

Goodman, NYC. Sabine Mueller 

ring, $450; charonkransenarts

.com. Monika Jakubec round ring, 

$450; charonkransenarts.com. 

Tights, $39; Bloomingdale’s 

stores. Shoes, $1,990; select 

Miu Miu boutiques. 97:Cuffs, 

$385; Proenza Schouler, NYC. 

Earring, $295; Armani, NYC. 

Shoes, $617; jacquemus.com. 

Phyllida Barlow. Installation view, 

folly, British Council commission, 

Venice, 2017. 57th International 

Art Exhibition. Great Britain 

Pavilion. La Biennale di Venezia, 

Viva Arte Viva. 98–99: Earrings, 

$350; modaoperandi.com. 

Belt, $395; Sportmax, NYC. 

Bag, $295; building--block.com. 

Tights, $39; Bloomingdale’s 

stores. Shoes, $910; Proenza 

Schouler, NYC. 100: Ring, $450; 

charonkransenarts.com. Tights, 

$39; Bloomingdale’s stores. 

Shoes, $795; nordstrom.com. 

101: Dress, $5,200. Earrings, 

$363; anniecostellobrown

.com. Belt, $1,530; select Marni 

boutiques. Tights, $61; wolford

.com. J.W.Anderson shoes, 

$1,050; j-w-anderson.com. 

102: Dress, $8,490; Oscar de la 

Renta boutiques. Cara Croninger 

earrings, $260; Ruby Beets, Sag 

Harbor, NY. Belt, $750; tiffany

.com. 103:Bangles, $55–$130; 

dinosaurdesigns.com. 104–105:

Dinosaur Designs bangles, 

$55–$85; dinosaurdesigns.

com. Cara Croninger bangles, 

$300–$800; IF Soho, NYC. 

NO LIMITS
107: On Gigi: Cashmere track 

jacket ($3,425), zip mock-

turtleneck sweater ($750), and 

cashmere track pants ($2,355); 

select Marc Jacobs stores. On 

Malik: Track jacket ($1,750) 

and jogging pants ($1,200); 

select Gucci boutiques. Vintage 

necklace (price upon request) 

and rings ($495 each); foundwell

.com. 108: On Gigi: Leather 

vest lapel, knit vest, shirt, and 

jeans, priced upon request; 

Dsquared2, NYC. Shoes, $345; 

similar styles at coach.com. On 

Anwar: Overcoat, jacket, shirt, and 

trousers (priced upon request), 

and shoes ($1,260); Alexander 

McQueen, NYC.  Earring, $165; 

Chrome Hearts, NYC. 109: On 

Gigi: Shirt ($790), pants ($1,050),  

and suspenders ($300); select 

Ralph Lauren stores. On Anwar: 

Jacket ($1,413), shirt ($570), lace 

top ($1,317), and trousers ($819); 

anndemeulemeester.com. 

110: On Gigi: Sweatshirt ($695) 

to like basketball, which, like soccer and 

tennis, moves quickly enough to keep track 

of and lets you stretch your neck as you 

spectate. So it is at Golden 1 I will dine. 

On the ground, the arena gives the im-

pression of a great glass-and-metal bird’s 

nest. Its dappled aluminum shell suggests a 

live oak tree; crenulations in its sides burst 

with clusters of living plants. Upon closer 

inspection, I notice some are edible. Is that 

a member of the bok choy family? Before 

I can identify the flora conclusively, how-

ever, I am caught in a tide of fans stream-

ing toward the entrance carrying belts the 

size of pigs over their shoulders. 

I perhaps neglected to mention that, 

having dallied in buying tickets, I have 

missed the end of basketball season. To 

my great fortune, the arena is hosting the 

ancient gladiatorial spectacle known today 

as WWE Raw—a test of wills, strength, 

and public credulousness, surely from hu-

manity’s earliest days.

So many things happen at WWE Raw 

that it is excruciating to select what to re-

lay. There is the comprehensive dressing 

down of Bayley (the reigning women’s 

champion) and Mickie James (both wear-

ing strappy leather or latex bondage biki-

nis) by a platinum blonde named Alexa 

Bliss, using the ancient rhetorical device 

of  disparagement by compliment (I’ve 

watched you since I was a little girl!). There 

are explosions and light shows, which have 

me involuntarily ducking, once into a fetal 

position behind a chicken-vindaloo stand. 

There is Gentleman Jack Gallagher, who 

has a curlicued mustache and wears tiny 

striped skivvies. Two ostensibly Scottish 

brothers in kilts are threatened by a duo 

known as the Hardy Boyz, who rush the 

ring to pummel them like dough in need 

of kneading.

And the food! There is a truly fine por-

chetta sandwich, inspired by one Tuohy 

tasted in Rome. Llano Seco pork is cooked 

on a hypnotic wall of turning spits and 

served with piquant salsa verde. The grass-

fed burger from Cafe Bernardo goes beau-

tifully with the bottle of 2013 Medlock 

Ames Cabernet Sauvignon—at $110, a 

more economical choice than the $200 

Caymus, and not a terrible markup—I 

find at the in-stadium wine store, which 

transfers your purchase into an elegantly 

shaped plastic decanter. The Medlock 

Ames doesn’t go as well with my carni-

tas tacos, but there are endless local beers, 

several of which I sample, and even local–

hard spirit stands.

Then there are juanchos. These $15 na-

cho hybrids are a basket of freshly fried, 

cloud-light chicharrones, made from the 

skin of  Llano Seco pigs—topped with 

braised pork, salsa, sour cream, pickled 

jalapeños, and cheese from Petaluma 

Creamery. To my mind, there is no more 

perfect pigginess than this combination. 

In pursuit of a juancho recipe, I descend 

to the arena’s kitchen. Unlike the larger 

Citi Field, where off-site commissaries 

do much cooking, Golden 1 Center runs 

like a 17,500-seat restaurant. There are, 

in its kitchen, humans standing at cutting 

boards and stoves, chopping and simmer-

ing —among them the chicharrón maker, 

Ryan, who hands me a chicharrón the size 

of a laptop, as one would a meaty bone to 

a dog, on which I munch while touring the 

rest of the kitchen. 

I could as easily be at Chez Panisse. I 

glimpse braised whole pork bellies, the 

broth from braising them, and containers 

of fennel and leek tops retained for future 

braising. A prep board lists lamb curry, 

chicken tikka, empanadas, giardiniera, 

refried beans, various pickles. Doughs for 

pizza and flat breads and naan ferment in 

one refrigerator. In another, proprietary 

spice blends share a shelf with oils made 

from local rice bran and olives. In a hall-

way, a wooden barrel from Bogle winery 

contains an arena-made vinegar. 

Upstairs, back in my seat, I witness 

Mike the Miz and his wife, a wrestler 

named Maryse, appear in the ring with a 
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and top ($395); burberry.com. 

Sweatpants, $295; rag-bone

.com. On Anwar: Top, $950; 

burberry.com. Pants, $845; 

armani.com. Spike charm 

($255) and cross charm ($870); 

Chrome Hearts, NYC.111: On 

Gigi: Sleeveless jacket, $662; 

gypsysportny.com. Shirt ($950) 

and trousers ($860); select 

Marni boutiques. On Malik: Jacket 

($3,245), shirt ($1,375), trousers 

($1,075), and brooch (price upon 

request); Alexander McQueen, 

NYC.112: On Gigi: Jacket, 

top, and pants (priced upon 

request), pant chain ($5,050); 

select Louis Vuitton boutiques. 

Belt, $910; hermes.com. On 

Anwar: Silk pajama set, price 

upon request; select Louis 

Vuitton boutiques. Tank top, 

$350; haiderackermann.com. 

20  ̋sterling-silver necklace, 

$3,500; jillplatner.com. Chrome 

Hearts bracelet, $825; Chrome 

Hearts, NYC. 113: On Gigi: Jacket 

($2,540), sweater ($640), shirt 

($640), pants ($980), and belt 

(price upon request); select 

Prada boutiques. On Malik: Jacket 

($2,980), shirt ($640), and pants 

($980); select Prada boutiques. 

In this story: Backdrops provided 

by Charles Broderson Backdrops. 

Tailor, Leah Huntsinger. 

THE KIDS ARE ALRIGHT
118–119: Jacket ($595 for 

tuxedo jacket and pants) and 

dress shirt ($85); Polo Ralph 

Lauren stores. Crewcuts by 

J.Crew jeans, $50; jcrew.com. 

122–123: Giambattista Valli 

dress, $11,193; giambattistavalli

.com. Belt by Christy Rilling 

Studio. Altuzarra shoes, $995; 

net-a-porter.com. In this story: 

Tailor, Lucy Koutny.

MIX MASTER
131: On Lasowski: Dress, price 

upon request; Loewe, Miami. 

On Benton Gates: Cropped 

jacket ($2,140), top ($1,065), 

and skirt ($1,875). Jacket at 

net-a-porter.com. Top and skirt at 

j-w-anderson.com. 

THE FOREVER HOUSE
134:Dress, $6,275; select 

Neiman Marcus stores. Maja 

DuBrul earrings, $1,200; 

majadubrul.com.  135: On 

Louisa: Overalls, $118; madewell

.com. On Caroline: Top, $335; 

bonpoint.com. 136–137: On 

Lara: Swimsuit,  $185; torysport

.com. On Louisa: Swimsuit,  

$185; torysport.com.

CUT, COPY
140–141: Giorgio Armani 

red-trimmed coat, $8,495; 

Giorgio Armani boutiques. 

Balenciaga jewel-embellished 

dress ($1,895) and gloves 

(priced upon request); 

Balenciaga, NYC. Calvin Klein 

205W39NYC double-breasted 

overcoat, $3,495; Calvin Klein, 

NYC. Haider Ackermann 

Blue-and-black jacket, $2,080; 

haiderackermann.com. Oscar 

de la Renta car coat, $3,790; 

Oscar de la Renta boutiques. 

Michael Kors Collection shirt 

(on all models): $495; select 

Michael Kors stores. Marcus 

Adler leather gloves, $25; (212) 

840-8652.

MOMENT OF THE MONTH
144: Bag, $4,200; fendi.com. 

Tabitha Simmons boots, $1,095; 

tabithasimmons.com. 145: 

Zip-neck sweater, worn under 

V-neck sweater ($750), hat 

($550), necklace ($450), bag 

($450), and shoes ($1,200). 

146: Ring ($440) and boots 

($3,650). Ring, price upon 

request; rodarte.net. 147: Shoes, 

$525. Earrings ($370) and ring 

($380). Tourmaline ring, $1,643; 

anabelachan.com. In this story: 

Manicure, Gina Edwards. Tailor, 

Francísco Chaydez. 

LET’S DANCE
148–149: Earrings, price upon 

request; Simon Teakle Fine 

Jewelry, Greenwich, CT. 150: 

Dress, $30,445. 151: Earrings, 

$12,650; effyjewelry.com. 152: 

Pumps and dress, priced upon 

request. Earrings, $95; tuleste

.com. Clutch, $2,795; Roger 

Vivier, NYC. 153: Dress, $9,995. 

154: Dress, price upon request. 

Wristlet, $390; eddieborgo.com. 

155: Earrings, $475; Oscar de 

la Renta boutiques. In this story: 

Manicure, Yuko Tsuchihashi. 

Tailor, Alexander Koutny.  

Index 156–157: 1. Suede 

trench, $2,400. 11. 18K-gold 

watch, $18,300. 13. 14K-gold 

earrings, $2,250. 14. Bag, 

$1,970.

Last look 164: Mules; Proenza 

Schouler, NYC.   
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flash of white light and a detonation that 

sounds like a grenade. I must pacify my 

nerves with Straus soft serve and Wood-

ford Reserve bourbon and consider what 

I have learned. 

First is that to navigate the new stadium 

cuisine, one must ignore pizza—it can be 

only so good without a wood-burning 

oven. And if  there is wine or bourbon, 

it is preferable to beer. One must space 

a meal out over the course of an event, 

rather than crowding it into the first inning 

or the equivalent. Tonight’s dinner wasn’t 

exactly light, but I feel safe from metabolic 

inflammation.

Second is that what makes stadium 

food good is what makes any food good. 

It is perhaps obvious, but good ingredients 

matter, even when your attention is split 

between dinner and divertissement. 

It is also clear to me that there is a role 

for better food in live-entertainment fo-

rums. I do not know beyond a doubt that it 

was the quality of my burger and porchet-

ta and so on that made me so enjoy WWE 

wrestling, but I suspect it contributed. 

Nonetheless I do not quite make it to 
the final bout. Instead I wander medi-
tatively into the night, wondering if my 
chicharrones could ever be as good as 
Chef Ryan’s. (The trick, according to 
him, is to steam or boil and then fry.) 

Behind me Golden 1 Center booms 
with another round of pyrotechnics. 
Were the Scottish brothers vanquish-
ing the muttonchopped Hardy Boyz? 
Had Bayley sought her revenge? Amid 
a distant roar of fans’ exaltation—and 
my heart’s sudden tug that I had left 
too soon—such questions were surely 
answered. �

SNAP AWAY
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 142

already appliquéd with lilies of the valley. 

When the last button closed upon Kerr’s 

narrow wrists, Chiuri, in the counterpoint 

of her black biker jacket, grinned wide. 

“I have to be honest—she’s not a difficult 

fit,” the designer said with a chuckle. “She 

wanted something like a fairy tale, and she 

gave me this idea, to make a dress that was 

emotional and simple at the same time.”

Both the mother and the grand-

mother of  the bride wept when they 

saw her dress, but Kerr saved her own 

tears for the wedding day. To calm any 

matrimonial nerves, the couple did an 

hour of yoga together in the late morn-

ing (fittingly so, as their first date had 

been a kundalini class), but the bride 

still cried straight through her vows. 

She and Spiegel, in a Dior morning suit, 

had taken every precaution to preserve 

whatever intimacy is still available to a 

famous couple: A high white canopy 

was suspended over the garden to 

thwart helicopters and drones, and they 

established a ban on social media (even 

Snapchat). The bride entered to the 

strains of Arvo Pärt’s “Spiegel im Spie-

gel,” long a favorite song of  hers but 

newly meaningful now that the word re-

peated in its title, German for mirror, has 

become her name. 

There was no bridal party, but  Flynn, 

Kerr’s six-year-old son, served as ring 

bearer and also joined his mother and 

stepfather for the first dance, wearing a 

navy-blue three-piece suit (Dior, natu-

rally) and a lily-of-the-valley boutonniere. 

By the time she was karaoke-ing to Sha-

nia Twain hours later, Kerr had changed 

into something short and lacy that  Chiuri 

had concocted for the wedding’s looser 

second half.

“Honestly, I couldn’t have imagined a 

more beautiful wedding dress,” Kerr said 

a few days after the couple returned from 

a honeymoon in Fiji. That Spiegel was 

visibly rapt surely brought satisfaction 

to some of the old guard that evening. 

“When I was young, my grandmother 

told me, ‘Miranda, men are very visual. 

It’s important to look good.’ I was like, 

‘OK, Nan.’ ” �
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Last Look

Proenza Schouler mules, $885
Proenza Schouler bade New York Fashion Week adieu (for now) with a final Stateside showcase oozing with downtown cool. 
Asymmetries and off-kilter hemlines were confidently paired with coiled armbands and highly covetable kicks. Take, for 

example, a pair of slides with winklepicker points and a medley of topstitched leather strips: scored metallic, embossed python, 
burnished spazzolato, and more. A slight heel adds a dash of formality to the otherwise easy slide, creating a shoe with the 

ability to take you just about anywhere—including Paris, for the designers’ next show. �
P H O T O G R A P H E D  B Y  E R I C  B O M A N
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