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While a bare head can 
be beautiful, it is also 

beautiful to have options, 
and there are just as many 

stylish ways to cover 
your noggin as there 

are causes of hair loss. 
From wraps and wigs 

to scarves and hats, we 
have dramatic solutions 

whatever your style. Take 
a cue from our real-life 
models and rock your 
look with confidence!  

Father knows BEST
Whether your pop is a sports enthusiast or a music 
buff, we have countless unexpected and inspired 
gifts he’s sure to appreciate—plus a few you’ll want 
to borrow. But don’t forget the best present of all: 
a handwritten note that says, “I love you, Dad.” 

SPLIT HAIRS
MIA SIDAROS, PHOTOGRAPHED 

BY CASS BIRD, VOGUE.COM, 2015.

DADDY’S GIRL
THE WEST FAMILY, 

PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
ANNIE LEIBOVITZ, 

VOGUE, 2014.

Bewigged

Curtain CALL
Be sure to visit Vogue.com for all of our Tony Award 
coverage—from this year’s nominees as they appeared  
in Vogue, and what each of the stars should wear,  
to Red Carpet Best Dressed and more. 

SEVEN NOMINATIONS!
FROM LEFT: SKYLIGHT’S 
MATTHEW BEARD, BILL NIGHY, 
AND CAREY MULLIGAN, 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY MIKAEL 
JANSSON, VOGUE, 2014. 
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letter from the editor

Two very different talents pro-
filed in this issue are taking 
the stage in New York in two 
very different ways. The first is 
our cover star, the 29-year-old  
actress Amanda Seyfried, 
while the second is Peter Cop-

ping, creative director of  Oscar de la Renta. 
Amanda is set to appear in Neil LaBute’s new 
Off-Broadway play The Way We Get By—which, 
compared with his earlier, darkly hued work, 
sounds like an almost feel-good experience. 
Writer Jonathan Van Meter caught up with 
Amanda during rehearsals and at her country 
house in upstate New York, and it’s fair to say I 
was just as disarmed and charmed by her as he 
was (“A Place in the Sun,” page 122).

Perhaps it’s her ability to be open and unguard-
ed about herself to an extent that wouldn’t be out 
of place on Girls, or her election to live a low-key 
rural existence whenever she can, but Amanda 
feels wholly of her time. Certainly she has some-
thing of today’s unwillingness to be categorized, 
with the New York stage just one facet of a ré-
sumé that has also already included musicals, 
horror, comedy, and psychosexual drama. As 
British actor Eddie Redmayne succinctly notes, the challenges 
she takes on are “a life thing, rather than a career thing.”

Eddie could have equally been talking about fellow 
En glishman Peter Copping, who made his debut at Oscar de 
la Renta during the New York collections this past February 

(“Fresh Heir,” by Hamish Bowles, 
page 132). Whenever we profile 
designers, the editors here are 
used to my asking, “Yes—but 
what do they do when they’re not 
working?!” We all know too well 
how incredibly busy designers are these days, yet I’m still a 
firm believer that the very best clothes come from a perspec-
tive that looks far beyond the studio. Like Oscar before him, 
Peter believes in living life to the fullest: in embracing art 
and gardens and music and travel and philanthropy—and 
then putting it all back into his work. And while he may 
have been here in New York for only a few months, it already 
feels like Peter is at home.

Center
Stage

INTERIOR LIVES
ABOVE: AMANDA SEYFRIED, 
IN A JOHANNA ORTIZ FLORAL 
DRESS. PHOTOGRAPHED 
BY MARIO TESTINO. BELOW 
LEFT: PETER COPPING, AT 
HOME. PHOTOGRAPHED 
BY ANNIE LEIBOVITZ.
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TWO FOR THE SHOW
KARLIE KLOSS AND TAYLOR SWIFT, BOTH 
IN LOUIS VUITTON. PHOTOGRAPHED 
BY MIKAEL JANSSON.

talking back Letters from Readers

DYNAMIC DUO
Thank you so much for your March 
cover story on Taylor Swift and Karlie 
Kloss [“Two for the Show” by Jada 
Yuan, photographed by Mikael Jans-
son]. In an industry that too often pits 
women against one another, it was re-
freshing to see a genuine celebration 
of female friendship and the two stars’ 
equally impressive careers highlighted 
side by side. The photo shoot wonder-
fully showcased Taylor’s and Karlie’s 
respective personal styles, and the ac-
companying article was engaging to 
boot. A job well done, VOGUE.

Kathy Li

Rockville, MD

I was disappointed by the March is-
sue’s feature on Taylor Swift and 
Karlie Kloss. The article focused 

primarily on Swift, with only brief bits 
about Kloss. While it was well written, 
I was hoping for more insight on Kloss 
than just a few paragraphs at the end.

Cheryl Smith

Huntington Beach, CA

Karlie Kloss is now a clone of Taylor 
Swift. It seems as if every model or ac-
tress eventually becomes another run-
of-the-mill blonde. In this case, it is truly 
a pity, because Karlie was gorgeous with 
her naturally brunette tresses.

Mary Simensen

San Francisco, CA

LEADERS IN THE FIELD
What a pleasure it was to view the 
beautiful editorial spread styled by 
Grace Coddington and photographed 
by Peter Lindbergh [“Light Brigade,” 
March]. When those two work together, 
it really is magic. As a person of color, I 
found it wonderful to see that VOGUE 
is not just acknowledging the lack of 

diversity in fashion, as it has done in 
past issues, but is making tangible ef-
forts to help solve the problem. This 
was an issue that made me proud to be 
a subscriber.

Tim Jolliff

Seattle, WA

IMPRESSED  
WITH SUCCESS
I very much enjoyed your March issue, 
especially the feature on the remark-
able Ivanka Trump [“The Real Deal,” 
by Jonathan Van Meter, photographed 
by Norman Jean Roy]. Say what you 
will about “the Donald,” but he has 
raised accomplished children about 
whom there has never been a breath 
of scandal. 

Sunny Kreis Collins

Palm Desert, CA

MORE HARM THAN GOOD
Sara Corbett’s interview with activist 
Sarah Harrison [“A Person of Inter-
est,” photographed by Anton Corbijn, 
March] was riveting. However, I dis-
agree with the principles that her ac-
tions represent. Edward Snowden’s 
naïveté combined with Ms. Harrison’s 
misguided values set us back many 
years and put all of us in jeopardy. She 
is certainly not a hero in my book.

Sana Armstrong

Bozeman, MT

NEW CHAPTER
I have a special memory of  sharing 
Candice Bergen’s first memoir with my 
now-deceased father, and I later became 
a huge Murphy Brown fan. So imagine 
my delight when I opened the March 
issue of VOGUE and discovered that 
she has a third act: A Fine Romance 
[“Hard Candy,” Nostalgia]. Before I 
finished the excerpt, I preordered the 
book. How fitting that it appeared here, 
where Bergen once modeled and where 
her daughter now works.

Tess Iandola

Chicago, IL

VOGUE welcomes letters from its readers. 
Address all mail to Letters, VOGUE Magazine, 
1 World Trade Center, New York, NY 10007, 
or via email to Talkingback@vogue.com. Please 
include your name, address, and a daytime 
phone number. Letters may be edited for length 
and clarity and may be published or used in any 
medium. All submissions become the property 
of the publication and will not be returned.
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CRYSTAL Moselle

Léa SEYDOUX

There’s a scene in Saint Laurent, Bertrand Bonello’s 
entrancingly decadent new film about the cou-
turier, that says a lot about Léa Seydoux (“Hat 
Trick,” page 162). Yves Saint Laurent (a brilliant 
Gaspard Ulliel), in thrall to his latest muse, Lou-

lou de la Falaise (Seydoux), anatomizes her look. Where, he 
asks, does her turban come from? The flea market. Her jacket? 
Ossie Clark. Her bracelet? A napkin ring swiped from a Pari-
sian café. “It’s a total mess,” the designer says, “but I love it.” 

Bonello says it was Seydoux’s “iconic quality” that allowed 
him to cast her as Loulou—a role that showcases the 29-year-
old’s offhand glamour. Though she’s a “brand ambassador, of 
sorts” for Prada, “it’s not fashion that interests me,” Seydoux 
says. “It’s style. Saint Laurent said the same thing.” 

Best known for her breakthrough performance in Abdel-
latif Kechiche’s succès de scandale, Blue Is the Warmest Color, 
Seydoux has had memorable cameos Stateside in films by 
Woody Allen (Midnight in Paris) and Wes Anderson (The 
Grand Budapest Hotel). At home she’s imparted a sparkling 
vitality to historical roles such as Marie Antoinette’s confidante 
in Benoît Jacquot’s Farewell, My Queen. “As an actor, you’re 
always playing a part of yourself,” she says. Now she’s in the 
midst of filming Spectre, playing opposite Daniel Craig as 
Bond Girl Madeleine Swann. “Even though it’s a big-budget 
film, the work of an actor remains ‘artisanal,’ in the sense that 
you have to use what you have to create.”——LESLIE CAMHI

Crystal Moselle, whose mesmerizing documentary, 
The Wolfpack, is out this month (“Reel Life,” by 
Robert Sullivan, page 156), grew up in Mill Val-
ley, California, her mother a clothing designer, 
her father a musician who, among other things, 

works with young people in prison. When they divorced, 
Moselle lived with her mother. “I was very free,” Moselle 

contributors

MOSELLE 
WITH  EDDIE 
IN TRIBECA, 

SHOT BY 
BRUCE WEBER

The ANGULO Brothers
BHAGAVAN, MUKUNDA, EDDIE, GLENN, 

NARAYANA, AND GOVINDA ANGULO, SUBJECTS 
OF THE WOLFPACK, SHOT BY BRUCE WEBER

remembers. “I was allowed to do whatever I wanted. We had 
a trust between us.” She moved east to attend New York’s 
School of Visual Arts, and in 2005, she was a coproducer 
and cinematographer on Excavating Taylor Mead. Her own 
favorite films tend toward genre blenders like The Gleaners 
and I, by Agnès Varda, and Alma Har’el’s recent Bombay 
Beach. Moselle’s next project is a feature that will, like The 
Wolfpack, concern itself  with isolation and subcultures. 
“And,” she adds, “it might possibly include magic.”—R.S.

SEYDOUX, IN 
GUCCI DRESS, 
GUCCI NECKTIE, 
AND RYAN ROCHE 
STRAW HAT
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The Whitney has always been a family affair. 
“My mother left me the museum,” Gertrude 
Vanderbilt Whitney’s daughter Flora Whit-
ney Miller once declared. “She said I could 
keep it, or sell it. I decided to keep it.” Four 
generations of Whitney women have served 
as presidents or board members of  the 

Whitney Museum of American Art over the past 100 years, 
as it grew from a small, private club into a major public institu-
tion. Relations between the museum and the family began to 
sour, however, when the trustees fired longtime director Tom 
Armstrong in the early nineties, and in the last dozen years, for 

the first time, there were no Whitneys on the board. Now, as 
the museum begins its new life in its seductive and beautifully 
scaled Renzo Piano–designed building in downtown Manhat-
tan, the breach has been healed by its current director, Adam 
Weinberg. The Whitney family is back in the fold. 

A month before the gala opening of the new Whitney, I 
spend an afternoon with Gertrude’s granddaughter Flora 
Miller Biddle and great-granddaughter Fiona Donovan. 
Biddle, white-haired but still youthful at 86, is dressed infor-
mally in slacks and sneakers; aristocratic and soft-spoken, she 
has an infectious laugh and a quietly self-deprecating manner. 
Donovan, who is in her 50s and wearing jeans and a sweater, 
shares her mother’s ease and lack of pretension. 

We’re about to have lunch in Donovan’s modestly com-
fortable Park Avenue apartment, where touches of family 
history abound. Small bronze sculptures—some of which 
were models for the monumental works that established Ger-
trude’s surprising reputation as a serious artist—are on tables 
and pedestals. A row of mustache cups with built-in shelves 
to protect gilded-age facial hair adorns the glass-fronted 
cupboard: “All my life, I thought they were Italian majolica,” 
Biddle says, “until [the artist] Richard Tuttle came for dinner 
and told me these were made in New Jersey.”  

FAMILY AFFAIR
FROM LEFT: FLORA AND FIONA DONOVAN, FLORA MILLER BIDDLE,  
AND FLORA IRVING, WITH A ROBERT HENRI PORTRAIT OF THEIR  
FOREBEAR GERTRUDE VANDERBILT WHITNEY, AT THE WHITNEY’S  
NEW LOCATION. PHOTOGRAPHED BY ANNIE LEIBOVITZ. 
SITTINGS EDITOR: PHYLLIS POSNICK.
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A Living   
 Legacy 
After some stormy years, Gertrude 
Vanderbilt Whitney’s heirs are back on 
board the family’s spanking-new museum. 
By DODIE KAZANJIAN.
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Donovan serves soup in monogrammed, robin’s egg–blue 
Wedgwood bowls that came from Whileaway, the 175-foot 
yacht that belonged to Gertrude’s husband. “The h.p.w. 
stands for Harry Payne Whitney, my grandfather,” says 
Biddle. “I don’t think Gertrude went on it very much, to tell 
you the truth. It was more his thing.”

Gertrude Vanderbilt Whitney became an artist in spite of 
her birthright. Wealthy beyond measure—her father was the 
railroad baron Cornelius Vanderbilt II—she married a man 
who was equally rich. But the life of a society hostess with 
houses in New York City, Newport, Aiken, and elsewhere 
was never enough for her restless spirit. While her husband 
cruised, played polo, and dallied with other female compan-
ions, Gertrude—who had lovers of her own—took courses 
at the Art Students League of New York and established her 
own studio in Greenwich Village in 1907, where she went on 
to produce such large-scale commissions as Washington, 
D.C.’s, Titanic Memorial and Cody, Wyoming’s, Buffalo Bill 
monument. “She could have been moving to Bulgaria,” Wein-
berg observes. “It was so radical a move then for somebody 
like that to be hanging out with a truly bohemian crowd.” 
Six years earlier, Gertrude had written in her journal, “I pity 
above all that class of people who have no necessity to work. 

They have fallen from the world of action and feeling into a 
state of immobility and unrest . . . the dregs of humanity.”    

While working as a sculptor, Gertrude met most of the 
artists of New York’s Ashcan School. She acquired a build-
ing on Eighth Street and later opened the Whitney Studio 
(which became the Whitney Studio Club) as a gallery and 
meeting place. “My grandmother started showing the art of 
the people who lived in the neighborhood, which most of the 
artists did then,” Biddle says. She never intended to create a 
museum, and unlike Peggy Guggenheim or Isabella Stewart 
Gardner, Gertrude did not consider herself a collector. To help 
the artists, though, she bought works from nearly every show.

When, in 1929, Gertrude offered to give the approximate-
ly 600 works she owned to the Metropolitan Museum of 
Art—and the Met haughtily turned her down—these works 
became the basis of the Whitney Museum of American Art.  

G ertrude died, at age 67, in 1942 and bequeathed 
the museum to her oldest daughter, Flora Whit-
ney Miller—Biddle’s mother. Tall, beautiful, and 
exquisitely dressed by Chanel and Balenciaga, 
Miller was devastated by her mother’s death and 

felt unequipped to lead the Whitney. “Mum was not the same 
kind of person as Gertrude,” her daughter tells me. “Gertrude 
was really quite determined. She wanted success. She wanted 
commissions. My mother wasn’t driven in that way.” Miller 
did, however, keep the museum running with large infusions 
of her own money, overseeing a move uptown and expanding 
the Whitney’s board with non–family members, including, in 
1962, First Lady Jacqueline Kennedy. 

After Miller stepped down as president, she wanted her 
daughter, who served on the board, to succeed her. Biddle 
was living in Connecticut with her first husband and four 
children, and she refused. One evening, at a dinner party 
in Norwalk, she met Victor and Sally Ganz, important 
collectors of Picasso and contemporary artists. “After din-
ner, Victor cornered me and proceeded to come down on 
the Whitney like a ton of  bricks,” Biddle says. “He said 
we had every opportunity to be a great museum: This was 
America’s moment in contemporary art, and the Whitney 
wasn’t looking. We hadn’t bought the best artists when they 
were young and cheap, and we’d probably never be able to 
catch up now.” (In its loyalty to the prewar American artists 
it had championed from the start, the Whitney had missed 
out on major works by Robert Rauschenberg, Jasper Johns, 
and many other rising American artists.) “In spite of my 
distress,” she continues, “his words stayed with me through 
all that followed in the next years.”  

Biddle did become the Whitney’s president in 1977. 
Working closely with Tom Armstrong, the buoyantly en-
ergetic director, she addressed the challenges of embrac-
ing contemporary art. To run the museum and build up 
a postwar collection required more resources than her 
much-depleted share of the Vanderbilt-Whitney fortune 
could provide, so she threw herself into the job of big-time 
fund-raising, even riding in the trunk of a circus elephant 
on Madison Avenue in a nationally publicized stunt to help 
raise $1.25 million for the museum to buy the world-famous 
Calder’s Circus.

lives

WALK THIS WAY
THE NEW WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART,  
SEEN FROM THE HIGH LINE.

W hitney Women
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Biddle also befriended artists and staff members at the 
museum. She was particularly close to the curator Marcia 
Tucker, who eventually went on to found the New Museum. 
“We were like sisters,” Biddle recalls. When Tucker decided 
to get a tattoo, Biddle went along, and came out with a 
bluebird on her right hip.  

Biddle stepped down as chair in the mid-nineties, 
increasingly frustrated by the museum’s direction.
Her daughter Fiona Donovan remained on the 
board until 2003. “I see us as emerging from each 
other, fitting together like those Russian matry-

oshka dolls,” is how Biddle characterizes the family’s genera-
tional connection with the Whitney. As a child, Fiona had no 
particular interest in the museum. It wasn’t until a sophomore 
year spent in Paris that she fell in love with the Louvre, the 
Orangerie, and the history of art. “A year later,” Donovan 
says, “I started my life at the Whitney the same way my mom 
did, as a volunteer on the membership desk.” She went on to 

get her Ph.D. in art history at Columbia, published a book on 
Rubens, and has just finished one on Jasper Johns. 

The family’s renewed involvement has a tangible influence. 
Whitney curator Chrissie Iles describes it as “a sense of intima-
cy, which brings a special meaning to the relationship with art-
ists that began with Gertrude.” Laurie Simmons, whose work 
is hanging in the new building’s inaugural show, says, “All the 
Whitney women I’ve met have a quiet elegance and grace and 
modesty, yet the idea of a matriarchy is always there. You get 
the feeling it just is, and will continue to be, in perpetuity.”

Since becoming director in 2003, Weinberg has ushered 
in an era of good feeling. One of his main priorities was to 
solve the Whitney’s need for more space; his efforts led to the 
move from Madison Avenue’s 1966 Marcel Breuer building 
to the dazzling new premises at the base of the High Line. 
In addition to bringing Donovan back to the board last 
November, Weinberg has also sought Biddle’s advice and 
counsel on the museum’s future, and has welcomed a fifth 
generation of Whitney women—two more Floras: Dono-

van’s daughter, a 21-year-old Wesleyan student who 
has interned for a summer at the Whitney, and niece, 
27-year-old Flora Irving, who works at the Calder 
Foundation and is on the executive committee of the 
Whitney Contemporaries group.  

“The important thing about the Whitney women is 
that they are doers, not figureheads,” says Weinberg. 
“They participate, they know the artists, they know 
the staff, they know the programs, and they’re not self-
congratulatory.” The three women who founded the 
Museum of Modern Art—Abby Aldrich Rockefeller, 
Lillie P. Bliss, and Mary Quinn Sullivan—were all 
collectors, but Gertrude Vanderbilt Whitney, that 
adventurous and contrary spirit, was a maker of 
art. The museum she founded was an extension of 
her studio, a community, a place for artists. And the 
Whitney is still the artists’ museum—as the sculptor 
Charles Ray said recently, “My alma mater.”

Biddle and Donovan were at the gala opening on 
April 20, along with 400 of 
the Whitney’s closest friends, 
including a generous helping 
of  artists. Biddle, who wore 
her grandmother’s lorgnette 
necklace and her mother’s gold 
bracelet with an Eisenhower 
charm on it, was seated at din-
ner between Jasper Johns and 
Renzo Piano. Michael Bloom-
berg and Adam Weinberg both 
singled her out in their speech-
es. “When we first decided to 
move downtown, Flora said 
the Whitney is an idea . . . never 
merely a building,” Weinberg 
said. “Thank you, Flora, for 
giving us this clarity, for trust-
ing us to continue the dream of 
your grandmother.” The ap-
plause was overwhelming. 

�
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ALL ABOUT GERTRUDE
CLOCKWISE FROM TOP: GERTRUDE VANDERBILT 

WHITNEY, EARLY 1900S, WITH DAUGHTERS BARBARA 
AND FLORA; PORTRAIT BY HOWARD G. CUSHING, 
1902; THE GARDEN OF HER LONG ISLAND HOME.

W hitney Women
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nostalgia

W e were shooting a commercial for 
an Italian version of Spam when 
my father told us that our family 
was moving to Hollywood. “Don’t 
you want to go where it’s always 
summer?” he asked my brother 

and me between takes. We smiled for the camera as we ate 
salad topped with fluorescent red meat, duly molded and 
sprayed by a food stylist to deliver what the director called “a 
glorious, meaty glow.” 

It was the spring of 1994. Berlusconi was entering politics, 
and my father, a director when he wasn’t appearing in his 
friends’ commercials, predicted that Italy was about to go down 
the drain. The best solution, he announced, was to leave, and 
conquer Los Angeles. I was fifteen, enrolled in one of Rome’s 
most prestigious classical-studies high schools. My twelve-
year-old brother had just discovered the joys of taking public 
transportation unaccompanied by an adult. Neither Latin de-
clensions nor subway lines would be useful where we were going.

I didn’t like jogging, I hated the idea of having to drive ev-
erywhere, and I was unsettled by the existence of an artificial 
place like Disneyland. I spent the next month sulking. And 
yet, I was a little curious about America. My grandfather 
had lived in New York City for many years and made his 
big break as a writer with a caustic book about our national 
character called The Italians. His last girlfriend, a Wash-
ington, D.C.–born countess called Viviana “Vivi” Crespi, 
who spoke with a Southern drawl and was intimate with 
the Kennedy family, used to appear at our Roman doorstep 
brimming with gifts from the legendary American toy store 
F.A.O. Schwarz. My aunt Benedetta, a stunning woman who 
had lived in Manhattan before settling in Milan, told us sto-
ries about posing for Richard Avedon and Irving Penn in the 
sixties, dating Salvador Dalí, and attending Truman Capote’s 
Black and White Ball. My thirteen-year-old cousin Anna, 
who lived in Washington, D.C., with her journalist parents, 
sent me mix tapes introducing me to pivotal American music, 
including an essential Nirvana baptism in 1991. 

I prepared by spending my afternoons watching films 
about L.A.—Chinatown, The Graduate, Sunset Bou-
levard, and the seminal surf  movies Point Break and Big 
Wednesday—and became intrigued by the city’s beach life. 
I took out the American Vogues I’d collected through the 
years, sat on my windowsill overlooking Saint Peter’s Ba-
silica, and sought out clues about my imminent future. I 
stopped at a photo of Kate Moss and other models lying 
in a row on the sand, and gave my first sigh of relief. So this 
was L.A.: a land where girls wore heart-shaped sunglasses, 
bikinis, and lip gloss. They seemed happy and bronzed, not 
burned like the sun-crazed Italian girls 

KISS ME, KATE
FROM LEFT: BRANDI 

QUINONES, NIKI TAYLOR, 
KRISTEN KLOSTERMAN, 

KATE MOSS, AND SHALOM 
HARLOW, PHOTOGRAPHED 

BY ELLEN VON UNWERTH 
FOR VOGUE, 1993. 

Valley Girl
When her family traded its native 
Rome for Los Angeles, CHIARA 
BARZINI looked to an image of Kate 
Moss to find her place in the sun.
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of the nineties. They puckered their lips––all of them, except 
for Kate Moss, the most beautiful and mysterious of the 
bunch. This was what reassured me. I didn’t have to smile in 
California. There were options.

Two months later I stood with my brother next 
to a shark alert sign on Malibu’s El Matador 
Beach, staring at ferocious, tall waves creaming 
on the sand. I closed my eyes and felt the cold 
wind scratch against my naked thighs: Nature in 

California was hostile and unforgiving. This didn’t stop my 
mother from getting naked and sprawling next to my father 
on the sand. My parents were nudists. All it took was a ray 
of sunshine and a body of water, and their clothes came 
undone in an instant. 

A helicopter roared in the sky. It was a cop screaming at 
my parents from a megaphone to put their bathing suits back 
on. When they got a ticket for indecent exposure, I saw their 
folly clearly: They were treating Los Angeles as if it were a 
beach town on the Mediterranean. They had no clue where 
they were, and, worse still, our father had miscalculated 
the family budget. Instead of living in Beverly Hills, as my 
brother and I had fantasized, we’d landed in the scorching 
San Fernando Valley basin, in Van Nuys, where gunshots, 
police sirens, and the roar of the 405 Freeway became our 
new sound track. After picking us up from school, our 
parents drove us around the Valley in a 1973 convertible 
Cadillac. My mother played the part of  the Hollywood 
diva in her cat-eye sunglasses while my father told tales of 
the early 1900s, when Van Nuys and the southeastern part 
of the San Fernando Valley were prime neighborhoods for 
movie shoots. “Stars lived here!” he insisted. “Did you know 
Marilyn Monroe went to Van Nuys High in 1941?” 

“Exactly—1941,” I shot back. The L.A. riots’ aftershocks 
were still fresh, and the city was rife with racial tension. The 
epicenter of the Northridge earthquake, which had occurred 
on my fifteenth birthday (another terrible presage), was just a 
few miles away from our new house. The forces were speaking 
clearly to us: Go back to your country. 

My parents, however, loved the anonymity their new life 
afforded them. Nobody judged them on the basis of their 
last name or the reviews of my father’s latest film; they could 
go grocery shopping in their pajamas. But I was infuriated. 
How was I supposed to be enriched by a labyrinthine mass 
of freeway overpasses? My few friends all had cars, but when 
we went out, they proposed afternoon visits to the mall. 
Back in Rome, being underage meant very little if you had 
a Vespa. I felt trapped. 

American school was nothing like what I was used to. 
I had moved from a high school of  300 students to one 
of 3,500, where I was ordered not to wear red or blue so 
as to not be affiliated with the Bloods or the Crips. Even 
though I spoke English, I was automatically placed in an 
ESL class. My teacher kept thinking I came from Rome, 
Georgia. I complained to my parents every chance I got, 
and befriended a group of Salvadoran kids who went to 
raves, the only parties a teenager could get into without 
I.D. On Sundays, I would walk aimlessly up and down the 
grid of the San Fernando Valley, collecting objects at yard 

sales. Something about claiming other people’s histories 
made me feel like I was validating my present. It was a 
way to accept a city that seemed to have, and to want, no 
memory of its past. 

For all my homesickness, when I returned to Italy the 
following summer, I soon felt as out of  place as I had in 
L.A. My old schoolmates seemed infantile with their faded 
political debates that hadn’t evolved since the protests of 
1968. My best friends listened to Inti-Illimani and peaceful 
reggae music, but I was secretly falling in love with Trent 
Reznor’s dark and gutsy voice, looping the uncensored ver-
sion of “Closer” on my yellow Sony Sports Walkman while 
fantasizing about impossible loves. I had transformed into a 
strange hybrid: an Italian Valley Girl. 

After two years of “taking meetings” in L.A., my father 
was finally gaining entry to the world that had drawn us away 
from home. It helped that my mother, who was horrified by 
the juice culture that was beginning to emerge in Califor-
nia, was an amazing cook. Valeria Golino, Greta Scacchi, 

Carla Gugino, Danny Huston, and Martin Donovan (a 
coscreenwriter of Death Becomes Her) all came down from 
“the hills,” lured by my mother’s arrosto alla genovese. 

In 1998, my father finally made his debut behind the cam-
era in L.A.: an Italian-American TV series to be shot at the 
Alexandria. The downtown hotel had been one of the most 
luxurious venues in the city in the early 1920s, with gold-leaf 
detailing and a ballroom with stained-glass ceilings. Rudolph 
Valentino once had a suite there, but by this point it was a run-
down, semisquatted mass of apartment buildings. My brother 
and I ended up writing and starring in one of the episodes, with 
my nerdy high school friends volunteering as crew members. 
My mother produced and worked in the catering department. 

Right when things seemed to be picking up, my brother 
fell in with the wrong crowd. He is younger than I, and was 
more vulnerable. Some of his friends were involved in gangs 
and drugs, and after a few graffiti-related experiences with the 
LAPD, it became clear that Los Angeles was not the right city 
for him at that moment. So in 1999, five years after moving 
out west, my parents decided to head back to the comforts of 
the Eternal City. “Aren’t you sick of living where it’s always 
summer?” my father asked now. By this point, I wasn’t. 

When I said goodbye to my family, I felt as though I was 
betraying them, but I knew I had to stay. I went on to live in 
Santa Cruz, the Bay Area, and eventually Brooklyn. When 
I finally made my way back to Rome ten years later, I found 
myself longing for wildness and violent winds. I missed the 
snow in New York and the Topanga Canyon sunset. I forced 
my boyfriend, Luca, to move to a remodeled barnyard close 
to the sea: an imaginary Malibu. We had to drive everywhere. 
I kept writing in English. I even started jogging. I have my 
own family now and a rich life in Rome, but my heart still 
aches for a life that keeps living itself without me. 

�

Back in Rome, being underage 
meant very little if you had a Vespa. 

In Los Angeles, I felt trapped 

nostalgia California Dreaming
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FL A SH

If  your clothes help you 
articulate what you feel 
like on the inside, you’re 
set,” says 29-year-old 
actress Amber Heard, 
whose blissfully simple 

style highlights what seems to be 
a charmed life. The round-the-
world honeymoon with a certain 
debonair leading man (after an 
intimate wedding on Depp’s pri-
vate island in the Bahamas) has 
lately given way to several effort-
less appearances on the red carpet, 
and with an impressive quintet of 
movies coming out this year— 
including The Adderall Diaries 
with James Franco and The Dan-
ish Girl with Eddie Redmayne 

and Alicia Vikander—we’ll be see-
ing even more of her gorgeously 
uncomplicated silhouette on the 
premiere circuit across the globe. 
Recently she’s been showcasing her 
enviable genetics in silky slip dress-
es and letting her golden locks run 
untamed and free, but who knows 
what’s in store? “Like so many as-
pects of my life, my style is always 
evolving, always changing—it’s 
the one constant I can count on.” 
—LILI GÖKSENIN 

IT
Heard

GIRL

BRONZE GODDESS
THE ACTRESS, IN A 

DRESS BY THE ROW, 
JIMMY CHOO SHOES, 
STELLA MCCARTNEY 

CLUTCH, AND TIFFANY 
& CO. JEWELRY. F L A S H >74

Amber
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FL ASH
in London by this point and somewhat disappointed by my 
choices. Swipe, swipe, swipe. I see shirtless selfies, guys sur-
rounded by girls and pints, a pensive chin resting on a hand 
dreamily gazing into the distance. . . . This is not going very 
well. I force myself to “like” anyone who looks half-promis-
ing. Man in a cockpit: like. Army man: like. Sporty-looking 
corporate type: like. Musician: like. Backpacker: like. The 
ensuing message exchanges feel staged at first but soon de-
velop into banter. The pilot and I compare flying helicopters 
with flying planes (not that I know much about either). I start 
to see how this type of flirtation can be a little thrilling—but 
what a waste of time, too! This swiping business is endless. 

Don’t I have better things to do?  
With a few days before my flight back to New 

York, I ask the pilot out for coffee. He goes si-
lent. What happened? Was I too pushy? Luckily 
I’m juggling various candidates. I bond with a 
good-looking guy in his late 40s over a mutual 
love of kiteboarding. He suggests we switch to 
WhatsApp. My friend Johanna explains that 
texting is step two. Then you meet for an actual 
date. She recommends I do this sooner rather 
than later and warns me that men lie about their 
age and height and that a faceless or silly profile 
picture indicates not a sense of  humor but a 
no–Brad Pitt alert.

Back in New York, I continue my research. 
Bumble and Happn push good-looking men 
into my feed: bankers, hedge-funders, entrepre-
neurs (it’s New York, after all). Exchanging mes-
sages feels more natural by now, and there are 
even one or two candidates I am getting a tad 
excited about. But as with everything in the city, 
interest seems fickle. It can take a day for some 
to respond to a message, and then suddenly I’m 
bombarded with three in a row. I wonder how 
many other girls they are Bumbling/Tindering/
hanging out with? I finally line up my first face-
to-face date, with a jazz musician. Logistics are 
not easy. I want to meet somewhere casual, not 
too quiet, not too loud, not too boozy, not too 

sober, not too bright, not too dark, and above all somewhere 
with an easy escape route. I finally choose a little downtown 
café. The musician and I chat about our weekends, music, 
and travel—all very pleasant, but I can’t shake this feeling 
of a job interview. I’m also a little surprised by how serious 
he seems about finding love. Do these genuine seekers really 
find what they are after by swiping right? Or are these apps, 
even with their cute names, just another meat market where 
everyone is looking for the next prime rib?

I do know how busy life can get, and I accept that many 
have found true love in this brave new world. After all, who 
really wants to be picked up at a bar? But that serendipitous 
moment when you’re staring at a beautiful painting in a 
museum and minutes later you discover the man next to 
you is not only handsome but as lost in the painting as you 
are . . . ? That to me still beats even the best algorithm. Call 
me a foolish romantic, but virtual dating is no match for 
me. Swipe left. 

�

DATE KNIGHT
ABOVE, FROM LEFT: ENJOYING AN AFTERNOON 
EXCURSION WITH A SUITOR; MY HAPPN PROFILE. F L A S H >7 6

Here is the thing: I don’t much like dating. Ev-
ery moderately serious relationship of mine 
has started via a friend’s introduction. We’d 
hang out, and eventually it turned into more. 
Sure, you might say that was dating, but to 
me the word implies two people sussing each 

other out—a job interview to romance. #Awkward! 
So my hopes for the mobile-dating game are low. But with 

everyone young and old engaging in this new pastime, and 
with a high success rate all around, I feel compelled to give it 
a try. I talk to my friend Johnny, who’s in a serious relation-
ship with a girl he met on Tinder. Before that he had count-

less great meetings with interesting girls in New York, L.A., 
Cape Town, London. . . . Wherever he traveled he Tindered. 
Another friend of mine tells me online dating is far from 
unromantic: “Nothing puts more of a spring in your step 
than a goodnight kiss at the end of a first date.” I put aside 
my apprehension and decide to get my feet wet.

The first hurdle: Which app to use? There’s the exclusive-
sounding League, which claims to target those who “don’t 
need a dating app to get a date.” That sounds good in theory, 
but I immediately encounter a hurdle. The app requires ac-
cess to your Facebook account and a LinkedIn account. I try 
Tinder. Here, too, my Facebook info is required. I try Bumble. 
I try Happn—same thing everywhere. I create an alter ego on 
Facebook, but that results in few profiles to choose from. I 
give in and download Tinder with my real Facebook info. I’m 

ELISABETH TNT TESTS THE WORLD OF MOBILE 
DATING. THE VERDICT? SWIPE LEFT.

TNT
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TEA

FL ASH Talking Fashion

HEMLINES  
DROPPED— 

JUST SHORT 
OF THE  

RED CARPET—
ALLOWING 
ALLURING 

ANKLES TO  
DO ALL THE 

LEGWORK.  

AYMELINE 
VALADE 
IN DIOR.

NATALIE 
PORTMAN 

IN DIOR.

SUKI WATERHOUSE 
IN MARCHESA.

DIANE KRUGER IN 
CHANEL HAUTE 

COUTURE.

MARION 
COTILLARD IN 

DIOR HAUTE 
COUTURE.

HAILEE 
STEINFELD 

IN MONIQUE 
LHUILLIER.  

Party
KRISTEN 

STEWART 
IN CHANEL 

HAUTE 
COUTURE.

G O TO VO G U E .C O M TO 
VOT E FO R YO U R FAVO RI T E 

LO O K I N O U R 10 - B EST-
D R E S S E D L IST,  U P DAT E D 

E V E RY M O N DAY

LILY JAMES 
IN NICHOLAS 

OAKWELL 
COUTURE.
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“The next thing you know we were all in the samples of 
what they’d made, watching the sunrise in Southampton.” 
(They’ve been tweaking the pieces since the end of  last 
summer—the line will drop on Memorial Day weekend.)

“The right cut and fit are never easy to find,” says Rhoda, 
talking of  her ideal bathing suits both as a designer and  
as a shopper, before noting the athletic frame of  a 
triangle-cut bra top (her favorite) or the 

S olid & Striped—one of the coolest kids at the 
beach these days in terms of swimwear—has 
jumped in with Hilary Rhoda and her fiancé, 
former NHL star Sean Avery, who are design-
ing a limited-edition eight-piece collection of 
his-and-hers maillots, along with hoodie pon-

chos and unisex oxfords for the label. “We had originally 
sent Sean some trunks,” says Solid’s founder, Isaac Ross. 

TEAM
Swim 

V I E W > 8 0

HILARY RHODA AND SEAN AVERY 
SUIT UP WITH A BEACHY LINE.

EDITOR: MARK HOLGATE

SUN SET
THE COUPLE AT THEIR 
SOUTHAMPTON, NEW 
YORK, HOME. RHODA 
WEARS HER SOLID & 

STRIPED X HILARY + SEAN  
SWIMSUIT ($198;  

SHOPBOP.COM). AVERY 
IN HIS SOLID & STRIPED X 

HILARY + SEAN TRUNKS 
($138; SOLIDANDSTRIPED 

.COM). GUCCI WATCH.
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Summer Hours

slightly eighties wide-V plunge of a one-piece (each will hit 
stores in graphic black-and-white with contrast straps, or  
in seersucker-mimicking grooves). “You have to let your 
body do the talking.”

While she oversaw the mood and feel of  the capsule, 
Avery is the technician of the two—obsessing, for example, 

rebellious stock,” he says, 
laughing. Moving to Man-
hattan in the early nineties, 
he found a home in clubs like 
Limelight, where he created 
interiors, worked the door, or 
simply go-go danced. “New 
York nightlife had that ritual, 
talismanic quality—building 
your structure, building your 
look,” he remembers.

That mystical sense of con-
nection continues to inform 
his work: When you visit his 
atelier to order, say, a bracelet 
composed of Australian jade 
and ostrich-egg links, “it’s like going to a psychic or a palm 
reader.” Cassidy smiles. “It’s two people bonding over one 
object.”—LYNN YAEGER

Natural INSTINCT

W omen, men, drag queens would come 
to my studio and see my sculptures and 
say, ‘I just want to put it on!’ ” says art-
ist Walt Cassidy, describing the path 
that led to his bold, uncompromising 

jewelry. His custom-fitted pieces typically employ hunks of 
lapis or veiny green “art brut” chrysoprase strung with brass 
beads that could be mistaken for burnished gold. “I like 
materials that are elemental—they have a quality of being 
lived in,” Cassidy, 42, says. Some of his notions are frankly 
startling: He thinks nothing of pairing raw garnets with hot-
pink vinyl—colors, he says, inspired by the splotches on his 
dad’s painting suitcase.

The Brooklyn-based designer, who is ruggedly handsome 
and sports imposing peacock tattoos on both forearms, has 
one of those amazing, only-in-America backstories. He grew 
up on his father’s Missouri farm before fleeing at fourteen 
to be with his mom, who worked in a gay bar in Norfolk, 
Virginia. “My grandmother was a bootlegger—I’m from 

HANGING TOGETHER
CASSIDY, WITH HIS OWN 

ARTWORK THE FRUIT 
TREE, AT HIS BROOKLYN 

STUDIO. BELOW: WALT 
CASSIDY STUDIO LAPIS 

LAZULI–AND–BRASS 
NECKLACE, $550; 

WALTCASSIDY.COM. 

ROUND NUMBERS 
WALT CASSIDY STUDIO 

TURQUOISE-AND-
VINYL BRACELET, $200; 

WALTCASSIDY.COM.

over the details of  a gauzy, boyish cover-up or the long, 
loose line of  chambray-mimicking board shorts. “The 
dream of this is to head out to Montauk and see three or 
four girls and guys wearing the pieces, looking good and 
feeling good,” he says. “Exactly,” adds Rhoda. “Pulled 
together but easy.”—NICK REMSEN

V I E W > 8 2
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W hen it comes to sunglasses, 
not all frames are equal—
or flattering. There’s al-
ways a good reason to 
try another—Too bright! 
Too dark! Too mysteri-

ous! But with wild, look-at-me styles feeling dated 
and the beloved classics feeling a little, well, classic, 
what to add for summer? 

Ahlem Manai-Platt, who worked at Acne and 
Miu Miu in Paris before relocating to Venice Beach, 
California, a year ago, launched her label, Ahlem, 
with nine handmade frames in neoconservative 
shapes with subtly sculpted details, all rendered in 
vintage Mazzucchelli acetate. “I live in sunglasses; I 
trade them; I give them away,” says Ahlem, 35, “so 
making them seemed the obvious career move.”

Earlier styles are named after districts in Paris—
from the vintage-esque Pigalle to the St. Germain’s 
more cerebral charm. More recently she’s added the 
brushed-silver Concorde aviator. But Ahlem is plant-
ing her flag firmly in the stylish 
future. “None of my glasses are 
polarized,” she says. “They have an 
anti-reflective coating on the inside, 
so you can look at your iPhone—
or the open road—without any 
problems.”—EMMA ELWICK-BATES

GIVING Shade
Summer Hours

PERFECT VISION
MANAI-PLATT WEARS 
AHLEM EYEWEAR PALAIS 
ROYAL SUNGLASSES 
($395) AND A THAKOON 
ADDITION DRESS. 
RIGHT: CONCORDE 
SUNGLASSES, $420; 
AHLEMEYEWEAR.COM.

The irresistible draw of Álvaro González’s 
sandals—equally well suited for a Barceloneta 
beach party or a Saturday-morning stroll in 
Brooklyn—lies in their fusion of easy vibes and 
technological shine. Their soles, for example, are 
dip-dyed with natural stains to induce a rich earthen 
glow, while a special mirror treatment on calf-hide 
leather banded in cross straps or caged toes flickers 
as you move. “It’s unique because one doesn’t 
often see a metallic effect in that deep a color,” says 
González from his studio in Florence, Italy (his 
sandals are produced just west of the city, in Lucca). 

After a career designing for houses including 
Tod’s, Valextra, and Loro Piana, González founded 
his self-titled line last year; it also includes 
handbags. Each model is given a female name 
starting with the letter A: “Alberta, Anna, Antonia. 
It’s because of my name—very egocentric!” the 
designer says, laughing, before adding, “It’s 
about finding the right lines and looking for things 
that pop in front of the eye.” The end result? 
An ideal dash of summertime edge.—N.R.

SEA SLIDE

RISE AND SHINE
ÁLVARO METALLIC 

LEATHER SANDALS, 
$560; BARNEYS 
NEW YORK, NYC.
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This is not the most fash-
ionable of admissions, 
but I really love a sun-
tan. This being 2015, 
though, that sounds 
about as out of date as a 

rousing endorsement for wheat gluten. 
But despite the recent zeal for a gleam-
ing porcelain complexion, the cooler 
months leave those of us with less ivory 
than olive tones looking, well, slightly 
undercooked. And really, a golden 
glow is practically a requirement for 
Valentino’s and Vuitton’s lacy white 
dresses, which is not even to mention 
the season’s vogue for picnic-perfect 
gingham. My previous experiments 
with self-tanner—streaky ankles, 
stained palms, orange tinge—occurred 
sometime early in the millennium (be-
fore we even knew about the tanning 
mitt; imagine!). But, apparently, self-
tanner has changed. And with it, so has 
the tan. The new tan, it 

SUN
Something 

Like the

Alessandra 
Codinha on the 

redemption  
of self-tanner.

GOLDEN GIRL
LARA STONE, IN DOLCE & GABBANA, PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
MARIO TESTINO. FASHION EDITOR: TONNE GOODMAN.

B E A U T Y > 8 8

EDITOR: SARAH BROWN
Beauty
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seems, is an un-tan: a subtle, just barely 
sun-kissed luminosity—less lying out 
on the French Riviera, more cruising 
along the Dalmatian Coast. 

Inspired by the gray skies and pale 
skins of  her native Ireland, Alyson 
Hogg created the line Vita Liberata with 
the promise of a long-lasting, authentic, 
and—here’s a key development—ut-
terly odorless tan. I apply a thin layer of 
her Self Tanning Night Moisture Mask 
before bed twice a week and wake up 
with a habit-forming, gradually grow-
ing glow. But it’s the line’s Trystal Min-
erals powder bronzer—which possesses 
a crystal form of DHA miraculously 
activated by your own foundation or 
facial moisturizer—that is her most in-
genious creation. Dusted on like a regu-
lar bronzer, it results in natural-looking 
contouring—the kind you’d get from 
ten days in Tulum—that remains for 
about a week. “It’s subtle, it’s sophisti-
cated, and it looks like you,” says Hogg. 
It takes seconds to apply and garners 
office-wide compliments that I attribute 
to a recent jaunt through Palm Springs. 

When it comes to that little fib—
and I was in Palm Springs, if under a 
sun hat (and an umbrella)—well, I’m 
in good company. Where self-tanners 
once shouted their presence, now they 

Beauty Self-Tan 2.0

don’t get your own Harvey Nichols 
tanning salon without coming up with 
some shortcuts.) Practice makes perfect, 
and mistakes, he says, are easily righted: 
“If the tan is too dark, go have a steam 
for ten to fifteen minutes and rub it off 
with a towel.” Bronze Buffer Self-Tan 
Remover sponges also do the trick.

In addition to discreet color—no one 
wants to have to explain how she went 
from zero to George Hamilton in the 
middle of the workweek—a notable 
innovation is results that last. L’Oréal 
Paris’ Sublime Bronze serum, applied 
once a day for three days, promises to 
last up to a full two weeks—much like 
that ill-begotten real tan might. Jergens’ 
new Tan Extender is powered by fade-
fighting technology that preserves the 
effects of its Natural Glow moisturizers 
or any other tanning product. 

St.  Tropez’s Gradual Tan In 
Shower Lotion goes on like a body 
wash, eliminating the mess—and the 
stress—altogether. I rinse, I pat dry, 
and I am glowingly, healthily, and, if  
I do say so myself, tastefully tanned. 
Later, at a dinner party to which I’ve 
worn an ivory crepe Wes Gordon col-
umn, a friend asks where I’ve snuck 
off to for my “obvious” recent travels. 
Victory! �

whisper. “No one should ever say, ‘You 
look tanned.’ They should say, ‘You 
look really well; you look really good,’ ” 
says U.K.-based tanning pioneer 
James Read, whose Express Bronz-
ing Mousse is beloved by It Brits like 
Rosie Huntington-Whiteley and Ellie 
Goulding, not least for its glam Stu-
dio 54–esque packaging. Read advises 
smoothing on the product in thin layers 
for best possible fade, employing mini 
paint rollers from a hardware store to 
apply tanner to your seat, and attaching 
a tanning mitt to a wooden spoon with 
a hair elastic to reach your back. (You 

A BETTER BRONZE
FROM LEFT: JAMES READ INSTANT BRONZING 
MIST, MICHAEL KORS BRONZE GEL CRÈME, 
VITA LIBERATA TRYSTAL MINERALS.

 “Back by popular demand,” read the 
caption on Karen Elson’s smiling 
Instagram selfie, which announced the 
model’s recent return to ginger after 
a brief stint as a blonde. The magnetic 
appeal of red hair—evident on fall 
runways, with captivating newcomers 
like Rianne van Rompaey and Madison 
Stubbington—is the subject of a 
fascinating new book, Red: A History of 
the Redhead (Black Dog & Leventhal), 
by Jacky Colliss Harvey, herself one 
of the tribe. Harvey traces the genetic 
rarity through the ages via stereotype 
(mercurial, libidinous), science 
(redheads’ skin alters perfumes), art, 
and literature, alighting on queens, 
courtesans, and actresses who bore—
or adopted—the shade. As Lucille Ball’s 
hairstylist remarked of his bottle-red 
client, “The hair may be brown, but the 
soul is on fire!”—LAURA REGENSDORF

PALE FIRE
THE FLAME-HAIRED MUSICIAN 
FLORENCE WELCH, WHOSE THIRD ALBUM 
DEBUTS THIS MONTH. PHOTOGRAPHED 
BY ANNIE LEIBOVITZ, VOGUE, 2014. 

REIGNBooks
of the Redhead
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A lkalinity has become something of an obsession 
among the health-conscious. Our modern-day 
diet is rife with acid-producing foods, such as 
meat, dairy, coffee, and anything processed. 
An acidic diet can leach our bones of calcium, 

increase the risk of heart disease, and is linked to weight gain. 
With names like Eternal, Essentia, and Evamor, a slew 

of new alkaline waters are vying for a spot in our gym bags, 
with claims ranging from improved concentration, superior 
hydration, and a reset of our body’s pH level. A chemistry 
review session: The pH scale ranges from 0 (acidic) to 14 
(alkaline). Water is generally a 7, but alkaline versions can 
hit closer to a 10. Some companies, such as Real, boost the 
pH via electric current that changes the water’s chemical 
composition. Others source from a spring or artesian well 

with naturally occurring mineral deposits containing sub-
stances such as calcium and magnesium, while a few add 
minerals during the bottling process. Tastewise, there is little 
to distinguish them, though the mineral-laden varieties can 
be slightly earthy. Blk water, in its signature black bottle, 
achieves its 8 pH via added fulvic acid, which doesn’t affect 
the taste but makes it murky to the eye.

Do their claims hold water? Well, it’s true alkaline waters 
can help those with acid reflux, and minerals confer some 
nutritional benefits (calcium boosts bone health, while potas-
sium regulates blood pressure). But, says Andrew Weil, M.D., 
a fan of the alkaline diet’s emphasis on health-promoting 
foods, any water’s claims to reset the body’s pH have yet to 
be substantiated. His advice? “If you want to be hydrated, 
just drink more”—regular—“water.” —BEE CHANG SHAPIRO 

Beauty Health

In a battle of the bottles, brands vie for hydration bragging rights.

Water
Wars

NEW WAVE
ALKALINE WATERS PROMISE TO 

OFFSET OUR ACIDIC DIETS. 

New York jewelry designer Jennifer Fisher’s exercise routine includes 
yoga, strength training, and Body by Simone sessions, and when she 
travels, she works out even more than usual. “It’s not about letting 
everything go,” she says. “I’ve switched reservations based on the hotel 
gym.” Body-conscious frequent flyers now expect far more than a row of 
treadmills. “Hotels are responding with beautiful workout environments 
and technology-driven equipment,” says Equinox’s Carlos Becil, who 
travels often and has noticed that hotels are stepping up their game. 

Boxing fever has caught on at Soho House Chicago, whose light-filled 
17,000-square-foot gym centers on a full-size boxing ring where trainers from 
the city’s renowned Franklin Street Boxing Club lead private lessons. London’s 
Bulgari Hotel has embraced all things biometric: Its Workshop Gymnasium 
offers a raft of tests to determine individual fitness plans, including genetic 
analysis, metabolic testing, and functional movement screening. “You’re 
getting a 360-degree approach,” says London beauty editor Lauren Murdoch-
Smith, who recently trained at the gym in preparation for her wedding. For 
private types who’d rather not be seen breaking a sweat, the Four Seasons 
Los Angeles Hotel at Beverly Hills stocks its rooms with resistance bands, 
yoga mats, and iPads loaded with more than 200 cardio, strength-training, 
and yoga routines. All that’s missing is the mini barre.—RACHEL MARLOWE 

Check In, Work Out

GYMS ON THE GO
HOTELS ARE STEPPING UP THEIR GAME WITH SOUGHT-AFTER TRAINERS 
AND BOUTIQUE CLASSES. CAROLINE TRENTINI, VOGUE, APRIL 2015.
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are talking

The fast-rising  
Leon Bridges  

has the sound of  
the season. 

ON THE MOVE 
THE SINGER IN A LOUIS 
VUITTON SUIT AND  
A DIOR HOMME SHIRT.

people
Summer  

BLUES

It’s hard to say which seems 
more improbable: that singer-
songwriter Leon Bridges took 
up the guitar only four years 
back or that less than twelve 
months ago he was still wash-

ing dishes at a Del Frisco’s Grille in 
Fort Worth, Texas, his hometown, 
playing live shows at a local bar every 
Tuesday night. After you’ve heard one 
of the doo-wop throwbacks that make 
up his debut album, Coming Home, 
though, don’t be surprised to find 
yourself wondering if this 25-year-old 
is the second coming of Sam Cooke.

“Two years ago, I made a decision 
to be consistent with this sound,” 
Bridges says, referring to his retro 
soul music, achieved in part by using 
vintage equipment (including a tape 
machine that once belonged to the 
Grateful Dead’s soundman). The jux-
taposition of his smooth croon over 
a grainy haze recalling old-school 
vinyl—especially on “Lisa Sawyer,” 
named for his mother—has become 
as instantly recognizable as his fashion 
sense. “I don’t ever dress down. When 
I go to the Laundromat, I wear real 
shoes and pants,” he says. He cred-
its his faithful barber, Juke of Brass 
Tacks in Dallas (“He gets it right every 
time”), in the same breath as his pro-
ducers, making it clear that Bridges’s 
look is part and parcel of his act. Still, 
the music comes first. “From the day I 
picked up a guitar,” he says, “I was de-
termined to do something great with 
it.”—MARK GUIDUCCI PATA > 9 8

about
EDITOR: VALERIE STEIKER

music

V O G U E  J U N E  2 0 1 5  97V O G U E . C O M

B
E

N
 G

R
IE

M
E

. 
S

IT
T

IN
G

S
 E

D
IT

O
R

: 
D

E
L

P
H

IN
E

 D
A

N
H

IE
R

. 
G

R
O

O
M

IN
G

, 
S

A
R

A
H

 S
IB

IA
. 

D
E

T
A

IL
S

, 
S

E
E

 I
N

 T
H

IS
 I

S
S

U
E

.



people aboutare talking

books

Vendela Vida often writes about 
American women on leave from 
themselves in far-flung places.  
In her Casablanca-set latest, The 
Diver’s Clothes Lie Empty (Ecco), 
an unnamed tourist’s backpack  
is stolen. When the police turn up 
a bag belonging to someone else, 
she claims it, then checks into a 
luxury hotel—where she befriends 
a Hollywood actress filming on 
location. Impersonation builds 
upon impersonation until we 
understand that the real mystery is 
a philosophical one: What happens 

A  Stranger
AMONG  US

talent

that’s the problem with making a 
film about parties: Everywhere 
it’s shown, we party,” says a jet-
lagged Mia Hansen-Løve. The 

34-year-old auteur, one of a new wave of 
French female directors, is in New York 
to screen her latest feature, Eden, about 
the rise and fall of  French Touch, the 
disco-grooved house music popularized 
by Paris DJs in the nineties. It follows 
Paul (a character inspired by her brother, 
a onetime club headliner), whose Bastille 
studio starts to feel as suffocating as his 
debts. An acute sense of place informs all 
of Hansen-Løve’s work: “I need the walls 
to have lived; I need the tables to have 
a past,” she explains. Her next project, 
starring Isabelle Huppert, addresses her 
philosophy-teacher mother’s setbacks as 
a single woman in her 50s. “Every time I write a script it’s like”—she slaps herself on 
the wrist—“ ‘Don’t do it.’ But the more you say no, the more you see it.” Someone 
she’s yet to translate on-screen is her young daughter, Viki, with filmmaker Olivier 
Assayas. “Your child’s relationship to the world is so fragile, so rich,” she says.  
“It feels like film isn’t capable of capturing that.”—JULIE BRAMOWITZ

Melissa McCarthy has the 
Midas touch—she can turn 
leaden comedies into hits. 
In Spy, as CIA analyst Susan 
Cooper, who spends her days 
in a basement passing intel to 
a 007-like agent (Jude Law, 
having a ball), she’s finally been 
given a star vehicle worthy of 
her comic brilliance. When Law’s 
character disappears after 

meeting an arms dealer’s venomous daughter (Rose Byrne), 
Susan is sent to Paris in mortifying Middle American disguise 
(ghastly hair, cat T-shirt) to suss her out, with help from her 

pal, played by the nifty British comedian Miranda Hart, and interference from 
a strutting fellow spy—Jason Statham gleefully skewering his macho persona. 
Writer-director Paul Feig infuses the action with the same smart, ribald, 
slyly feminist sensibility he brought to Bridesmaids. Even as it capitalizes on 
McCarthy’s just-folks likability and gift for slapstick—she plays ungraceful with 
startling grace—the movie celebrates her power. I spy Spy 2.—JOHN POWERS

Undercover

m
ov

ie
s

GOLDFINGERS 
THE AGENTS SHARE 
A MOMENT.

when we release the tethers of 
identity altogether? As always, 
Vida’s clipped style is seductively 
enigmatic, though one longs for her 
to cut loose a little, like her heroine. 

After more than 70 years of 
anonymity, the Arab murdered 
on a sunny beach in Camus’s The 
Stranger gets a name—Musa—
and a book of his own. Narrated  
by Musa’s younger brother, Harun, 
in retrospect, The Meursault 
Investigation (Other Press), 
Algerian journalist Kamel Daoud’s 
remarkable debut novel, isn’t 
simply a postcolonial reimagining 
but an allegory of his own country 
and time. A finalist for the Prix 
Goncourt, Daoud’s novel has 
the magnetism of its forebear, 
but its themes of voicelessness 
and vengeance feel utterly 
present-day.—MEGAN O’GRADY

 TRACK 
Record
In Eden, Mia Hansen-Løve 
conjures the ’90s  
French club scene.

I AM  
A CAMERA

THE DIRECTOR, 
IN A CARVEN 

HIGH-NECK TOP 
AND SKIRT.
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Off the coast of Mozambique sits the 
paradisiacal Benguerra Island—home to a 
newly renovated andBeyond resort with its 
own archipelago of thatched-roof casinhas 
featuring hand-fired terra-cotta tiles, four-
poster beds, and private pools. Guests can 
snorkel around the protected reef in hopes 
of spotting the rare dugong, roam sand 
dunes on horseback, and head to the bay for 
crab-hunting; there’s even a freshwater lake 
with crocodiles and flamingos. Meals—e.g., 

crazy-fresh sushi—are taken 
in the fig tree–shaded garden, 
while an abandoned ship turned 
bar makes for happy castaways. 
Rates from $585; andbeyond.com. 

—KATE GUADAGNINO

Great  
ESCAPE

travel

theater

The young dramatist Annie 
Baker’s plays are many things—
fresh, incisive, gently funny, 
ineffably sad. But, above all, they 
possess a kind of unadorned 
naturalism and intimacy that feel 
very much like life itself. Take 
The Flick, Baker’s exquisite comic 
drama about the employees 
of a run-down movie theater in 
Massachusetts, which won the 
2014 Pulitzer for drama after a 
run at Playwrights Horizons and 
now returns to the New York 
stage under the direction of her 
frequent collaborator Sam Gold. 
Featuring elliptical dialogue—not 
to mention extended scenes 
during which the characters 
sweep the movie theater in 
silence—the three-hour-long 
play asks a lot of its audience. 
But with a remarkable cast 
that includes Matthew Maher, 
Aaron Clifton Moten, and Louisa 
Krause, what it gives in return 
is a portrait of disaffection and 
unarticulated longing that borders 
on the Chekhovian. “I write more 
from a place of sadness,” Baker 
says. “I guess I’ve been lucky 
that people seem to find my 
sadness funny.”—ADAM GREEN

CINEMA  
Verité

de
si

gn Flowers abound in the season’s best hostess gifts. 
Coral & Tusk’s Stephanie Housley was inspired 
by a trip to the Brooklyn Botanic Garden, a stone’s 
throw from her house, to create a beautiful new 

line that includes linen napkins, runners, and stationery, delicately 
embroidered with hollyhocks and daffodils. For avid gardeners, there’s 
A Natural History of English Gardening (Yale University Press), filled 
with stunning visuals, from watercolors of wildflowers to the narcissus 
and thistles stitched on a satin petticoat worn to the Prince of Wales’s 
ball in 1741. Other varieties altogether bloom in Henry Bourne’s Arcadia 
Britannica (Thames & Hudson), a compendium of British folklore 
enthusiasts whose quirky costumes often look to the land.—MIEKE TEN HAVE

BLOOM     
Town

A SHORE  
THING 
DHOWS ARE  
USED FOR  
FISHING AND 
GETTING  
AROUND.

NATURE’S BOUNTY
A LAUREL DINNER 
NAPKIN, $48; 
CORALANDTUSK.COM.
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ROCK STEADY

With its flower-child palette and loose silhouettes, this is a very easy, earthy beauty—the opposite of city glitz.  
Proenza Schouler crepe-de-Chine dress, price upon request; Proenza Schouler, NYC. Marc Jacobs silk scarf. 

Inez and Vinoodh necklace. Miu Miu knee-high socks. The Frye Company boots. Details, see In This Issue.

Fashion Editor: Grace Coddington.

Model Caroline Trentini grabs a backpack and a sleeping  
bag and heads for the hills in the new free-spirited bohemian chic.  

Photographed by Mikael Jansson.

June 2015

World



EIGHT MILES HIGH

Fashion’s back-to-the-
land movement calls 
for raised necklines, 
lower hemlines, and 
earthy prints. Dries 
Van Noten sleeveless 
dress, $1,250; 
Bergdorf Goodman, 
NYC. Louis Vuitton 
turtleneck, price upon 
request; select Louis 
Vuitton boutiques. 



GOOD MORNING, 
STARSHINE

With head scarf, hiking 
boots, and a spangle of 
stars, this look hits all the 
right notes. Saint Laurent 
by Hedi Slimane twill 
military jacket ($3,550), 
beaded georgette dress 
(price upon request), and 
silk scarf; Saint Laurent, 
NYC. On singer Hozier: 
Doyle + Mueser twill 
suit. Maison Margiela 
shirt. Rag & Bone T-shirt. 
Ansley Watch Co. watch. 
Details, see In This Issue.  





 

ECLECTIC 
LADYLAND

The prints aren’t 
quite psychedelic, 

but the colors 
definitely have 

that funky-but-
feminine late-sixties 

vibration. Miu Miu 
printed dress, 

$2,815; select Miu 
Miu boutiques. 

Inez and Vinoodh 
bracelet. Details, 
see In This Issue.
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BEAUTIFUL 
SUMMER

After seasons and 
seasons of skinny 

jeans, flares and bell-
bottoms are a breath 

of fresh air. Sonia 
Rykiel fur vest, shirt 

($530), and flared 
jeans ($670). Vest 

at Saks Fifth Avenue 
stores; shirt and jeans 

at Bloomingdale’s 
stores. On Hozier: The 
Frye Company boots. 



OVER THE HILLS 
AND FAR AWAY

Girls in the sixties and 
seventies wore granny 

skirts and thrift-store 
vests to signal their 
radical rejection of 
conformity. Today, 

this pairing still says 
bohemian—but it’s 

become timeless. Marni 
sleeveless sweater 

($950), silk  blouse 
($1,130), and skirt 

($910). Sweater at 
Blake, Chicago; blouse 

and skirt at Marni 
boutiques. Details, 

see In This Issue.





THE SINGER, NOT THE SONG

Earthy tones and textures everywhere else 
make vibrant swaths of scarlet crackle 
with even greater intensity. Louis Vuitton 
sleeveless dress and turtleneck (priced upon 
request); select Louis Vuitton boutiques..

Still acclimating to the 
overwhelming, number-
one-in-sixteen-countries, 
sing-it-in-the-shower 
success of  his single 
“Take Me to Church”—
and having performed 

the anthemic hit at the Victoria’s Secret 
Fashion Show, on Saturday Night Live, 
and alongside Annie Lennox at the 
Grammys—Andrew Hozier-Byrne, 
a.k.a. Hozier, refuses to acquiesce to 
one-hit-wonder status. “You have to 
work extra hard to make people real-
ize there are other songs,” he says. 
Luckily, the 25-year-old Irishman 
has plenty of  them. After playing 
guitar in jazz, funk, and bossa nova 
ensembles, along with singing ancient 
Gaelic music with the avant-choral 
group Anúna, Hozier began honing 
his pop prowess long before record-
ing the bones of his self-titled album 
in a Bray attic. One particular detail 
of  instant global stardom, however, 
still eludes his mastery: “I have felt 
very much like an outsider on any 
red carpet this year,” Hozier says. 
—MARK GUIDUCCI

The 
Rest 
of  
the 
Story

109



PIECE OF 
MY HEART

In 2015’s  
Summer of Love, 

we’re crushing 
on barefoot 

days and long 
dresses. Gucci silk 

crepe-de-Chine 
dress; select 

Gucci boutiques.



THIS LAND IS 
YOUR LAND

Sheer, light chiffon and 
supple, weighty suede: 

This contrast gets to the 
crux of the supercasual, 

folk-friendly, morning-
after mood. Ralph 

Lauren Collection suede 
shirt dress, $3,995; 

select Ralph Lauren 
stores. Philosophy 

di Lorenzo Serafini 
georgette dress, $1,490; 

barneys.com. Details, 
see In This Issue. 



WHO LOVES 
THE SUN

Forget tea roses 
and orchids. It’s 
wild, wayside 
blooms—Montauk 
daisies, meadow 
poppies—we 
want. Vera Wang 
Collection gauze 
peasant dress, 
$1,395; Vera 
Wang, NYC. 

112



EASY RIDER

The Navajo-inspired 
print paired with the 
black leather jacket 

sings the song of the 
trail and the open road. 

Saint Laurent by Hedi 
Slimane leather jacket; 

Saint Laurent, NYC. 
Etro silk dress, $4,442; 

Etro, NYC. In this story: 
hair, Shay Ashual for 
Wella Professionals; 

makeup, Mark 
Carrasquillo. Menswear 

Editor: Michael Philouze.  
Production design, 

Marla Weinhoff Studio.  
Produced by  

North Six. Details, 
see In This Issue.



GALLERY GIRL

Strapless, short, 
and sophisticated, 
this leopard-print 
dress is artfully 
excellent for drinks 
and a stroll through 
Doris Salcedo’s 
equally captivating 
retrospective at 
the Guggenheim. 
Anna Ewers wears a 
Lanvin taffeta dress, 
$4,990; Lanvin, NYC. 
Louis Vuitton glazed 
leather pumps. 

Fashion Editor: 
Camilla Nickerson.

What to Wear Where

E l e g a n c e
U n t a m e d



Bold animal prints, vivid houndstooth checks, and artfully 
latticed lines add up to ensembles with an attention-catching 

graphic pop. Photographed by David Sims.    

EASY STREET

Jade leopard spots, on 
the other hand, make 

for the kind of good-
humored and eclectic 

look perfect for taking in 
Amy Schumer at New 

Orleans’s Saenger 
Theatre. Grace Hartzel 

wears a Miu Miu car  
coat ($4,410), skirt 

($2,130), and shoes; 
select Miu Miu 

boutiques. Prada shirt, 
$830; select Prada  

boutiques. Details, 
see In This Issue. 



GET SURREAL

Checkered-flag 
squares and a black-
and-pink alligator motif 
are made for viewing 
“Alice: 150 Years 
of Wonderland” at 
New York’s Morgan 
Library & Museum. 
Louis Vuitton mohair 
jacket, price upon 
request; select Louis 
Vuitton boutiques. 
Christopher Kane silk 
shirt ($1,065) and 
croc-print leather 
skirt ($3,090); shirt 
at Barneys New York, 
NYC, and skirt at Blake, 
Chicago. Miu Miu bag.



DRAMA CLUB

Zebra grooves are both chic and eye-catching. Earn your stripes at this month’s Los Angeles premiere of  
HBO’s Entourage movie. Céline coat, $4,550; Céline, NYC. Prada shirt, $740; select Prada boutiques. Bottega 
Veneta skirt, $980; Bottega Veneta boutiques. Roger Vivier patent leather flats. Details, see In This Issue.

117



ON THE GRID

Interlocking, 
blocked, and 
woven: Seat this 
sharp and linear 
look behind a 
cozy table at 
Guenter Seeger 
NY, a tiny prix-fixe 
haunt opening in 
the West Village. 
Gucci silk dress, 
$3,700; select 
Gucci boutiques. 
Miu Miu necklace. 
Prada loafers. 



FINE LINES

In Los Angeles, 
braid in a bit of 

color for Cassia, a 
highly anticipated 

new Southeast 
Asian outpost in 
Santa Monica. 

Marni silk dress, 
$2,020; Nordstrom 

stores. Miu Miu 
necklace, bag, and 

shoes.  Details, 
see In This Issue.



SOUND HOUNDS

Darkened checks 
such as these provide 
a kind of retro 
refinement—especially 
when highlighted in 
green. Dance and sing 
along, then, with U2, 
on tour in Chicago 
this month. Boss 
jacket ($745) and skirt 
($375); Hugo Boss 
stores. Miu Miu shirt, 
$895; select Miu Miu 
boutiques. Louis 
Vuitton ankle boots. 

120



EURO ZONE

Houndstooth patterns in light colors, however, are a stylish proposition for catching FKA Twigs  
and a host of others at NOS Primavera Sound, an offshoot of the popular Primavera festival,  
in Porto, Portugal. Max Mara cashmere-and-wool dress, $895; Max Mara, NYC. Marc Jacobs bag.  
In this story: hair, Paul Hanlon; makeup, Lucia Pieroni for Clé de Peau Beauté. Details, see In This Issue. 

P
R

O
D

U
C

E
D

 B
Y

 A
R

T
 H

O
U

S
E



As Ted 2 hits  
the big screen, 

Amanda 
 Seyfried gears 

up for her  
stage debut in  

a sizzling  
two-hander  

from Neil 
LaBute.  

By Jonathan  
Van Meter.  

Photographed 
by Mario 
Testino.

A Place in  
the Sun



TAKING THE 
PLUNGE 

“I’m terrified,” says 
the actress, shot 

on location at a villa 
in Rome. “But this 

is exactly what I 
wanted.” Marysia 

for Everything but 
Water swimsuit crop 
top. Dior perforated 
patent leather skirt. 

Salvatore Ferragamo 
sunglasses. Details, 

see In This Issue.

Fashion Editor: 
Tonne Goodman.



AMERICAN 
CLASSIC

From certain 
angles, Seyfried 

brings to mind 
Michelle Pfeiffer 

in Dangerous 
Liaisons. Fendi 

one-shoulder 
swimsuit. Fabio 

Salini rings. 
Details, see In 

This Issue.



 Seyfried 
is a serious hugger. Even in our newly hug-happy world, one 
in which political rivals routinely embrace one another like 
sorority sisters at a reunion, Seyfried’s capacity for the deep 
hug stands out. For example, one rainy Friday morning in 
early April, as I arrive in the rehearsal room at Second Stage 
Theatre at Forty-third Street and Eighth Avenue, Seyfried, 
wearing black jeans and a hoodie, leaps out of her folding 
metal chair and wraps her whole tiny little self around me, 
hanging on for a bit longer than customary. Granted, she 
has been hugging me hello and goodbye over the past sev-
eral weeks that we’ve been meeting, but there is something 
extra-intense about this hug that seems to say, Oh, thank God. 
Something familiar. 

It’s the third day of rehearsals for The Way We Get By, a 
new Neil LaBute play directed by Leigh Silverman that goes 
into previews in less than a month. Though Seyfried, who 
turns 30 later this year, has been working in TV and film 
since she was a teenager, this is her first play. And while it may 
sound like business as usual, yet another Hollywood actress 
out to prove she’s serious, it’s a very big deal for Seyfried 
because the thought of getting up in front of any audience 
has always been paralyzing. A few years ago, she famously 
downed a couple of shots of Jameson to calm her nerves 
before going on Letterman and appeared drunk on TV. “It 
made it fun for me,” she says, “but then I watched it and was 
like ‘That is not what I want to promote about myself.’ ” Soon 
after, she started seeing a shrink to help get over her debilitat-
ing fear. “I have a lot of anxiety that I’ve been struggling with 
my whole life,” she says. “So I have been working through it. 
I’m terrified, but this is exactly what I wanted.”

The fact that it’s Off-Broadway, and the character is a beau-
tiful 29-year-old, certainly doesn’t hurt. “She’s made a really 
smart choice,” says LaBute, “She didn’t say, ‘Yeah, I think the 
first thing I’ll do is Cordelia in King Lear in Central Park.’ ” 

In the rehearsal room, Seyfried and her costar, Thomas 
Sadoski (an accomplished stage actor known for his work on 
TV in The Newsroom and The Slap), along with Silverman 
and LaBute, are sitting around a big, square table picking 
apart every line of dialogue. Because this is a morning-after 
play about two people who got drunk at a wedding reception 
and had sex for the first time, and because the scene they are 
working on is one in which Seyfried appears nude, tries to 
initiate intimacy, and is rebuffed by her lover, the assembled 
group is in the midst of a very specific conversation about 
oral sex. As in: What situation would cause a man to turn 
down a blow job from a very beautiful naked woman he is 
wildly attracted to? 

“In terms of backstory,” says LaBute, “is it more interest-
ing for them if this is the first time she’s going to give him a 
blow job? Or if it’s already happened, then. . . .”

“Oh, it happened,” says Seyfried, and everyone laughs.
“O-kay,” says LaBute. “Discussion out the window!” 

More laughter. But then he flips back a few pages in the 
script and cites one of Seyfried’s lines: “We already got pretty 
crazy in there.” So, LaBute says, “it’s either, We didn’t do that 
last night or Wait a minute: That happened several times, so 
why are you stopping me now?”

“I mean, the way they describe how incredible it was,” 
says Seyfried, “I just imagined that they spent a . . . lengthy 
time in there.”

“In other words,” says LaBute, “enough time that most 
bases were touched?”

“Exactly,” says Seyfried. “Except for the butt.”
“What base is that?” says LaBute, laughing. 
The playwright, who has been labeled “American theater’s 

reigning misanthrope,” is perhaps most famous for In the 
Company of Men, a play about two businessmen who ro-
mance a deaf woman for the sole purpose of humiliating her, 
and The Shape of Things, which premiered in London with 
Paul Rudd and Rachel Weisz and also trafficked in the idea of 
love as an instrument of cruelty. And although this play—90 
minutes of real-time conversation between Doug and Beth, 
“balanced on the head of a pin,” as Silverman puts it—fea-
tures two people sparring, modern-day sex negotiations, and 
a lot of tricky backpedaling, it somehow also manages to of-
fer some hope. “While people may carry in a preconception 
about what I do,” says LaBute, “I think they will be pleasantly 
surprised. I give these two people a fair chance.” 

LaBute has been honing the script since Seyfried was cast 
to play to her strengths. “She has such an expressive face—
those eyes are quite dazzling—and a stillness that I think the 
best film and TV actors have,” he says. “To be able to stand 
there and let us see into you? It’s a gift.”

It is noon, and everyone breaks for lunch. Seyfried walks 
me to the elevator. How’s it going in there? I ask. She lets out 
a big sigh and pulls her long blonde hair back off her face. 
“There’s a layer of insecurity that this brings out, of course, 
but I am trying to throw it away,” she says, “although I can’t, 
really, because insecurity, a little bit of it, is always important 
for any actor. These people have been doing this for years and 
years, so I really feel like an amateur. And I am—at least in 
this medium, which is like a whole other planet.”

A month earlier, on a chilly day in March, I meet Seyfried 
for breakfast at the Roost, a restaurant near her new country 
house in Stone Ridge in upstate New York, not far from 
where I live in Woodstock. She pulls up in a black SUV 
and comes into the restaurant all wide-eyed nervous energy. 
Seyfried is given lately to wearing high-waisted black jeans, 
as she thinks they extend her torso, which she worries is too 
short. Today she’s also wearing a short-sleeved purple McQ 
shirt with little orange crosses all over it, fur-lined boots, and 
a black parka that swallows her up. She never seems to have 
on any makeup, and who needs it with a face like that? There 
are those huge, blue-gray eyes, sure, but also those plump, 
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pale-pink lips and alabaster skin. From certain angles, she 
looks like Michelle Pfeiffer in Dangerous Liaisons.

Seyfried has an unusual presence, a way of being both 
deeply engaged and full of curiosity while also seeming to 
drift off somewhere else. Occasionally, she will interrupt 
to ask a question about something that was said three 
minutes earlier. Her friend Eddie Redmayne, with whom 
she starred in Les Misérables, sums it up nicely: “There’s 
an openness of  spirit, a distinct kind of  whimsy that is 
unlike anyone I know. She’s unguarded. And her lightness 
of spirit and her humor sort of belie a depth of emotion, 
which is amazing. You can see it in her devotion to her 
friends; her dog, Finn; and her family.”

Given that devotion, it’s been somewhat to Seyfried’s con-
sternation that her life for the past month has been a nonstop 
whirlwind. After a break shooting a film in Pittsburgh, she 
stopped off in New York City, where she has an apartment 
in Greenwich Village, to see Finn, a golden-brown Austra-
lian shepherd; then flew to London for three days for work; 
then back to New York for a meeting; then to L.A. for “one 
half-hour of work that I tried to get out of”; then back to 
Pittsburgh; then New York; then here. In a few days, she flies 
to Paris to shoot a video for Givenchy (she is the face of one 
of their perfumes) and to go to their show during Fashion 
Week. Her devotion to Finn, in particular, seems to provide a 
kind of ballast against the gypsy life of a modern-day actress. 
But, as I will learn, she is a worrier—in this case, over how 
dependent she is on her dog. “I just don’t want to leave him 
anymore,” she says. “Maybe it’s because I’m subconsciously 
aware of his mortality. I try not to think about it, but some-
where inside of me, I’m like, He’s going to die way sooner 
than all the rest of the people I know!” 

When the waiter comes over, Seyfried orders an omelet 
and then French toast to take home to her boyfriend, the 
actor Justin Long. They met through friends a few years 
ago and have been together since the summer of 2013. “I 
followed him on Instagram,” she says,  “and I thought some-
thing he said was really funny. It was a beautiful picture of a 
snail, and the caption said, “Fucking MOOOOOOOOVE.” 
It made me laugh out loud, so I texted him.” Though this is a 
relatively young relationship, she talks about Long, who is 36, 
as if they’ve been together for many years. “I really do have 
my own identity, both inside and outside the relationship, if  
that makes any sense. It just feels right. It’s also really good 
to feel OK being alone.” Sounds like a healthy attitude for an 
actor dating another actor.

One of the things Seyfried and Long have in common 
is that they are both very close to their families. Long grew 
up in Fairfield, Connecticut, with two brothers; Seyfried, in 
Allentown, Pennsylvania, with an older sister, Jennifer. Her 
mother, Ann, is an occupational therapist and her father, 
Jack, a pharmacist. “Justin likes being at home with his par-
ents. And I like that about him,” she says. “I was in Allentown 
last weekend and didn’t want to come back.”

If you had your druthers, I say, where would you live? 
“Here,” she says, meaning Stone Ridge. “Because I want to 
have kids. And I want them to go to local schools, and there 
are some really good schools around here. I would like my 
life to be the same as it is now, but with a little less stress and 
a little less work.” Lately, she’s been talking a lot about being 
more careful with the projects she chooses. She brings up one 
film she regrets, for which “they paid me too much money, 
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and what I should have done was walk away. But you know 
what? I met one of my best friends on that movie. Oh! And 
I bought a house with the money! But making movies is 
two solid months of twelve-, fourteen-hour days. I mean, it 
can ruin your relationship. And if you make too many bad 
decisions in a row, people don’t come knocking anymore.”

Seyfried bought her spread in Stone Ridge last October 
and after some renovation spent her first night here on New 
Year’s Eve. It is a farm, with horses and a tractor and care-
taker, and when she talks about these details you can hear a 

little regret in her voice about the fact that, at the moment, 
she is too busy to enjoy it. But she does plan to spend more 
time up here in the summer, especially since she’s in the midst 
of planning a wedding at the house in August. Your wedding, 
I ask? “No, my sister’s,” she says. “She’s with the best guy, 
and it’s going to be great—better than my own party. All the 
attention is going to be on her, and I’m going to slip away 
and enjoy myself.” (Seyfried seems all too happy to not be at 
the center of attention for once. “I don’t love the red carpet, 
because it’s loud and unnatural,” she says at one point, “but 
I do still get excited when I put on the chosen dress for the 
evening because I feel confident. Fashion can do that to you. 

I have a great relationship with Givenchy. I basically will wear 
whatever Riccardo designs because it’s always interesting.”)

Seyfried’s sister, Jenni, is three and half years older, lives 
in L.A., and after working in special effects for films, she is 
now studying to be a veterinary technician. “I never had a 
dream wedding in mind,” she says, “but Amanda just got 
really excited about it and took the reins. It’s very touching.” 

When I ask what her sister was like growing up, Jenni says, 
“She gets really passionate. Hmm. Did I say impulsive? Did I 
mention the temper?” She laughs. “She’s just so honest. She 
doesn’t filter herself much. I’m glad she’s held on to that. 
There were periods of time when I was worried, but I feel 
like she’s not going to change at this point. She has a very 
strong constitution.”

I loved Mean Girls (in 
which Seyfried played the dumb blonde Karen, whose 
breasts can predict the weather), and I watched Big Love 
(in which she played Bill Paxton’s conflicted daughter) for a 
couple of seasons, I had not entirely connected the dots of 
her career until I read an A. O. Scott review in The New York 
Times of Dear John and he described her as “a resourceful 
and engaging young actress industriously turning herself  
into a movie star.” Perhaps the reason I had not realized I 
was seeing the same actress is that Seyfried has had a singu-
larly varied career: She has done small independent films, 
comedies, musicals, big-budget Hollywood blockbusters, 
and creepy thrillers.

As Leigh Silverman puts it, “My experience of Amanda 
was: Right, she was in Les Mis. But then it’s like, Wait a 
minute: She was in Mamma Mia! And Mean Girls and . . . 
Big Love for all five seasons! What she has done in her young 
years!” Seyfried says the variety is definitely on purpose: 
“The truth is, there is only so much control that I have. It’s 
hard to turn things down, because it’s in me to want to always 
be working. But it’s the choices and the breaks that separate 
you from the rest, I think.”

From the beginning, when she was a teenager on daytime 
soaps up until Mamma Mia!, she tended to play the very 
essence of innocence. Maybe that’s why, when I ask Seyfried 
what she considers to be her first grown-up role, she cites the 
Atom Egoyan erotic thriller Chloe. She plays the prostitute of 
the title, whom Julianne Moore hires to seduce her husband 
(Liam Neeson), but Moore’s character winds up having an 
affair with Chloe herself. “It felt very adult to make the deci-
sion to do that movie,” says Seyfried. “And then very adult to 
film it.” That role led to her getting cast in Lovelace, in which 
she turns in a performance that she—rightfully—considers 
to be the thing she’s proudest of. Seyfried disappeared into 
the part of Linda Lovelace, adopting a Yonkers accent, 
brown curly hair, and freckles, and a blasé sexuality that 
really held the movie together. Directed by Rob Epstein and 
Jeffrey Friedman, the film did terribly in theaters but has 
since had a steady video-on-demand life thanks to great 
word of mouth. “I think people are catching up with it,” says 
Friedman. “Word had to get around that it wasn’t completely 
icky.” Adds Epstein: “Most disappointing for us is that 
Amanda didn’t get the recognition that we hoped she would 
for her performance. She 
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ehind the soar-
ing ocher-columned portico of the Isaac Jenkins Mikell 
House, an 1850s Italianate jewel of antebellum-era Charles-
ton, South Carolina, a cocktail party is in full swing.

The effervescent hostess, Patricia Altschul, is wafting 
through the high-ceilinged rooms (decorated by Mario 
Buatta with a flotilla of plump chintz sofas and walls massed 
with silhouette portraits), in Ralph Rucci’s saturated-violet 
floor-length coat over a spangled tunic and pants—a suave 
foil to the Granny Smith–green walls in her double drawing 
room—dispensing Southern charm and deadly cocktails.

But when Peter Copping walks in, fresh from the success 
of his debut collection as creative director at the house of 
Oscar de la Renta, Altschul throws gentility to the winds, 
scythes through the crowd, and flings her arms around him. 
“I’ve been dying to meet you!” she tells him. “That peridot 
dress and the peridot shoe [Look 31]: When can I buy them?”

Before Copping can answer, Altschul has spirited him into 
a room off the entrance gallery while she retrieves a magnifi-
cent floor-length, sable-collared de la Renta coat of paprika 
wool crusted with embroideries as magnificent as a Persian 
miniature. “It would be great if you could think of doing one 
of these again,” she tells him as he admires its workmanship. 
“It’s rather . . . heavy,” says Copping sheepishly: In fact, he is 
having trouble lifting it.

“It’s what I tried to do with those little evening jackets,” 
he explains, referring to two looks in the fall collection that 
reimagine the famed de la Renta embroideries in a wear-
able—and, yes, lighter—way. 

Those jewellike jackets are typical of the sort of subtle 
interventions that Copping introduced to ensure that his 
debut collection would be identifiably his own—the inven-
tive necklines and swimsuit backs on the house’s classic ball 
gowns, for instance, or the bouncing, bell-shaped short skirts 
that appealed to Catie Marron’s gazelle-legged daughter 
Serena—but were nevertheless infused with the late de-
signer’s potent legacy. They led many journalists and clients, 
including Taylor Swift (sitting front row at the show with 
her bosom buddy Karlie Kloss), to pronounce the collection 
“very respectful.” “Fashion moves quickly,” Copping told 
me at the time, “so you have to state your intentions from the 
word go. It couldn’t just be an homage.” 

The Charlestonian interaction with Altschul is typical of 
the dainty minuet whose choreography the serenely unflap-
pable Copping, 48, must master to please the legion of fans 
of the late and widely beloved Oscar de la Renta while at the 
same time introducing a new generation to the brand and 
its broader range of offerings—all while injecting his own 
sophisticated sense of contemporary global culture. His gen-
tly emphatic fashion signature, meanwhile, has been honed 
over a three-decade-long career that began when he sewed 
wine corks onto the jackets of John Galliano’s Afghanistan 
Repudiates Western Ideals collection in 1984 as an intern 
from London’s famed Central Saint Martins fashion school. 
(“A lot of fun, I have to say.”). After graduating from Central 
Saint Martins and, later, the Royal College of Art, Copping 
moved to Paris, where he stayed for the next 20 years, until 
the de la Renta job spirited him across the Atlantic. 

He initially worked for Sonia Rykiel (“quite a good way 
into understanding a certain Parisian woman—that Left 
Bank intellectual”), but departed three years later to join the 

fledgling team that Marc Jacobs was establishing at Louis 
Vuitton, with Jacobs eventually putting Copping in charge 
of Vuitton’s pre-fall and resort collections. “I learned a great 
deal from Marc,” Copping recalls. “He has an incredible at-
tention to detail and really questions what he’s doing at every 
single step. He’s always asking himself, ‘Can this be better?’ ” 
Copping left in 2009 to become the creative director at Nina 
Ricci, where he fast established an identity for that house, 
which drew heavily on its founder’s tradition of romantic, 
feminine, and utterly Parisienne clothes.

Meanwhile, from his bastion on Seventh Avenue and, 
later, his aerie on Forty-second Street, with its spectacular 
gull’s-eye views of  Bryant Park, the Zeitgeist-sensitive 
Oscar de la Renta was keen to secure the durability of the 
house he established in 1965. There were cautionary tales 
in the form of the ignoble chutes of  any number of  the 
fashion brands founded by his friends and contemporaries 
who had been less scrupulous in protecting their legacies. 
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With this in mind, from 2006—when de la Renta first 
began his doughty battle with lymphoma—the desire to 
secure his succession became ever keener. He had already 
installed his son-in-law, the feisty Alex Bolen, a former 
financier, as CEO, and Bolen began radically restructur-
ing the business to make it coherent in the contemporary 
global marketplace. Copping, though, was always de la 
Renta’s paramount choice for creative director.

In turn, Copping says, “Oscar had always been a designer 
I’d known and admired. It’s that sort of woman who’s always 
appealed to me: a very feminine woman, a very refined level 
of sophistication. She’s a rich woman in terms of texture, 
embroideries mixed with print—you just have to get the 
doses right. So there’s definitely scope for me to grow, which 
is important as a designer.” 

The plan had been for Copping to work alongside de la 
Renta for a season or two to understand and absorb the 
perfume of the house and its workings. With this in mind, 
the understudy set off for the fabric houses of Como to do 

research for the fall 2015 collection—de la Renta bade him 
bring back anything he found inspiring. 

In the brief hiatus that followed, Copping and his hus-
band, the elegant floral designer Rambert Rigaud, went 
to stay in the wilds of Wales, in the medieval house of the 
distinguished garden designer Arne Maynard, in the hopes 
that Maynard, in turn, could be persuaded to visit their 
fifteenth-century manor house in the rolling hills of Basse 
Normandie, and eventually to work with them to transform 
its grounds. It was here that Copping awoke last October 20 
to a tsunami of messages letting him know that de la Renta 
had passed away. 

Copping arrived in Manhattan forthwith and hit the 
ground running. “There’s a very good energy in the city, 
a positivity,” says Copping. “You know how it can be in 
Paris—I think people like to see you fail.” 

He and Rigaud sold their atmospheric Parisian apartment 
(in a turn-of-the-century neo-Gothic town house that a Belle 

Époque opera singer had decked out with dark seventeenth-
century Portuguese paneling) and in very short order created 
a harmonious, picture-perfect interior in a ravishing brown-
stone apartment in the desirable heart of the West Village, 
where they’re now stalked by their proprietorial Siamese cats, 
Minnie and Tino. 

The parlor-floor drawing room is arranged with an eclec-
tic assortment of furniture, pictures, and objets d’art that 
span the centuries and the continents. There is a Saarinen 
table on one side of the chimneypiece and a florid Regence 
giltwood console on the other (found on one of the couple’s 
frequent forays to the local antiquaries in Normandy)—the 
handsome pale-marble chimneypiece itself  is artfully set 
with a cowrie-beaded headdress from New Guinea—along 
with seventeenth- and early eighteenth–century aristocratic 
portraits, including a ringletted Dutch beauty by Caspar 
Netscher, found at a Brussels antiques fair. “We both quite 
like portraits,” says Copping. (Small wonder, then, that 
when Copping was invited to the de la Rentas’ Park Avenue 

COUNTRY LIFE

FROM FAR LEFT: Copping and Rambert Rigaud’s 15th- 
century estate in Normandy; striped antique linens drape  

the bed in the guest room; an alfresco dining room. 

apartment, ostensibly to talk fashion, the two men instead 
spent their time discussing the Jacobean portraits of the Fit-
ton sisters and the apartment’s magnificent Georgian chairs.)

Like de la Renta himself, whose many hats included am-
bassador, gardener, developer, and philanthropist, Copping 
has been scrupulous to carve a rich life for himself beyond 
the crowded fashion world—something evidenced two weeks 
after his inaugural collection, when I find myself standing in 
a field in southern Normandy admiring the house that Cop-
ping and Rigaud acquired six years ago. “I don’t think we 
miss Paris that much,” Copping explains. “We’ve just traded 
one city for another. Whereas here. . . .”

Copping previously had a maison de maître in Brittany, 
but at five hours’ drive from Paris it proved too challenging 
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for weekend jaunts, so he and Rigaud began a new search—
essentially for a place within two hours of the city, location 
unspecific. When they visited one such trouvaille, a “baby 
grand” stone manse built around a fifteenth-century central 
core and flanked by twin towers from the seventeenth cen-
tury, Rigaud pronounced it “heaven.”

It needed work. “Our first Christmas, there was ice 
on the inside of  the windows,” says Copping. Rigaud’s 
mother kept her fur coat on indoors, while Copping him-
self tucked a hot-water bottle inside his sweater. Happily, 
Rigaud’s uncle Jean Michel, an architect who had worked 
with the distinguished decorator Alberto Pinto, lives in a 
nearby village. He extended the tiny existing kitchen into a 
nineteenth-century service wing, reinstated the structure’s 
handsome original windows with new oak frames and 
shutters, and added elegant new bathrooms in the English 
country-house tradition. (The warren of bedrooms on an 
upper floor, meanwhile, remains a 
work in progress.)

In the second-floor drawing 
room, hung with tapestries and 
swagger portraits, the sofa and 
armchairs sit on Suffolk rush mat-
ting and are upholstered in the 
same pale sprigged linen from Ben-
nison that, coincidentally, Oscar 
and Annette chose for the George 
III chairs that sit beneath the 
Gheeraerts portraits in their Man-
hattan apartment. (“Great minds,” 
notes Copping, adding wryly that 
Judi Dench’s manipulative char-
acter in Notes on a Scandal has the 
same fabric in her sitting room.)

Arne Maynard has just been to 
stay and, having assessed the per-
spectives from each bedroom, has envisaged a ten-year plan 
to unite the house with the adjoining farmstead that Copping 
has recently acquired. “Both Rambert and I enjoy the idea 
of a garden,” Copping says, “but the capacity Arne has to 
see things—his years of knowledge—takes things to a whole 
new level. It will make the house feel complete.”

That evening, the garden-level stone-floored dining room 
looks like a scene Vermeer might recognize. A seventeenth-
century Dutch marquetry cabinet, traditionally crowned 
with a five-piece garniture of blue-and-white Delft china, 
provides a handsome backdrop. The high-back tapestry 
chairs are placed around a seventeenth-century gateleg 
table set with Chinese export porcelain on woven rush mats. 
Silver water jugs reflect the candlelight, and painted wooden 
finches and brightly colored primulas in verdigris-washed 
clay pots complete the tablescape as we feast on bisque de 
homard with prawns, veau Orloff, and poached pears with 
wine (prepared by a jolly English housekeeper—found, with 
her handyman husband, in time-honored fashion: through 
an advertisement placed in The Lady).

Copping shipped 140 crates of his books from his Paris 
apartment to Manhattan—his country house is still heaving 
with them—and discovered lots more in Oscar de la Renta’s 
office, many of them bristling with the designer’s Post-its.

“That was quite heavy in a way,” says Copping of mov-
ing into the late designer’s office, which had been preserved 

exactly as he had left it. “But I think you learn a lot about 
someone through their library.” After accepting the plaudits 
for his fall show, he and his small team pivoted swiftly to 
a 25-piece bridal collection shown in April (“from beach 
wedding to full-on princess,” Copping says), which takes 
inspiration from the treasures in the lace museum that we 
visited in the nearby country town of Alençon, and then 
to resort 2016, which was presented on May 19. “With the 
resort collection I can throw myself a lot more into Oscar’s 
world—that whole colorful Latin side, a certain exuberance, 
a joie de vivre,” Copping tells me, citing combinations of 
vermilion with pink and Chinese yellow with almond green, 
and prints that run the gamut from tropical palms to the 
scattered blossoms suggestive of de la Renta’s Connecticut 
gardens. “It’s a fusion of Oscar’s two worlds—Punta Cana 
and New York,” Copping explains, “along with the idea of 
taking beach dressing to the city and vice versa.”

The office walls are also lined with 
the signed prints that Annie Leibovitz 
sent de la Renta after she had pho-
tographed a First Lady or a star of 
screen, stage, or runway in his clothes. 
The office, as Copping points out, also 
served double duty as a VIP changing 
room—“blinds down, curtains closed. 
So you’re sitting somewhere where 
Hillary Clinton has dressed.” For this 
year’s Costume Institute gala, Cop-
ping showed his range as he dressed 
cochairs Wendi Murdoch and Ma-
rissa Mayer in, respectively, a daringly 
cutaway gown of inky crepe garlanded 
with golden embroideries, and a prim 
spangled sheath of cherry red—while 
taking inspiration from Wong Kar 
Wai’s In the Mood for Love for Ruth 

Wilson’s sexy, pencil-skirted look.
Copping has also been soaking up both information 

and reminiscences from de la Renta’s circle of  friends 
and colleagues. The late designer’s premier vendeur, Boaz 
Mazor, has been squiring him around the country to meet 
faithful patrons, while the stories of Carolyne Roehm—de 
la Renta’s protégée, who began her career in fashion as his 
fit model—about Oscar’s “piled-on” costume jewelry led 
Copping to layer the heirloom necklaces on his fall runway 
looks. A debut in the de la Renta–wearing bastion of Palm 
Beach is on the near horizon, and Copping raves about 
the sophistication of the Chicago clients he’s met through 
his friend the cult retailer Ikram Goldman, as well as the 
excitement of meeting San Francisco’s techcentric women.

His fall inspiration board included an image of de la Renta 
and his first wife, the formidably stylish French Vogue editor 
Françoise de Langlade, dressed respectively in black and 
white kitten masks for Truman Capote’s legendary 1966 
Black and White Ball. Out of necessity, most of his research 
into the designer’s archives has been based on images. 

“Starting so quickly, I haven’t really had time to look 
at things and see things,” he tells me—so when I suggest a 
trip to Savannah, Georgia, to visit “Oscar de la Renta: His 
Legendary World of Style,” the exhibition that André Leon 
Talley curated at the SCAD Museum of Art, Copping jumps 
at the opportunity. It is decided that the whirlwind weekend 

“Oscar had always  
been a designer  

I’d known and admired,” 
Copping says. “It’s that 
sort of woman who’s 

always appealed to me:  
very feminine,  

with a refıned level  
of sophistication”
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will begin in Charleston and end in Savannah. By the end of 
the weekend, between antiquing forays, we have attended a 
fund-raising lunch for Charleston’s Gibbes Museum of Art, 
visited two more art museums and seven house museums, 
and been entertained in four more historic architectural 
masterpieces. Copping is busy with his iPhone, documenting 
the wooden arbor of Charleston’s Nathaniel Russell House, 
noting the “Buccaneer brown” in the tusk-garlanded library 
of the Mercer Williams House in Savannah, and the original, 
supposedly spirit-banishing Haint blue of the beams in the 
nearby Owens-Thomas mansion’s slave house. His all-seeing 
eye has served him well since childhood, when he could spot 
the flash of gold lamé in a heaped pile of dreary tweeds at 
the weekly jumble sale held in his village town hall. (He used 
it to dress his sister’s dolls.)

The more than 50 de la Renta dresses that Talley has 
assembled in the galleries named for him at the SCAD Mu-
seum of Art have been drawn from the wardrobes of the 
designer’s coterie of devoted fans, from First Ladies Hillary 
Clinton and Laura Bush to C. Z. Guest, Diana Taylor, Mer-
cedes Bass, Catie Marron, Patricia Altschul, and Annette de 
la Renta herself. Here is Taylor Swift’s blush-pink fifties-style 
entrance-making gown, there Beyoncé’s scarlet ruffled crino-
line, the flamboyance offset by the sisal underfoot; cavorting 
among the hay bales, meanwhile, is Miranda Brooks’s dotted 
Swiss–cotton wedding dress.

THE LINE OF BEAUTY

Maartje Verhoef wears an embroidered silk-georgette 
dress from Copping’s debut collection for Oscar de la 
Renta. In this story: hair, Odile Gilbert; makeup, Diane Kendal. 
Set design, Mary Howard. Details, see In This Issue.

“They are clothes for women with a personality,” says 
Copping, admiring the Gibson-girl ensemble worn by Lau-
ren Santo Domingo to the 2012 Costume Institute gala, 
and coats including Altschul’s violet faille and Annette de 
la Renta’s sweeping almond green. “When I think about 
the first show that I presented, it’s nice to see that there are 
definite parallels.”

Then he’s photographing the neckline of Lynn Wyatt’s 
black taffeta evening dress, which is garlanded with roses that 
have been rolled and shaped from the same fabric—and, with 
his wedding-dress collection no doubt in his mind, scrutiniz-
ing the lace trim on Eliza Bolen’s veil and the shimmering 
layers on Elizabeth Shaffer’s wedding gown. (In a kind of 
elegant symmetry, Copping made Shaffer the dress that she 
changed into after the ceremony to dance the night away.)

“It’s beautiful to see everything together en masse,” Cop-
ping says. “As much as I knew it in the past, I’m still discov-
ering the house of Oscar de la Renta. But just to see all of 
this is an incredible experience—it shows me what endless 
possibilities there are.” 

�
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Paris, Friday Evening
I was frustrated that Friday night as I left the editorial offices 
of a magazine where I do freelance work. The paper had 
received a letter from a lawyer forbidding me to publish an 
article I’d written about a young female jihadist. I had just 
spent two days in Belgium with Samira (names have been 
changed in this story for protection), the girl’s mother. Her 
daughter, naive and blind with emotion, had run away to 
Syria a year before to join Tarik, the love of her life and a fa-
natic devoted to the Islamic State’s cause. Then a bullet ended 
his life at 20, but Leila had no intention of coming home. She 
was furious when Samira mentioned our interview, saying, “If  
you talk about me to the press,” as her panicked mother tear-
fully reported, “not only will I never come back, you’ll never 
hear from me again. You won’t know if I’m dead or alive.” 

I’ve done a lot of work on radical Islam and tried to inter-
view as many people as I could. I saw the impact of digital 
propaganda on God’s newly minted soldiers, but I still didn’t 
understand what drove them. Over the course of a few weeks, 
they threw away their lives, convinced they’d never look back.

Social networks contain precious information for those 
who know how to look. That is why, like many other journal-
ists, I had a fictional account I’d created several years before. 
I used it to keep an eye on current events. My name on this 
account was Mélodie. My followers weren’t using their real 
identities, either. Avatars ensure anonymity, which allows 
users to express themselves more freely and accounts for 
the growing number of young people attracted to Islamist 
propaganda.

I spent that Friday night in April on my couch, stewing 
over the gag order on my article and flicking from account to 
account. Suddenly I came across a video of a French jihadist 
who looked to be about 35. The video showed him taking 
inventory of the items inside his SUV. I smiled wryly at the de-
plorable images. I wasn’t proud of myself, but I couldn’t help 
watching. The man in the video wore military fatigues and 

called himself Abu Bilel. He claimed to be in Syria. The scene 
around him, a true no-man’s-land, didn’t contradict him.

In the back of his car, his bulletproof vest sat beside one of 
his machine guns, an Uzi—a historic gun originally manu-
factured for the Israeli military. He removed his reflective 
Ray-Bans, revealing darkly lined black eyes.

I knew that Afghan soldiers used eyeliner to keep their 
eyes from tearing up when exposed to smoke. Still, seeing a 
terrorist with eyes made up like my own was surprising. Abu 
Bilel spoke perfect French, with what sounded to me like a 
very slight Algerian accent. 

I shared his video. I usually kept a low profile on my ac-
count, but I occasionally imitated my digital peers in order to 
carve out a place for myself in their world. My picture was a 
cartoon image of Princess Jasmine from the Disney movie 
Aladdin. I tended to change my profile location depending on 
the story I was researching. Now I claimed to be in Toulouse, 
a city in southwestern France. 

Deep in reflection, I was feeling discouraged but unwilling 
to give up, when my computer alerted me to three messages 
sent to Mélodie’s private in-box from . . . Abu Bilel. It was 
surreal. There I was, at ten o’clock on a Friday night in 
spring, sitting on my sofa in my Parisian apartment, wonder-
ing how to continue my investigation on European teenagers 
tempted by Islamic extremism, when a French terrorist based 
in Syria all of a sudden started writing me.

“Salaam alaikum, sister. I see you watched my video. It’s 
gone viral!” he wrote. “Are you Muslim? What do you think 
about mujahideen? Last question: Are you thinking about 
coming to Syria?”

He certainly got straight to the point! I didn’t know what 
to do, but I instantly understood that speaking with this ji-
hadist offered a unique opportunity that might lead to a mine 
of information. I replied, “Walaikum salaam. I didn’t think 
a jihadist would talk to me. Don’t you have better things 

Eager to learn more about recruiters luring young women 
to the Islamic State, journalist Anna Erelle created an  

avatar on Facebook. Suddenly she found herself courted by 
a high-level terrorist—and her life changed forever.

ISIS
Un d e r c o ve r
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RED ALERT

“I was glad to wear the veil,” writes Anna Erelle of her encounter with an ISIS recruiter  
on Skype. “The idea of a terrorist becoming familiar with my face didn’t thrill me.”  

ABOVE: Hidden, Katarzyna Wiśniewska’s painting of a fictional Libyan woman, 2011. 
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to do? LOL. I’m not prejudiced against fighters. Anyway, 
it depends on the person.” I also told him I’d converted to 
Islam, but didn’t offer any details. I deliberately included 
spelling mistakes, and I tried to use teen vocabulary: LOL, 
LMAO, ROFL. I waited for his reply, a knot in my stomach. 
I’d interviewed mujahideen before, but never anyone over 20 
years old, and never anyone who expressed anything outside 
of the official propaganda. 

Barely three minutes passed before my computer alerted 
me to a new message. “Of course I have a lot of things to 
do! But here it’s eleven o’clock at night and the fighters are 
finished for the day. Do you have any questions about the 
video you shared? We should talk over Skype. I’ll give you 
my user name.”

Bilel was direct . . . and authoritative. I ignored his proposal 
and suggested we talk another time. Mélodie wasn’t available 
now. Abu Bilel understood; he didn’t want to bother her. He’d 
make himself available for her tomorrow whenever she wanted.

“Tomorrow?” I asked, surprised. “Are you sure you’ll have 
Internet access?”

“Of course. I’ll be here. I promise.” Then, a minute lat-
er: “You converted, so . . . you should get ready for your 
hijrah”—migration. “I’ll take care of you, Mélodie.”

First Skype, now hijrah! Abu Bilel didn’t waste any time!
This was our first encounter. We’d only exchanged a few 

lines. He didn’t know anything about this girl except that 

she’d converted to Islam, and he was already asking her to 
join him in the bloodiest country on Earth. Bilel was target-
ing the weak, and whenever they took his bait, he and others 
like him from the Islamic State tried as hard as they could to 
reformat them, erasing their pasts as one would clean a disk 
before recording new information. 

What was I getting myself involved in? I sensed it would 
go much further. But I never imagined that Abu Bilel would 
continue to impact my life for months, convincing me to set 
out on a journey to Syria before plans went terribly wrong 
in Amsterdam, and later tracking me down so that I would 
have to live in hiding. For the time being, all I could think of 
was the fact that if I wanted to glean information from this 
terrorist, Mélodie would really have to exist. As in spy fiction, 
I needed to craft a story for her. She would step through the 
looking glass. I would give her traits from all the kids I’d met 
who’d succumbed to jihadism. 

For now, however, it was getting late, and I wanted to stop 
thinking about Abu Bilel. My boyfriend, Milan, was due to 
arrive. I called to tell him I wanted to spend the night at his 
place instead.

Saturday Night
Milan was asleep. His bedroom was calm and quiet. I tossed 
and turned, my subconscious dragging me into the living 
room and toward a demon imprisoned behind a retina 

display. Three new messages from my correspondent awaited 
me. I hadn’t expected so many. I lit a cigarette. He’d sent the 
first one at 2:30 p.m. in Syria, a surprising time for a zealous 
fighter to be online. “Salaam alaikum, sister. How are you 
today? I wanted to let you know that I’m available if  you 
want to talk. I’m around.”

Around? Around where? His next message grabbed my 
attention before I could reflect on that question:

“What time will you be online? I really want to talk to you. 
I have a special surprise for you. . . .”

The “surprise” was a picture of him, armed to the teeth. 
A gigantic M4 assault rifle was slung across his shoulder. A 
black bandanna embroidered with the Islamic State’s white 
insignia covered his forehead. He stood erect, puffing out 
his chest, smiling. What if I was really a cop? Or a journalist 
searching for reliable information from a solid source? Abu 
Bilel wasn’t concerned. Clearly, he thought he’d caught a fish. 

Sunday Night
“Sympathy for the Devil,” by the Rolling Stones, crashed 
against the walls of my living room, resonating like a premo-
nition. I turned on my computer and found new messages 
from Bilel. I barely had time to read them before he con-
nected and contacted my digital puppet. In his first posts, 
he struggled to hide his crass insistence. Every other line, the 

mercenary begged Mélodie to sign off Facebook and con-
tinue her conversation with him over Skype. Why was he so 
obsessed? Did he want to verify my identity? Or did he want 
to make sure the new fish swimming in his net was appetizing?

“Why do you want to Skype?” I had Mélodie reply 
awkwardly.

“Conversations over Skype are more secure, if  you see 
what I mean.”

No, I didn’t see. He ended his sentence with a smiley face, 
a yellow, winking emoticon. It was absurd. 

“I see you work for the Islamic State. What’s your job? In 
France, people say it’s not a very strong brigade.”

I couldn’t help using Mélodie to insult him. I also added 
a blushing smiley face. Bilel was quick to defend his vanity, 
firmly insisting that ISIS embodied the height of power, not 
only in Syria but throughout the world. Soldiers came from 
all corners of the globe to join its ranks.

“There are three types of fighters,” my charming interlocu-
tor went on, in teacher mode: “those on the front, those who 
become suicide bombers, and those who return to France to 
punish infidels.”

“Punish? How?”
“You know how . . . like Mohammed. . . .” It was a refer-

ence to Mohammed Merah, the perpetrator of  a recent 
shooting spree against soldiers and Jews in Toulouse. 

“But Merah killed children. Don’t children represent in-
nocence and purity? How can they be enemies?”

He didn’t know anything about this girl except that she’d  
converted to Islam, and he was already asking her to join him  

in the bloodiest country on Earth
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“You’re so naive, Mélodie. . . . You like children? You 
know, we have many orphans here in need of mothers. ISIS 
sisters take care of them; they’re remarkable women. You 
have a lot in common with them.”

Although he didn’t know Mélodie, Bilel was a master ma-
nipulator: Mélodie expressed a certain affection for children, 
so Bilel suggested she could become a surrogate mother. Then 
he set about making her feel guilty. “While you’re busy eating 
Snickers bars, watching MTV, buying Wu-Tang Clan albums, 
and window-shopping at Foot Locker,” he continued, “doz-
ens of our people are dying every day so that we Muslims can 
live in our own state. While we’re out risking our lives, you’re 
spending your days doing meaningless activities.” 

Abu Bilel was diabolical. I examined his profile picture. He 
was rather good-looking. His stunning grammatical errors 
barely distracted from the force of his conviction. Bilel acted 
as a kind of guru who presented war as a divine mission. 

“Are you saying that if I don’t go to Syria, I’ll be a bad 
Muslim, and I’ll never know Heaven?”

“Exactly . . . but you still have time. I’ll help you. I have a 
good feeling about you. But before you go to sleep, answer 
me something.”

It was midnight in Syria, eleven o’clock in France. I was 
exhausted, and I sensed his next question would finish me 
off for the night.

“Can I be your boyfriend?”
I logged off Facebook.
We’d exchanged 120 messages in the space of two hours. 

I carefully reread them all. Late in the night, I called Milan.

 Monday
I woke up early, which is unusual for me. I rushed to the maga-
zine where I often work, eager to discuss my weekend with one 
of the editors in chief. Twenty-four hours earlier, I’d forward-
ed him the video of Bilel showing off the contents of his car. 
He was stunned by how easily contact had been established. 
Urging caution, he assigned me a photographer, André, one 
of my best friends and also a freelancer. I would agree to Bilel’s 
request to meet over Skype, and André would take pictures. 

It suddenly struck me as strange to be playing one of two 
protagonists in a fabricated story, but for the time being, I 
was preoccupied with a single, urgent detail: how to become 
Mélodie. I needed to look ten years younger, find a veil, and 
somehow slip into the skin of a very young woman. Another 
editor, a former reporter who would also be supervising my 
investigation, lent me a hijab and a black dress—a kind of 
djellaba. I was glad to wear the veil. The idea of a terrorist 
becoming familiar with my face didn’t thrill me, especially 
not when the man in question could return to France, his 
home country, at any moment.

André arrived at my apartment that night around six 
o’clock. That gave us an hour or so to prepare before Bilel 
“got home from fighting” and contacted Mélodie. We looked 
for the best angle from which to take pictures of the comput-
er screen and keep me as indistinct as possible. While André 
made adjustments in the living room, I pulled on Mélodie’s 
somber clothing over my jeans and sweater. 

I removed my rings, assuming Bilel wouldn’t appreciate 
such frivolousness, and covered the small tattoo on my wrist 
with foundation. The hour was approaching. André tried to 
calm my nerves by talking about something else. To be clear, 

I wasn’t afraid of the terrorist I was about to meet; I’d Skyped 
with others like him before. Rather, I sensed I was about to 
learn a lot, and I was afraid Mélodie wouldn’t be able to 
handle it. As soon as I turned on my computer, I saw that 
Abu Bilel was already logged on to Facebook.

“Mélodie???. . . You there???”
 

 Monday, 8:00  p.m.
OK. It was time. I sat cross-legged on my sofa. It had a high 
back, which hid most of my apartment—and any distinctive 
features—from the camera. André positioned himself in a 
blind spot behind the sofa. 

The Skype ringtone sounded like a church bell tolling in 
a dreary village. If I pressed the green icon, I would become 
Mélodie. I took a moment to breathe. Then I clicked the but-
ton, and there he was. He saw me, too. For a split second, we 
didn’t speak. Bilel stared. His eyes were still accentuated with 
dark liner. They smoldered as he gazed at the young Mélodie, 
as if trying to cast a spell. He was Skyping from his car, using 
a state-of-the-art smartphone. He lived in a country often 
deprived of water and electricity, yet he had access to the lat-
est technological devices. He was a proud man, his shoulders 
pulled back and his chin thrust forward, but I sensed he was 
nervous meeting Mélodie. After what felt like an eternity, he 
finally broke the silence:

“Salaam alaikum, my sister.”
I made my voice as tiny, and as sweet and bright, as I 

could. And I smiled. My smile instantly became my best 
defense mechanism, and it remained so throughout my inves-
tigation. I would use it whenever I didn’t know how to react. 
Bilel was hanging on Mélodie’s every word. He may have 
been in Syria, and I in France, but our faces were separated 
by mere inches. I had to be careful not to let my eyes wander 
from the screen.

“What’s new?” he asked.
Seriously? I hadn’t expected him to show interest in Mé-

lodie’s day. I was so caught off guard by this ordinary request 
that I couldn’t think of anything to say but “So much! But 
first, tell me about yourself.”

“What do you want to know?” he asked, smiling confi-
dently. He took the bait. Mélodie’s life didn’t seem to interest 
him much after all. Too bad for her. Great for me. That said, 
I didn’t want to risk blowing my cover by asking too many 
questions. Mélodie was 20 years old, and her knowledge of 
the world needed to match her age. 

“It’s crazy to be talking to a mujahid in Syria,” I said, im-
pressed. “It’s like you have easier access to the Internet than 
I do in Toulouse! I share the computer with my sister, and my 
mom takes it away from us a lot. Even your phone is newer 
than mine.” In addition to getting into character, I was giving 
Mélodie a plausible excuse for future unavailability. 

“Syria is amazing. We have everything here: It’s paradise! 
A lot of women fantasize about us; we’re Allah’s warriors.”

“But every day people die in your paradise. . . .”
“That’s true, and every day I fight to stop the killing. Here 

the enemy is the devil. You have no idea. The enemy steals 
from and kills poor Syrians. He rapes women, too. He’s at-
tacking us, and we’re defending peace.”

“Is the enemy the president of Syria?” 
“Among others. We have many adversaries.”
I sensed the fighter didn’t C O N T I N U E D  O N  PA G E  1 7 0
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Karl Fournier and Olivier Marty, the  
in-demand designers behind architecture  
firm Studio KO, bring their instinct for balance 
and sophistication to the ruggedly beautiful 
landscape of Corsica. Hamish Bowles reports. 
Photographed by François Halard.

INTO THE BLUE

A rocky beach near the small 
Corsican village where the 

Studio KO designers have a home.

 Sittings Editor: Miranda Brooks. 
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ISLAND LIFE

Once designated for animal stables 
and storage, the ground floor  
was deftly rehabilitated to become 
the pair’s main living quarters.
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 O
l ivier Marty and Karl 
Fournier met nineteen years 
ago as architecture students 
studying at Paris’s École 
des Beaux-Arts. Marty was 
the keen-eyed pragmatist, 
Fournier, who had initial-
ly trained to be an actor, 
the conceptually minded 
dreamer. The combination 
was apparently electric: A 
week later, Fournier had 

bought Marty a ticket to his homeland of Corsica, where 
they spent a winter holiday, exploring the island via roads 
that snake through terrifying hairpin bends with plunging 
chasms below. “I wasn’t a southern guy at all,” says Parisian-
born Marty. “All of  my family would go to Brittany on 
holiday.” But Corsica’s beautiful, tough landscape, with its 
mountainous inland smothered in dense and impenetrable 
maquis vegetation, and its coastline of cliffs and rocks, cast 
a spell. “I have a very strong memory of that February light,” 
says Marty, “of the nature, the smell of wood burning in the 
wintertime. Since then I’ve felt very at home here.”

It was to this remembered paradise that Marty and 
Fournier returned fifteen years later when they decided to 
buy a holiday house on the island, a challenging proposi-
tion as properties rarely appear on the open market. They 
were struck by a village in the far north, with a café in the 
square and a bell tower that not only peals for the three local 
churches but also serves as a lighthouse—and an Addams 
Family castle on a cliff (one of the maisons Américaines built 
at the turn of the century by returning adventurers keen to 
flaunt the wealth acquired in the brave new worlds). The two 
acquired a nineteenth-century village house on a street where 
the local carpenters traditionally had their workshops. The 
elderly Italian lady who had filled it with Madonna statues 
and antimacassars had died some years before, and the house 
was abandoned and desolate, its sad backyard choked with 
weeds, rubble, and a burned-out car carcass.  

“We liked that it was not a shepherd’s house,” says Marty. 
“It has real rooms that have a very noble shape and propor-
tion, but it’s very poor. It has no ornament, nothing formal.”

Working with skilled local craftspeople, the couple re-
stored the structure with a sensitivity to its history, using 
the region’s characteristic rough-edged slate tiles for the 
roof, and carefully copying the dimensions of a neighbor’s 
original chimneypiece to replace a later addition. They even 
instructed their painters to leave small unpainted “windows” 
to reveal the original nineteenth-century wall colors in a brace 
of guest rooms, a playful homage to a similar effect they 
had seen when they stayed at the Villa Medici in Rome. The 
house also reflects their keen eye for deft and unobtrusive 
contemporary interventions. “We wanted it to be very fresh, 
light, and clean,” says Marty, so they painted the hexagonal 
terra-cotta tommette tiles on the second floor a pale gray, and 
selected vast glazed windows to replace the solid stable doors 
on the ground floor. Meanwhile, their friend the landscape 
architect Arnaud Casaus fashioned a pocket Eden in the for-
mer junkyard, now a garden of darting lizards, planted in a 
harmony of soft mauve-blues with agapanthus, Thunbergia, 
Vitex agnus-castus, plumbago, and morning glory. On balmy 
days meals of such local delicacies as a filetta, a potent, dense 
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EN PLEIN AIR

Inspired by a pergola 
seen chez Marella 

Agnelli, a split-reed 
structure covered 

in jasmine and 
wisteria shades the 
designers’ alfresco 

dining space.



cheese; wild-boar saucisson; cedrat and bramble jams; and 
chestnut cake are served alfresco, on a raised terrace crowned 
with a canopy covered in split reeds, inspired by one they’d 
seen at Marella Agnelli’s home in Corsica and reinterpreted 
in her home in Marrakech—one of the jewels in their envi-
able portfolio. 

The two established their company, Studio KO, four years 
after they first met, and attribute their astonishing early suc-
cess to the serendipitous choice of Morocco as the destina-
tion for their first summer holiday together. Fournier’s aunt 
has a house in Fez, and his father was born in Tunisia. “So 
there is something about Arabic culture in my family,” he 
explains of their choice at the time. They stayed in a small 
guesthouse in the Marrakech medina and planned an ad-
venture that took them from the deserts of Morocco’s deep 
south to Mediterranean-breezed Tangier in the north. By the 
end of their odyssey, the country was in their blood.

On a subsequent trip they met their friend Pascale Mus-
sard, a longtime artistic director at Hermès, who told them 
that her cousin Patrick Guerrand-Hermès was looking for 
young architects to work with on some projects that he was 
developing in the north of the country. Marty and Fournier 
ultimately spent a year on those Guerrand-Hermès commis-
sions in the seaside towns of Asilah and Larache, and the 
buzz of the association began to attract new clients. The two 
designed private homes, restaurants (including the storied 
1920s Grand Café de la Poste), and hotels that bucked the 
prevailing trend for ersatz arabesque fantasias. The designers 
instead harnessed local materials and skilled craftspeople 
to create buildings that are linear, austere, and powerfully 
beautiful. “Morocco at that time was a very small society, 
with very few architects or designers,” notes Marty. “It was 
like a big playground. You were given the opportunity and 
the money to do beautiful things.”

As aficionados of Marrakech, they were asked to help 
Agnelli navigate it on a visit she made to look for a holiday 
house of her own. Agnelli had heard that the couple was 
close to Guerrand-Hermès, whose famed garden she was 
keen to visit. Not only did she visit but, after some complex 
negotiations, she acquired the property and brought in 
Fournier and Marty as architects. In a nod to their youth, 
Agnelli’s friend and long-term collaborator Gae Aulenti 
monitored the project and proved an unforgiving but inspir-
ing mentor. “She probably taught us more than six years of 
school,” says Marty, laughing, “about a certain ethic of how 
to work, and the process. She was an amazing character. 
She can see a flaw on a plan for a huge house within one 
second—she has an eye for that, which is really crazy.”

Some time later they were invited by Pierre Bergé to 
tour the Villa Oasis, the legendary house neighboring 
the Majorelle Garden, which he restored with Yves Saint 
Laurent. “It was very intense,” remembers Marty, who 
wrote a thank-you note praising not only the house but 
the pioneering example that he and Saint Laurent had set 
as a very public gay couple. 

Bergé would later commission them to work on Ma-
jorelle’s original studio in his garden complex, and then an 
enchanting turn-of-the-century villa in the heart of Tangier’s 
hustle and bustle. The architects are currently in the throes of 
another Bergé collaboration—a spectacular 40,000-square-
foot Yves Saint Laurent Museum, neighboring the Ma-
jorelle Garden, that will house a rotating collection of the 

couturier’s remarkable fashion archive as well as his enchant-
ing works on paper (the majority of which are conserved at 
the Fondation Pierre Bergé–Yves Saint Laurent in Paris).

Studio KO now has residential and commercial projects 
as far afield as Los Angeles, Gabon, where they are build-
ing an eco hotel, and London, where they joined André 
Balazs’s team to create his see-and-be-seen hotel the Chiltern 
Firehouse. “They have an integrity and a sophistication that 
reminds me of [Christian] Liaigre,” notes Balazs, “with a 
range of interests that goes from architecture to fabrics.” 
Their work has also taken them back to their beloved Cor-
sica. Here they have recently completed a villa on the island’s 
southern tip near Porto-Vecchio, a structure of local granite 
that appears like an ancient walled fortress growing out of 
the maquis. With its black terrazzo floors, and pocket doors 
that disappear into the thick walls in the balmy summers, “it’s 
very Corsican,” says Marty. “It echoes well the roughness,” 
adds Fournier, “the intensity of the Corsican landscape.” 

In Paris the couple live in a converted industrial space in 
edgy Montreuil, and they are finishing work on a traditional 
adobe farmhouse half an hour’s drive—but a world away—
from bustling Marrakech. “A friend of ours said that it’s not 
a house,” says Fournier, “it’s a place for meditation!” But it is 
difficult for these two talented designers to find peace, with 
the Saint Laurent museum in full swing and an expansive 
palace in Marrakech’s Palmeraie to keep them occupied.

Corsica, however, remains something of a haven: “It’s 
like a little retreat,” says Marty. “When you’re worried 
about something, you always think, Oh, I have my little 
room there . . . I can go.” 

�

1

1. Olivier Marty and Karl Fournier of Studio KO. 2. A prototype 
of a Noé Duchaufour-Lawrance chair sits in the designers’ 
guest bedroom. 3. Bertoia chairs and a banquette upholstered 
in a floral Rubelli chintz in their dining room. 4. The view into 
the village from the living room. 5. Poolside at another Studio 
KO–designed home in the south of Corsica. 6. The designers’ 
vaulted kitchen links the village street with the garden. 
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CLEAN LINES

An 18th-century chest belonging to  
the home’s previous owner remains in 
the designers’ second-floor living room.



MEDITERRANEAN 
TERRAIN

An Egyptian palm tree 
amid lush plantings in 

the garden, by landscape 
designer Arnaud Casaus.



 M
y first real meal after landing 
in Peru—once the heart of 
the vast Inca empire, then the 
capital of the Spanish empire 
in South America—consisted 
of  sushi and sashimi. I can 
explain.

The trip from New York 
to our hotel room in Lima 

took about eighteen hours door-to-door, after which we col-
lapsed for a day and a half even though we were not suffering 
from jet lag (as classically defined), because Peru lies in the 
same time zone as Manhattan. We did take breaks to gaze 
through our windows at the gray Pacific Ocean and to order 
the excellent room service—savory empanadas, tender and 
light; creamy quesadillas (which are Mexican and appear 
in no Peruvian cookbook I’ve checked); and ample bowls 
of cebiche, the national dish of Peru. (We spell it ceviche, but 
they invented it, so we’ll spell it their way.) At its most essen-
tial, cebiche has five ingredients and is served cold—raw fish 
in bite-size pieces (preferably firm white fish such as sole or 
grouper or sea bass); the juice of several fresh limes; crunchy, 
thinly sliced rings of raw red onions; a sprinkling of chopped 
cilantro leaves; and a touch of hot chile pepper. Plus a little 
salt. The essential idea of cebiche is that the acidic lime (or 
lemon) juice “cooks” the seafood—firms up the flesh, tender-
izes it, and turns it opaque—as heat would do, but without 
altering the pristine flavor of raw fish (or destroying micro-
organisms). There are infinite variations and elaborations. As 
national dishes go, I would put cebiche at or very near the top.

On our flight to Lima, we had spent several moments study-
ing the airline-magazine map in order to recall exactly where 
and what Peru is. It is a medium-size country about as big as 
Alaska, though oblong instead of squarish, on the Pacific 
coast of South America. Halfway down Peru’s 1,500-mile-
long coastline is the massive capital, Lima, where about a 
third of the population (roughly 30 million in total) lives. 
Half as many Peruvians are spread out north and south of 
Lima, also along the narrow coastal strip, which averages only 
something like 50 miles in width. And then the foothills begin.

Down the middle of the country runs the Andes mountain 
range, not quite as tall as the Himalayas but just as rugged and 
forbidding. This was where the Incas ruled, north to Ecuador 
and south to Chile. Farther east, the Andes slope down into 
the vast rain forests and jungles of the Amazon basin, which 
cover more than half of Peru’s territory—and where descen-
dants of the aboriginal inhabitants of the Amazon still live.  

If biology is destiny, then geography is gastronomy, which is 
why I’m telling you all this. Peru was the prehistoric birthplace 
of the potato and of cacao, and very close to the birthplace of 
the hot pepper—three foods that changed the world. In addi-
tion, Peru has a greater diversity of edible nature (i.e., things 
to eat) than almost any other place on Earth, with eleven 
main ecological zones running north to south and many more 
nooks and niches in between. Top chefs in Lima are working 
to bring this infinite variety into modern Peruvian cooking. 
Which chefs? We’ll come to that in a few moments.  

The Peruvian Amazon is probably the most bountiful 
region for edible fruits in the world. I mention this because, 
as a hopeless lover of the edible-fruit kingdom, I spent nearly 
all my time in Lima against my better judgment (and I’ve 
already planned a trip to Iquitos and its floating markets in 
the Amazon). But we had only fourteen days in Peru, and we 
had come to Lima to tune into what food-loving friends have 
been telling me is the Great Peruvian Food Revolution. It 
was an extraordinarily rich and convivial time for doing that, 
as our trip was planned to overlap with La Mistura, a sprawl-
ing festival of the greatest food, raw and cooked, that Latin 
America has to offer (although 94 percent of it is Peruvian).

Ahead of us lay two weeks of the most delicious and so-
phisticated food I’ve ever eaten upon my first visit to a new 
land. I felt like Francisco Pizarro, the conquistador who 
claimed Peru for Spain in 1532, except that he slaughtered 
20,000 Incas; held the young king, Atahuallpa, for a ransom 
of two rooms of silver and one of gold; then betrayed his 
promise, garroted the king, and kept the ransom anyway. 
That is, I had discovered a treasure rarer than gold, and yet I 
never, or very rarely, needed to behave like the thug Pizarro.  

My discovery was facilitated by advice and introductions 
from three gastronomic friends I had met in Madrid years 
ago, when Spain had become the food capital of the world 
and chef Ferran Adrià was approaching the height of his 
genius. Two of them, Diego Salazar and Ignacio Medina, 
had since moved to Lima, and another, Pedro Espinosa, 
visits often for his IT company in Madrid.   

One of our very first meals was a festive Sunday lunch at 
La Mar, probably the leading cebichería in Lima. We arrived 
to find a party of about 35—including Diego and Ignacio—
already seated on both sides of a long wooden table. The 
rest of the place—large, simple, handsome, and rustic—was 
crowded with regular Sunday-lunch customers of all ages. 
Tacked to the walls were a half-dozen blackboards with 
names of dishes and drinks written in brightly colored chalk 
in a witty version of graffiti.  

Wıth Peruvian food fast becoming the new cult cuisine, Jeffrey Steingarten 
 packs his bags for Lima. Photographed by Eric Boman.
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We arrived late. A guidebook I had skimmed on the plane 
said that Peruvians are loose and approximate regarding time; 
they refer to a more exacting attitude as tiempo inglés. Who 
writes these guidebooks, anyway? The adult urban Peruvians 
I’ve met are more punctual than most Americans I know 
(though I’ll admit to having had minimal contact with non-
urban, nonadult Peruvians). We had missed three of many 
courses, but our sentence was commuted when waiters instantly 
brought us six plates of cebiche. It was the start of a fine feast. 

The first dish was the cebiche clásico I de-
scribed earlier, with translucent, pristine 
white fish, chopped garlic and red limo 
chile, the crunchiest of red onions, and 
lemon juice instead of lime. The most 
costly and prestigious fish for cebiche are 
sole, corvina, and other white fish. But 
perhaps more delicious are shellfish—

crab, sea urchin, octopus, squid, rock lobster, river shrimp—
and even darker, oily fish such as mackerel and sardines, all of 
which we were served at La Mar, some 
of them blanched for tenderness, some 
even served warm.

The chiles, in tiny cubes, paper-thin 
rings, or purees, were ají amarillo (long 
and orange), ají panca (long and deep 
purple), ají limo (red, orange, or yellow 
and medium-long), and rocoto (bright 
red, small, cute, and round). Ají means 
“hot pepper,” and each variety has a 
fruity taste and smoky aroma that softly 
flavors the entire dish. There was nearly 
always some kind of starch—cooked, 
cooled cubes of sweet potato, or the 
huge, white, barely sweet kernels of corn 
called choclo, often served in rows of six 
or seven. And there were little bowls of 
what we might call corn nuts or tiny puffs of popcorn. The 
powerfully acidic lime or lemon juice was often softened 
and deepened with fish broth or, in Japanese versions, with 
dashi—the ubiquitous broth of kelp and dried bonito.

Afterward we met our hosts, the owners of La Mar, Astrid 
Gutsche and Gastón Acurio, who had met in the early nine-
ties as cooking students at Le Cordon Bleu in Paris. Gastón 
brought Astrid back to Lima, and in 1994 they opened a 
French restaurant, which within a week was a thriving busi-
ness. Two years later, Gastón and a friend traveled around 
Peru, learning all they could about what Peruvians grew and 
cooked and ate, and when they returned, Gastón began grad-
ually to introduce the foods he had discovered. He founded La 
Mistura and has opened 42 restaurants and written 20 books, 
the latest of which, in English, has 500 recipes for the home 
kitchen, 50 for cebiche and tiradito alone. It’s called Peru: 
The Cookbook, and is being published by Phaidon in May.

Opening a restaurant in 1994 struck me as an act of reck-
lessness or bravery. Peru had been in political and economic 
chaos for more than fifteen years, living in a hellish balance 
between an arbitrary and brutish government and two vio-
lent revolutionary groups, the Maoist Sendero Luminoso 
(the Shining Path) and the Túpac Amaru Revolutionary 
Movement. Kidnappings were common, restaurants were 
bombed, and the military enforced a nighttime curfew with 

assault rifles. The restaurant business had become barely 
viable. (Even today, there are ghosts of those violent times. 
Americans are still warned to take only secure taxis—ordered 
by your hotel or a restaurant or a friend.) When I asked 
Gastón Acurio whether he had been courageous to open a 
restaurant in 1994, he shrugged. “I had no choice,” he said. 
His lawyer-politician father had let him leave law school and 
had paid for his years in Paris, and Gastón was expected to 
have something to show for it. In return, he was to become 
the most celebrated chef-restaurateur in all of Latin America.

Lunch the next day was at Central—a nearly impossible 
reservation to get. The chef, Virgilio Martínez, 37, is intense, 
skinny, and good-looking. He cooked for some years in Eu-
rope and North America (including at Lutèce in New York 
City), then returned to Lima, and seven years ago opened this 
airy, modern two-story space. Virgilio travels throughout Peru 
to explore the variety of native crops, and Central’s current 
menu is called Alturas because it is organized by altitude. 
Before the Spanish arrived, the indigenous peoples of the 
Andes had terraced the mountainsides and over millennia dis-

covered which crops to plant at different 
altitudes, soils, seasons, and orientation 
to the sun. The Spanish quickly round-
ed up the Indians from the land they 
knew and moved them to enclosed areas 
known as reducciones, where they could 
be managed for purposes of forced la-
bor and forced conversion to the Catho-
lic Church. Their botanical knowledge 
was ignored and much of  it lost.

From sea level, Virgilio served cala-
mari on wonderful purple chips, and 
octopus and airampo, a cactus fruit. 
Higher up was oca, an Andean tuber; 
cushuro, a freshwater caviar-like food 
formed by bacteria in mountain lakes 
and streams; and a kind of  mashed 

freeze-dried potatoes—a technique inherited from the Incas. 
Virgilio’s talent was in combining these ingredients and tech-
niques in a meal both satisfying and full of sensual pleasure.

Astrid & Gastón, the Acurios’ founding restaurant, re-
cently moved to a great stucco mansion known as Casa Mo-
reyra. Inside is a separate bar area called La Barra, which is 
Peruvian Spanish for . . . “the bar.” It’s pretty much state-of-
the-art. The head bartender, Aaron Díaz, spent nearly a year 
working at Aviary, Grant Achatz’s astounding bar-lounge in 
Chicago. “He changed my life,” Aaron told me.

Gastón has turned his kitchen at Astrid & Gastón over 
to a fine young chef  named Diego Muñoz. The tasting 
menu was accompanied by a thick and in many ways lovely 
booklet titled Memories of My Land. The dishes were meant 
to evoke memories of a Lima childhood, of lost recipes, 
and of disappearing ingredients, such as the native avocado 
(the ancestral Ur-avocado) and the pink clam. A grand 
and satisfying banquet could have been made up of half  
the dishes we were served—the suckling-pig trotters; beef 
tongue with semidried potatoes, fresh cream cheese, and 
roasted ají amarillo peppers; a rabbit loin and liver with 
garlic cream and a variety of unfamiliar, potato-like tubers; 
and, for dessert, apricots cooked with chamomile, almond 
cake, and apricot-kernel ice cream. My only reservation: 
When presented with this endless series interspersed with 

A guidebook  
I skimmed on the 

plane said that 
Peruvians are loose 

and approximate 
regarding time. 

Who writes these 
guidebooks, anyway? 
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many small dishes (peanut jelly, rice pudding, shrimp tails), 
I was reminded that tasting menus composed to tell a story 
lose their gastronomic glow after the first hour or so.  

And now we come to Nikkei cuisine, one of the most fas-
cinating and (to me) most pleasing in Peru. In the mid-1800s, 
when the slavery of black Africans and the near-slavery of the 
indigenous population were abolished, Peru began importing 
laborers from China to work on the haciendas, in the silver 
mines, and in the new guano-mining industry (which made 
Peru very rich for 50 years). By the end of the nineteenth cen-
tury, 100,000 Chinese had immigrated as indentured labor-
ers, and when their contracts ran out, they took up trades 
and then professions, growing Asian vegetables on their 
own small farms, and opening groceries and restaurants of-
fering their version of Cantonese cooking (known as chifa). 
Today there are 5,000 chifa restaurants in Peru, and several 
Chinese dishes have entered the Peruvian mainstream, such 
as lomo saltado, which is a beef stir-fry; chaufa (fried rice—
pronounced “chao fan” in Mandarin); and wantanes.

Starting in 1899, a smaller number of Japanese laborers 
were brought over, and when their con-
tracts ran out, some opened restaurants. 
In households with mixed ancestry, a 
natural fusion of Japanese and Creole 
dishes developed, and by the mid-sixties, 
a handful of restaurants had begun to 
respond. Nikkei cuisine was born.

As the Japanese population grew, so 
did an appetite for authentic Japanese 
cuisine. In the mid-seventies, a young 
sushi chef  who had been exquisitely 
trained in Japan was encouraged to 
open a restaurant in Lima. This was 
Nobu Matsuhisa. Peru had a power-
ful effect on him. Devouring bowls of 
classical Peruvian cebiche, he saw that 
raw fish could be deliciously marinated 
in powerful sauces, highly acidic juices of limes and lemons 
mingled with a range of local chiles and cilantro. Nobu 
both resonated to Nikkei cuisine and advanced it brilliantly; 
then two decades later began serving his version, first at his 
home-base restaurants in L.A. and Manhattan, and now at 
32 branches throughout the world. The chef who followed 
Nobu at his restaurant in Lima was Toshiro Konishi, now 62, 
and it was at Toshiro’s (the name of his current restaurant) 
that we had our first meal in Lima, which explains why it was 
sushi and sashimi.  

Lima’s most esteemed Nikkei restaurant today is Maido. 
The chef, Mitsuharu Tsumura, nicknamed Micha, was born 
in Peru, educated in America, and traveled to Japan for rigor-
ous training in the non-Peruvian half of Nikkei cooking. (No-
where outside Peru have I heard chefs happily refer to their 
work as fusion, again a reflection of Peru’s ethnic variety.)

Maido is a handsome restaurant, decorated in a rich, 
warm dusty brown. I had the tasting menu for lunch but was 
able to finish only half of the sixteen dishes, which was nearly 
tragic, as everything was so delicious and original. There was 
a Nikkei cebiche with scallops, river shrimp, and sea urchin in 
a sauce that included soy sauce, dashi, rice-wine vinegar, and 
mirin. The traditional Peruvian short ribs were stewed for 
50 hours with tamari, cilantro, ají amarillo, and scallions—
with a result that could not have tasted more powerfully of 

umami. Micha makes his skirt steak with rich Japanese beef 
and a special ponzu sauce, then tops it with a quail egg. Twice 
in our stay in Lima we were served cuy—guinea pig—an 
Andean delicacy usually roasted whole and quite delicious 
and mild. At Maido, the cuy is long-cooked, deboned, rolled 
up, and fried until it is wonderfully crisp. (My wife, Caron, 
refused the cuy both times on the flimsy grounds that it is a 
rodent. Even when reminded that rabbit was traditionally 
considered a rodent, and that cuy is referred to in Spanish as 
the “Indian rabbit,” Caron was unyielding.)  

We spent most of our final three days in Lima at the food 
festival La Mistura, which sprawls for more than a mile along 
Lima’s beachfront, occupying nine hectares. (This means 22 
acres because one hectare equals two-and-a-half acres. Some 
day you may well be grateful to have learned that one hectare 
equals two-and-a-half acres. I would have been.) There were 
about 250 booths or exhibitors or whatever they’re called, 
all of them vetted for their quality. There were ten or 20 little 
cebicherías, a long row of chifa and Nikkei booths, several for 
sánguches (no need to translate this word, just pronounce it), 

and a long row for desserts. Along the 
oceanfront were the anticuchos, sizzling 
offcuts of meat, especially beef hearts 
and offal, chicken hearts, and livers, 
threaded onto skewers, and cooked on 
large grills. Down the middle of the fair 
were groups of booths with families 
and cooks from the Andes, the Ama-
zon, and the cities that included one 
striking product from Lima. We’d call 
them snow cones, served in large paper 
cups in which shaved ice was flooded 
with handmade fruit syrups of an inten-
sity of flavor and color I’d never before 
experienced—and with a result that was 
more wonderful than the raw fruit itself.  

At one end of La Mistura were areas 
devoted to the large-scale roasting of meat. One consisted of 
maybe 25 Cajas Chinas, or wooden-and-aluminum roasting 
boxes arranged in rows. In each Caja China was an entire 
70-pound, midsize pig. (Your inevitable curiosity about the 
Caja China will be satisfied by turning to the February 2004 
issue of Vogue.) In another area nearby, somewhat smaller 
pigs that had been deboned and butterflied were flattened 
between huge metal grids, which were then angled over wide 
trenches filled with burning wood. And there was a huge brick 
oven, probably twelve feet in diameter and eight feet tall, that 
had been built just for La Mistura. A bustling group of Ande-
an women wrapped large sections of lamb in what appeared 
to be blankets, then slid them into the oven. Later, unwrapped 
and carved up, the lamb was excruciatingly good—unless 
you dislike crackling golden skin and meltingly tender flesh.

Any fantasy that we would be spending several days eat-
ing without restraint under tropical skies was dashed within 
milliseconds of our arrival at La Mistura. In a painful disclo-
sure, I must reveal that the skies over Lima are overcast nine 
months of the year. It gets sunny only between December 
and March. La Mistura and our visit to it were in September, 
and the sky was overcast. Oceans are not in themselves blue, 
which means that the Pacific was nearly always gray. Yet I 
would eagerly spend a week at La Mistura and anywhere in 
Lima even during a Pacific typhoon. 

�
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I
n his 1762 novel Émile, or On Education, 
Jean-Jacques Rousseau imagined a boy 
raised in nature, away from the corrupt-
ing elements of society. The Wolfpack, 
Crystal Moselle’s fascinating new doc-
umentary, is the story of parents who 
took some of that ideal to heart.

The six Angulo brothers and their sis-
ter grew up in an apartment in a Lower 
East Side housing project, rarely being 

permitted to go outside. They were homeschooled by 
their mother, a Midwesterner who had met her hus-
band while backpacking in his native Peru. Their fa-
ther, a Hare Krishna follower, had a vision: He planned 
on having ten children who would grow their hair long 
and live, in the words of one son, “like a tribe.”

In 2010, Moselle was walking down First Avenue in 
the East Village when six boys in sunglasses raced by, 
dressed like extras from a Tarantino film. An aspiring 
filmmaker, she caught up to them and began a conver-
sation, the very first person to be let into their insular 
world. She knew she had stumbled on something rare. 
“I couldn’t stop thinking about them,” she says.

The brothers were especially receptive to having a 
filmmaker in their lives because film, as it happens, was 
how they experienced the world, their father, despite his 
strictness, allowing them to view endless VHS tapes and 
DVDs. Though their lives were severely circumscribed 
in most ways—they never went to a park or swam in 
the ocean or made a friend—the six boys soaked up 
thousands of movies, from Citizen Kane to Halloween, 
with open-ended freedom. So enamored of the cinema 
were they that they began acting out scenes, creating 
elaborate props and costumes, each ingeniously fash-
ioned from quotidian materials like yoga mats and 
Velcro, recalling George Steiner’s description of classi-
cal art as “art by privation,” creativity defined by limits.

“They like things to be exact,” says Moselle on the 
day I visit the brothers in the family’s apartment. It is 
their first interview since returning from Sundance, 
where The Wolfpack won the Grand Jury Prize for a 
documentary. “We’re still coming back emotionally,” 
says Narayana, 22. “I mean, an organization founded 
by Robert Redford—it’s mind-shifting!” Along with 
Narayana, in the living room are Mukunda, Govinda, 
Bhagavan, and Eddie (né Jagadisa). Krsna, who now 
goes by Glenn, is in his bedroom, playing guitar. After 
offering me coffee, their mother, Susanne, heads out 
on errands with her daughter and husband. 

Mukunda holds up a black Batman costume. “This 
took about three days to make. And this”—he dis-
plays a Scotch tape–and–cardboard mask—“is the 
Bane mask.” Bane, of 

BAND OF BROTHERS 

NEAR RIGHT: Eddie and Glenn Angulo, dressed like 
characters from Reservoir Dogs, one of their favorite  
films, with their brothers, FROM LEFT, Narayana,  
Govinda, Bhagavan, and Mukunda, wearing homemade 
masks inspired by The Dark Knight. Ready-to-wear 
by J.Crew, Calvin Klein, and Boss. Menswear Editor, 
Michael Philouze. Details, see In This Issue. 

Sittings Editor: Phyllis Posnick.
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R ee l L i f e

In The Wolfpack, 
Crystal Moselle 
documents the  

story of six brothers  
who, in the heart  

of New York  
City, spent their  

entire childhood 
 indoors, being 

homeschooled and 
watching movies. 

By Robert Sullivan. 
Photographed by 

Bruce Weber.



FAIR GAME

Vanessa Axente in a Dolce & Gabbana swimsuit. Hair, 
Julien d’Ys for Julien d’Ys; makeup, Val Garland. Set design, 

Shona Heath for CLM. Details, see In This Issue.

Fashion Editor: Phyllis Posnick. 

Does one sunburn matter? And is your SPF doing all  
that it promises? Skin cancer gets personal for Sarah Brown.  

Photographed by Tim Walker.

BAN
I

’ve always been lucky with my skin. It’s 
porcelain-pale, generally clear, and doesn’t 
freckle much. It’s been compared to Ital-
ian Renaissance painting (thank you) and a 
ghost (no thank you), and the sight of it con-
sistently provokes apparently uncontrollable 
outbursts from others like “You must never 
go in the sun!” I do, of course, go in the sun. 
How else can one play tennis, plant flowers, 
collect seashells, or float on one’s back and 
look up at the sky?

But when I go in the sun, I am covered. 
With long sleeves, with an umbrella (on the beach; lunch 
alfresco), and with a hat. I swim in a hat. When I go on holi-
day, traveling with hand luggage is never an option due to the 
gallons of sunscreen I am dutifully carting along. If my bags 
were ever checked at Customs, the agents would probably 
think I was trafficking Neutrogena. 

So when last summer I noticed a little scab by my hairline, 
I waited for it to go away. It wasn’t discolored or misshapen 
or particularly ominous-looking; I covered it with concealer. 
Over the next month it didn’t grow, it didn’t change, it didn’t 
bother me—but it didn’t heal, either. 

“Looks like you’ve got a breakout,” a facialist told me. 
“It’s not a pimple,” I replied, eyes closed. After countless sun 
symposiums, skin cancer luncheons, and derm appointments 
over the years as a beauty editor, I knew that if  a growth 
pops up out of  nowhere, if  you have a scab that doesn’t 
heal, it is something to take seriously. I pointed it out to a 
top New York dermatologist, who did not seem concerned 
and offered me some Botox instead. When I saw him again a 
month later, he still didn’t think it was anything to be worried 
about but agreed to a biopsy. “If it’s anything, we’ll just hit it 
with a laser,” he said cheerfully, plunging a needle filled with 
lidocaine into my forehead. Several days later, while I was 
getting my hair blown out before a black-tie, my phone rang. 
It was the doctor. “You were right,” he said, slightly embar-
rassed. That little pink dot was an early-stage squamous-cell 
carcinoma, the second-most-common form of skin cancer. 
It was slow-growing and confined to the superficial layers of 

the skin, in situ—a best-possible scenario. Beneath the roar 
of the hairdryer (I was so stunned I kept getting my hair 
styled), he explained that I could try a topical chemotherapy 
cream—which would make me look “really bad” for a few 
weeks but would likely do the trick—or I could elect to get 
Mohs surgery, which would cut the thing out once and for 
all. I’d have a few stitches, hopefully no scar. On the bright 
side, Halloween was coming up in the following weeks, so I 
immediately thought of how to work genuine sutures to my 
advantage. I called the next day and made the appointment. 

I felt ashamed at first and told no one. If anyone should 
not get skin cancer, it’s me. Who is more careful? Who uses 
more sunscreen? And how ironic that in 2006 the Skin Can-
cer Foundation presented me with the Skin Sense Award, a 
huge faceted-crystal vessel from Tiffany’s that weighs about 
ten pounds and that I use for my collection of stray ribbons. 
If they heard the news, would they dispatch someone to take 
it back? Then again, if anyone should get skin cancer, it’s me. 
When I shop for stockings, my “nude” is Wolford’s white. 
“You barely have any melanocytes,” says the dermatologist 
Lisa Airan, M.D., referring to the cells that create pigment 
in the skin and serve as a natural line of defense against the 
sun. As my pediatrician told my mother when I was days old: 
“This child will burn under a lightbulb.” 

But it’s a grave misconception that it is only the pale-
skinned, fair-haired, and light-eyed who need to be careful. 
“It’s a myth that dark skin can’t get skin cancer just because 
it has more pigment,” says the dermatologist Patricia Wexler, 
M.D., who points to climbing mortality rates in African-
Americans. Among Hispanics, one of the fastest-growing 
populations in our country, the incidence of melanoma has 
risen by almost 20 percent in the last two decades. 

Skin cancer is the most commonly diagnosed cancer in the 
United States, with nearly five 
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It’s that rare thing—a sunny 
day in London—and Sophie 
Turner, nineteen, is wearing 
a floor-length dress of cerise 
and periwinkle florals, not a 
bit concerned that the colors 

might disagree with her crimson hair. 
On the contrary, the Game of Thrones 
actress—who, by her own description, 
is naturally “baby, baby blonde”—has 
learned to wear virtually any and every 
color with her ginger mane. “Even Jes-
sica Rabbit red-on-red,” she says. “I 
embrace clashing.” I suppose, playing 
Sansa Stark, one might have to. 

On Game of Thrones—the guilty 
pleasure currently in its fifth season on 
HBO—Sansa is a sort of princess on 
the run, living under an alias. Her life 
“has taken a turn for the better,” ac-
cording to Turner. “She’s become her 
own woman and is fiercely indepen-
dent.” Turner, too, is growing up. This 
spring, she plays an assassin in Barely 
Lethal, which she describes as “Mean 
Girls meets Kick-Ass,” and in a year’s 
time she’ll take on the role of Jean Grey 
in the next X-Men installment, mak-
ing her the future love interest of Hugh 
Jackman’s superhero Wolverine. “As 
you can tell,” she says, “I don’t go in for 
the standard fairy tales.” 

In dressing to premiere such films, 
Turner tends toward her favorite 
London-based designers—Mary Ka-
trantzou, Peter Pilotto, Michael van 
der Ham—and looks up to fellow GoT 
star Gwendoline Christie, who she says 
“looks statuesque at all times” (not least 
of all when she walked Vivienne West-
wood this past season). “In general, I 
feel like there aren’t really trends any-
more,” Turner says, “and that makes me 
feel quite free.”—MARK GUIDUCCI

Sophie Turner’s flowing 
florals belie the actress’s  
increasingly fierce roles.  

Photographed by  
Angelo Pennetta. 

Stark 
Contrast
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STEAL OF THE MONTH 
BEST BUDS

Turner wears a Rebecca 
Taylor dress, $475; 

rebeccataylor.com. Polo 
Ralph Lauren tank, $48; 

ralphlauren.com. Hair, 
Syd Hayes; makeup, 

Lauren Parsons. Set 
design, David White at 

Streeters. Produced by 
Sylvia Farago. Details, 

see In This Issue.

Fashion Editor: 
Sara Moonves.



CRIMSON TIDE

Complement a rosy flush 
and pink pout with a vibrant 
red chapeau—the perfect 
pop of color against floaty 
summer whites. Patricia 
Underwood straw hat, $210; 
(212) 268-3774. Chloé 
silk-gauze peasant blouse. 
Miu Miu sunglasses. 

Fashion Editor: Sara Moonves.



STRAWS AND 
STRIPES

Embrace the wild 
side of the classic sun 
hat by donning one 
that is deliberately—
gloriously, even—
coming apart at the 
seams. Gigi Burris 
Millinery raffia hat, 
$355; gigiburris.com. 
Stella McCartney 
knit dress. Details, 
see In This Issue.

Top off your beach ensemble with something chic or straw, elegant  
or eccentric. The only rule, as actress Léa Seydoux demonstrates: No rules.  

Photographed by Angelo Pennetta.

H a tT r i c k



164



FRINGE  
BENEFITS

A face-framing piece like 
this is a capstone to a 

new easy-chic summer 
uniform. Trademark straw 

hat, $98; trade-mark 
.com. Band of Outsiders 
blazer and high-waisted 

shorts. Equipment silk 
shirt. Soludos espadrilles. 
Details, see In This Issue.

BEAUTY NOTE

Look for an everyday 
sunscreen boosted by 

antioxidants. EltaMD’s UV 
Daily Broad-Spectrum 

SPF 40 smooths skin 
with hyaluronic acid 

and can be worn under 
makeup or alone.



HALO EFFECT

Sleek circular brims 
can lend an angelic 
air to a feminine 
silhouette in playful 
prints and crackling 
color. Albertus 
Swanepoel straw hat, 
$330; theline.com. 
Miu Miu ruffled shirt 
and alligator-ciré skirt.



TRUE BLUE

Double down on the 
mystery with far-flung 
width. Etro striped 
hat ($273) and silk 
blouse; Etro, NYC. 
Photographed at Villa 
Punta Paraiso and 
Punta Sayulita, Nayarit, 
Mexico. In this story: 
hair, Esther Langham; 
makeup, Sally Branka. 
Produced by El Sol Azul 
Production. Details, 
see In This Issue. 



1

5

3

7

8

EDITOR: EMMA ELWICK-BATES

Tuned  
IN

This 
summer’s 
style song 
is a melodic 
mix of 
seventies-
centric, 
rock-steady 
staples.

As the front woman of the 
London-based indie quartet Wolf 
Alice, Ellie Rowsell, 22, has a 
summer of gigs and festivals 
ahead, from New York City to the 
Netherlands to England, Australia, 
and Japan—not to mention a 
debut album, My Love Is Cool, out 
later this month. “Offstage and 
onstage can sometimes blur into 
one,” says Rowsell, instrument 
case in hand. “I’m packing a few 
more sparkles and dresses this 
summer, but always a flat boot to 
stomp freely round the stage.” 
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C H EC K O U T VO G U E S H O P PI N G O N  
VO G U E .C O M FO R M O R E S H O P PA B L E LO O KS

11

14

15

16

12

13

1. On Rowsell: 
Rebecca Taylor 
top, $325; 
rebeccataylor.com. 
Giambattista Valli 
pants, $1,550; 
modaoperandi 
.com. 
2. Jill Stuart  
dress, $498;  
Jill Stuart, NYC. 
3. Ruan Hoffmann 
dessert plate.
4. Andy Warhol 
Beatle Boots silk 
screen on canvas.
5. Adam Lippes 
skirt, $850;  
net-a-porter.com. 
6. Michael Kors 
boots, $695; select 
Michael Kors stores. 
7. Coach necklace, 
$150; select 
Coach stores. 
8. Herbivore 
Botanicals 
Facial Oils.
9. Garrett Leight 
California Optical 
sunglasses, $395; 
garrettleight.com. 
10. Robert 
Mapplethorpe 
and Patti Smith. 
Photographed by 
Norman Seeff, 1969. 
11. Chanel guitar. 
12. Vince bag, 
$495; vince.com. 
13. A.L.C.  
pants, $595; 
Intermix stores.
14. Fausto Puglisi 
blouse, $763; 
Bergdorf Goodman, 
NYC. Sonia Rykiel 
skirt; Saks Fifth 
Avenue. Tabitha 
Simmons boots, 
$1,445; Hirshleifers, 
Manhasset, NY. 
15. R & Company 
floor lamp. 
16. Rag & Bone 
jacket, $495; 
rag-bone.com.
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moment. She’s not full of shit at all. 
She just seems very grounded.”

Seyfried also has two movies in the 
can: Love the Coopers, a comedy di-
rected by Jessie Nelson with an ensem-
ble cast that includes Diane Keaton, 
John Goodman, and Marisa Tomei, 
and Fathers and Daughters, directed by 
Gabriele Muccino, which costars Rus-
sell Crowe and reunites Seyfried with 
her love interest on Big Love, Aaron 
Paul. “Amanda plays a really damaged 
person who has some abandonment 
issues,” says Paul. “She sleeps around 
and doesn’t really have a connection 
with guys, but I’m the first one she 
opens up to. I think this is one of her 
greatest performances.”

When I tell Seyfried that I spoke to 
Paul, she lights up. “Isn’t he the nic-
est guy? We shot in Pittsburgh. It was 
like being with an old boyfriend except 
we never dated. Like, I remember this 
body! I remember the way you kiss.” 
It’s one of the interesting paradoxes of 
Seyfried’s career. In real life, she is an 
empathetic young woman with a lot 
of grit. But in much of her film work, 
she plays characters who are highly 
sexualized, often to the point of self-
destruction. “It doesn’t have to be so 
scary,” she says. “It’s like the play, which 
is very intimate. It can go either way so 
easily if  you’re not grounded or you 
don’t respect yourself  or you’re too 
young.”

One of the things I find admirable 
about Seyfried is that, in a world where 
the concept of being a sellout has lost 
all meaning, she still cares about main-
taining some measure of dignity and 
mystery. She has, for example, turned 
down offers to create her own fra-
grance, because she thinks it would be 
“cheesy.” And though Seyfried has a 
beautiful singing voice and even writes 
songs (one of which, “Little House,” 
she sings while playing the guitar in a 
homemade video on YouTube), she 
has no interest in releasing an album. 
Redmayne tells me that she takes sing-
ing lessons “just for herself. It’s a life 
thing, rather than a career thing.”

One afternoon in April, Seyfried 
calls me. She sounds both exhausted 
and exhilarated, having just flown back 
from L.A. to do reshoots for Ted 2. “I 
was just saying a bunch of fucks and 
stuff,” she says, laughing. But then she 
says, “Seth gave me a note yesterday 

and I didn’t really agree with it, and it’s 
just so nice to have an opinion about it. 
And he was like, ‘OK, yeah, cool.’ Now 
I have opinions! It’s exciting.”

She also tells me that they have 
moved from table readings of the play 
to the stage. “We’ve been standing,” she 
says. “We blocked out the whole first 40 
pages. I think I’ve pretty much memo-
rized it.” She pauses for a moment. “I 
watched His Girl Friday on the plane 
back from L.A., and I was like, ‘Oh, my 
God, Rosalind Russell!’ She was invest-
ed in every line in that movie, and she 
was commanding the room. That is the 
reason you keep watching it. I’ve never 
really done that in my life. Because I’ve 
gotten away with it. Everything’s been 
based on instinct. But I realize, that is 
not acting. That’s a piece of acting, but 
I gotta step it up.” 

It must be more than a coincidence 
that the actresses Seyfried admires—
Theron, Bening, now Russell—are 
all wisecracking dames, women who, 
on-screen and in reality, seem braver 
than most, larger than life. One gets the 
sense that Seyfried, who still sometimes 
reads as much younger than she is, 
craves a little of their grown-up moxie, 
that take-no-prisoners fearlessness.

“But, yeah, Rosalind Russell. Wow,” 
she says, and then drifts off for a mo-
ment. “I was watching her do that, 
and I was like, Why am I not better? 
I should be better!” She lets out a big 
laugh. “And I think I might be getting 
better.” 

�

ISIS UNDERCOVER
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 143

want to elaborate.  “You’re awfully cu-
rious,” Bilel said. “Tell me, do you wear 
your hijab every day?”

Mélodie recited what I’d heard from 
the majority of girls I’d met who had 
secretly converted to Islam.

“I dress normally in the morning. I 
say goodbye to my mom, and when I’m 
outside the house, I put on my djellaba 
and my veil.”

“Good. I’m proud of  you. What 
you’re doing is really brave. You have a 
beautiful soul. And you’re very pretty 
on the outside, too.”

Bilel peered lecherously at Mélodie. 
I smiled. 

“Can I ask what your job is?”
“Killing people.”
“That’s a job?”

A PLACE IN THE SUN
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 130

has this amazing ability to go to deep, 
dark places when the cameras are roll-
ing, and then just snap right out of it.”

Given her chops, it seems inevitable 
that someone will cast Seyfried in a 
big, chewy dramatic role that she can 
surprise everyone with. In the mean-
time, she has a smart, sharp turn in 
Pan, Joe Wright’s reimagining of Pe-
ter Pan (which opens on October 9), 
in which she plays Peter’s mother and 
nails a British accent. On June 26, Seth 
MacFarlane’s much-anticipated Ted 
2 opens, with the foulmouthed teddy 
bear now getting married to his hu-
man girlfriend, Tami-Lynn, and try-
ing to have a baby, his best friend John 
(Mark Wahlberg) providing the sperm. 
Seyfried plays the lawyer they seek out 
to represent them in court to prove that 
he is “human” in order to gain full cus-
tody of the child. In keeping with the 
Seth MacFarlane brand, it promises 
to be good, clean, politically correct 
family fun.

MacFarlane is a big fan of  Sey-
fried’s. He describes working with her 
on A Million Ways to Die in the West: 
“We were shooting in February in the 
desert, and I was wearing about eight 
jackets, and I was still freezing my ass 
off, and there’s Amanda out there in 
this period day dress and a parasol with 
the wind blasting her, and she never 
complained once. That was one of the 
moments when you take note: This is 
someone I could work with for many 
years.” When I mention to MacFarlane 
that it seems like Seyfried is due for that 
one big role that will finally push her 
over the top, he says, “She’s so great 
and funny and lovable in Ted 2 that I 
am hoping this is that movie.”

“It was so much fun,” says Seyfried. 
“It’s like working with your best friend, 
coming to work every day knowing 
that he trusts me.” We get to talking 
about Charlize Theron, whom I know 
from having profiled her for this maga-
zine and whom Seyfried worked with 
on A Million Ways. . . . “If the apoca-
lypse comes, I would want her to run 
the camp where we survive,” she says, 
laughing. “She would, like, keep our 
morale up.” She pauses. “Now, if you 
said you were also friends with An-
nette Bening I’d be like, ‘Is she cool?’ 
I love her. She never has an insincere 
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“Of course it is! I work hard here. 
This isn’t Club Med!” 

“I bet you helped capture Raqqa. 
There were pictures of the Islamic State 
everywhere.”

The Battle of  Raqqa, which took 
place in March 2013, was one of ISIS’s 
bloodiest victories.

“You make me laugh!” he said. “Yes, 
of course. We obliterated them. It was 
crazy. . . . Tell me about you!”

“OK, but I’m too shy! Let me see 
your car first. It looks like you have a 
lot of interesting stuff.”

Bilel was glad to show off  his car, 
delighted whenever Mélodie—whom 
he already considered his betrothed—
flattered him. Mélodie told him she 
thought the white submachine gun sit-
ting amid a heap of clutter on the back-
seat was pretty. “Do you like guns? I’ll 
give you plenty, starting with a lovely 
Kalashnikov.”

My veil was starting to itch, and 
when I glanced at André, a man known 
for his hyperactivity, I noticed that he 
was stunned. Bilel assumed that ev-
erything had been decided. For him, 
Mélodie would soon arrive in Syria.

“I’m not sure that I want to go——”
“Listen, Mélodie. Among other 

things, it’s my job to recruit people, and 
I’m really good at my job. You can trust 
me. You’ll be really well treated here. 
You’ll be important. And if you agree to 
marry me, I’ll treat you like a queen.” �

Excerpted from In the Skin of  a 
Jihadist: A Young Journalist Enters the 
ISIS Recruitment Network, by Anna 
Erelle. © 2015 Anna Erelle. To be pub-
lished May 26, 2015, by HarperCollins 
Publishers.

REEL LIFE
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 156

course, is the supervillain who, in The 
Dark Knight Rises, draws Bruce Wayne 
out of seclusion, and in fact channel-
ing Batman inspired Mukunda, then 
fifteen, to challenge the father-sons 
dynamic. “That made me believe that 
something was possible,” he says in the 
film. And so one day in 2010, he left the 
apartment without permission while 
his father was out grocery shopping. 
It would be a spoiler to describe what 
happens next (Mukunda means “giver 
of freedom” in Sanskrit), but suffice it 
to say there would be no going back to 

their former way of life. 
The Wolfpack is an anthropologi-

cal study, charting the six brothers 
in the moments they step from one 
world and into another, and as such 
it evokes both Margaret Mead’s ear-
ly documentary work and Michael 
Apted’s Seven Up series. But it’s also 
a collage; with film editor Enat Sidi, 
Moselle layers in home videos, video 
shot by Mukunda, and a spectacularly 
ethereal film that he worked with his 
family to create. What’s maybe more 
astounding than the story of one fam-
ily isolated in a city of  eight million 
is how beautiful this documentary is, 
and how life-affirming. Although one 
senses darker currents, there are no 
accusatory talking heads, no tabloid 
details. The filmmakers are commend-
ably aware that these boys need private 
lives going forward.

At Sundance, the Angulo brothers 
dressed alike, in dark blazers and sun-
glasses, à la Rat Pack, and in person 
they radiate old-school style. “The 
counterculture of the seventies,” says 
Narayana. “The Mamas & the Papas. 
Serpico is really an icon.” They are 
unfailingly gracious and remarkably 
open, not just to outsiders but to them-
selves, it seems, as they navigate jobs, 
apartments, and the future. “It kind of 
feels like a caterpillar and a butterfly,” 
says Eddie of their before-and-after 
lives.

“I think of this as their first step,” 
Moselle says. “I think this is just the 
beginning of all the things that we are 
going to see them doing for years.”  

And the boys seem ready for all 
kinds of things, stunning testament to 
the resilience of the young. “One of my 
friends has kids, a boy and a girl—they 
make me want to be a parent so bad,” 
Mukunda says. “It definitely is some-
thing from your heart. We’re kind of 
the proof. There’s no real right way to 
raise kids.” 

�

BAN DE SOLEIL
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 158

million people treated each year. With 
all that we know about how to prevent 
it, why are we facing these alarming 
statistics—that one out of every five 
Americans will develop one form of 
it or another in his or her lifetime? For 
one, a recent study found that nearly 
half of the nation’s top colleges have 

indoor tanning salons either on or 
near campus. (According to the Skin 
Cancer Foundation, people who first 
use a UV tanning bed before the age 
of  35 increase their melanoma risk 
by a staggering 75 percent.) Even the 
generally well intended continue to 
slip up: At his office on East Eighty-
fifth Street, Philip Prioleau, M.D., 
who specializes in the early detection 
and treatment of skin cancer, sees a 
steady stream of women “who’d cov-
ered their faces but wanted tan legs.” 
As a result, “I see tons of skin cancer 
on legs,” he says. “All day long.” Some 
explanation for the growing numbers 
could stem from the introduction of 
the bikini, the crop top, and the recent 
penchant for cutout peekaboo dress-
ing: “If  you look at the way people 
dressed a century ago, they were al-
most completely covered,” points out 
Richard Granstein, M.D., chair of the 
department of dermatology at Weill 
Cornell Medical College. A less obvi-
ous factor, says David Bank, M.D., a 
dermatologist in Mount Kisco, New 
York, is time: “When life expectan-
cy was shorter, people died of other 
things before they got a basal cell.” 

Skin cancer catches up with you. I 
attribute mine to sailing camp, mid-
1990s. Split up into racing teams, we’d 
go out on the water after breakfast 
every morning and return to land in 
time for lunch, after which we’d head 
out again. The instructors cared that 
our sailboats remained upright and 
that we were wearing life jackets—
not sunscreen. We cared about wind 
and not much else. I recall one bad 
sunburn—across my forehead—that 
blistered. “Yeah, there you go,” says 
Anne Chapas, M.D., founder of Union 
Square Laser Dermatology. 

“Sailing and you is not a good idea,” 
adds Airan when I visit her office on 
the Upper East Side one morning be-
fore work. “You should have picked my 
sport: ice skating.” 

As it turns out, a squamous-cell 
carcinoma like mine can take up to 20 
years to develop (ta-da). And they do 
tend to crop up in areas “near where 
you’ve gotten sun,” says Prioleau.

The good news is that when detected 
early, most forms of skin cancer—from 
basal and squamous cell to melanoma, 
the deadliest, fastest-moving type—are 
entirely C O N T I N U E D  O N  PA G E  1 7 2
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curable, though one’s chances of de-
veloping another increase substantially. 

Treatment depends on the case, and 
I chose Mohs micrographic surgery 
because, frankly, it seemed fast and 
easy, and the cure rate is around 99 
percent. It’s a procedure during which 
tissue-thin slivers of skin—the offend-
ing splotch plus the surrounding edges, 
or margins—are very finely sliced away 
and analyzed after each layer (while 
you wait, probably reading a maga-
zine) until the lab finds a sample free 
of any abnormal cells. It is the most 
“skin-sparing” surgical option since 
very little extraneous tissue is removed, 
and doctors like Airan find it preferable 
for delicate areas like the face where one 
desires the most invisible result possible. 

For those who fear the scalpel, the 
option currently generating the most 
talk (and controversy) is eBx: surface 
electronic brachytherapy, which em-
ploys a short beam of radiation. While 
the jury is still out on long-term safety 
and efficacy—a multicenter study has 
been planned—one downside is that 
the treatment requires upwards of six-
teen sessions in the space of about a 
month. Another: Radiation itself can 
potentially cause secondary cancers up 
to several decades later. 

Hiding inside is the best way to pro-
tect one’s skin, but for those choosing 
option B (life), sunscreen, protective 
UPF clothing (Mott 50’s drapey car-
digans are my favorite), and a wide-
brimmed hat are still the best lines of 
defense. Broad-spectrum formulas 
containing titanium dioxide and zinc 
oxide, and bolstered by antioxidants, 
are the most reliable, but, regarding 
that chic friend who insists on buying 
her sunscreen at duty-free whenever 
she goes to Paris because “it’s so much 
better,” unfortunately, she’s on to some-
thing. And it’s infuriating: Whereas 
companies selling products within 
the United States have nineteen ap-
proved sunscreen ingredients to work 
with, Europe has 28 and Japan has 42. 
Among them are agents shown to work 
better, and longer, than anything we 
have access to here. The last time the 
FDA sanctioned a new sunscreen in-
gredient was in the 1990s. Since 2002, 
eight new applications—for ingredi-
ents that are widely used abroad—have 
been filed and still await approval. This 
past November, at the surgeon gener-
al’s urging, President Obama signed the 
Sunscreen Innovation Act, demanding 
that the FDA begin rendering decisions 
on these outstanding applications. 

But for me and anyone else who’s 
ever gone out in the sun, the most 
compelling question remains: Can you 
undo past damage and what it might 
be bringing with it? As it turns out, 
maybe. Prioleau treats his patients and 
himself with a preventative course of 
Efudex, an aggressive chemotherapy 
cream that he says “turns pre cancerous 
things red, and they flake off.” He’s 
been using it faithfully once a year for 
a week since the nineties. Wexler rec-
ommends an annual Fraxel session, 
which she says “definitely decreases the 
incidence of precancers. And I believe 
in daily exfoliation, constantly turning 
over the superficial cells that have been 
exposed to the sun.” For anyone brave 
enough to show their face in her office 
with a sunburn, she parks them in front 
of an LED machine and recommends 
topical steroids and aspirin: “every-
thing to decrease inflammation and 
abnormal activity in the cells.” And 
then there are the DNA creams, which 
contain enzymes and antioxidants that 
claim to repair DNA damaged by UV 
light. Clinical data so far are scant, but 
the hope is great, and innovation con-
tinues. “Who knows?” says Chapas. 
“Do we one day prevent that skin can-
cer from ever happening?” 

�

.com. Common Projects sneakers, 
$425; ssense.com. 82: Dress, $420; 
the Webster, Miami Beach. Pedicure, 
Dawn Sterling. Beauty 84: Dress, select 
Dolce & Gabbana boutiques for simi-
lar styles. PATA 97: Suit, $3,400; select 
Louis Vuitton boutiques. Shirt, $600; 
Dior Homme boutiques. Falke socks, 
$28; Zitomer, NYC. 98: High-neck top 
($490) and skirt ($690); carven.com. 

WILD WORLD 
101: Silk scarf, $395; Marc Jacobs 
stores. 18K-gold necklace, $2,385;  
prettymucheverything.com. Knee-high 
socks, $165; select Miu Miu boutiques. 
Boots, $278; thefryecompany.com. 103: 
Silk scarf, $325. On Hozier: Twill suit 
(with vest), $3,450; Doyle + Mueser, 
NYC. Shirt, $595; Maison Margiela 

boutiques. T-shirt, $75; Rag & Bone 
stores. Watch, $182; ansleywatches 
.com. 104–105: 18K–rose gold brace-
let, $5,925; prettymucheverything 
.com. 106: Fur vest, $5,040. On 
Hozier: Boots, $368; thefryecompany 
.com. 110: Silk crepe-de-Chine dress, 
$5,200. 113: Leather jacket, $5,290.

WHAT TO WEAR WHERE
114: Glazed leather pumps, price 
upon request; select Louis Vuitton 
boutiques. 115: Shoes, $1,450; select 
Miu Miu boutiques. 116: Bag, $2,920; 
select Miu Miu boutiques. 117: Patent 
leather flats, $695; Roger Vivier, NYC. 
118: Necklace, $1,415; select Miu Miu 
boutiques. Loafers, price upon request; 
select Prada boutiques. 119: Neck-
lace ($1,415), bag ($3,475), and shoes 

Cover look 36: Perforated patent leather 
top, $4,200; (800) 929-DIOR for spe-
cial order. Manicure, Pippa Sara gnese. 
Editor’s letter 54: Floral dress, $2,000; 
modaoperandi.com. Manicure, Pippa 
Saragnese. Contributors 60: On Go-
vinda: Worth & Worth by Orlando 
Palacios fur-felt hat, $550; hatshop 
.com. On Seydoux: Silk dress ($4,350) 
and necktie ($195); select Gucci bou-
tiques. Straw hat, $465; ryan-roche 
.com. View 78: On Rhoda: Catbird 
14K-gold thorn stud earring ($88), 
14K-gold locket ($168) on chain ($88), 
and 14K–rose gold bracelet ($276); 
catbirdnyc.com. Me & Ro black- 
diamond necklace, $1,900; meandro 
jewelry.com. Woman by Common 
Projects sneakers, $416; lagarconne 
.com. On Avery: Watch, $895; gucci 

in this issue
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($950); select Miu Miu boutiques. 120: 
Ankle boots, price upon request; select 
Louis Vuitton stores. 121: Bag, $2,800; 
Marc Jacobs stores. In this story: mani-
cure, Megumi Yamamoto.

A PLACE IN THE SUN
122–123: Swimsuit crop top, $137; 
everythingbutwater.com. Perforated 
patent leather skirt, $3,600; Dior bou-
tiques. Sunglasses, $326; marchon 
.com. 124: Leather-and-diamond 
rings, priced upon request; fabiosalini 
.it. 126: Cotton-mesh dress, $2,925; 
Roland Mouret, NYC. Finn 18K-gold 
diamond bracelet, $11,000; finnjewelry 
.com. Shoulder bag, $2,450; Bottega Ve-
neta boutiques. Platform sandals, $995; 

Saks Fifth Avenue, NYC. 127: Em-
broidered-silk dress, $6,695; Bergdorf 
Goodman, NYC. Bronze-and-leather 
necklace, $1,740; fabiosalini.it. 128: 
Sequin-and-tweed jacket ($3,570) and 
skirt, by special order ($2,215); Ikram, 
Chicago. High-neck swimsuit, $215; 
toryburch.com. Left: 18K gold–and– 
diamond ring, $6,200; spinellikilcollin 

.com. Mother-of-pearl–and–diamond 
ring, $2,550; Cartier boutiques. 130: 
Prada Empire-waist top, $1,890; select 
Prada boutiques. Tory Burch swimsuit 
bottom, $125; toryburch.com. 131: Em-
broidered cardigan, $1,790; Oscar de la 
Renta boutiques. Georgette-and-leather 
skirt, $520; Bloomingdale’s stores. 

FRESH HEIR
136–137: On Hammam: Tulle-and-
organza dress ($16,990). On Sun: 
Embroidered-organza dress, $8,490. 
On Verhoef: Organza-and-taffeta 
layered dress, $8,990. On Axente: 
Embroidered-macramé halter dress, 
$16,990. On Emmack: Silk dress, 
$10,990. On Arganaraz: Silk dress, 

$10,990. On Bergshoeff: Embroidered-
macramé dress, $16,990; all at Oscar de 
la Renta boutiques. 139: Dress, $8,990; 
Oscar de la Renta boutiques. 

REEL LIFE
156–157: On Eddie: Burberry London 
tie, $165; burberry.com. On Glenn: 
J.Crew suit jacket, $358; jcrew.com. 

Maison Margiela silk tie, $220; Mai-
son Margiela boutiques. On Govinda: 
Agnès B. Homme suit jacket ($685) and 
pants ($365); agnesb.com. On Bhaga-
van: Calvin Klein Collection suit jacket 
($1,395) and pants ($575); Calvin Klein 
Collection, NYC. On Mukunda: Boss 
suit, $795; hugoboss.com. Dior Homme 
silk tie, $190; Dior Homme boutiques. 

BAN DE SOLEIL
159: Swimsuit, $525; select Dolce & 
Gabbana boutiques. In this story: man-
icure, Trish Lomax.

STEAL OF THE MONTH
160–161: In this story: manicure, Jenni 
Draper.

HAT TRICK
162: Silk-gauze peasant blouse, $3,250; 
saks.com. Miu Miu sunglasses, $330; 
sunglasshut.com. 163: Knit dress, 
$1,540; Saks Fifth Avenue, NYC. 
164–165: Blazer ($1,195) and high-
waisted shorts ($465); Band of Outsid-
ers, NYC. Silk shirt, $268; equipmentfr 
.com. Espadrilles, $65; soludos 
.com. 166: Ruffled shirt ($1,140) and 
alligator-ciré skirt ($1,050); select  
Miu Miu boutiques. 167: Silk blouse, 
$794; Etro, NYC. For more infor-
mation: villapuntaparaiso.com and  
puntasayulitamexico.com.

Index 168–169: Dessert plate, $16;  
anthropologie.com. Silk screen on 
canvas, price upon request; ikonltd 
.com. Facial oils, $64–$88; herbivore 
botanicals.com. Guitar, price upon re-
quest; (800) 550-0005 for special order. 
Skirt, $2,020. Floor lamp, price upon 
request; (212) 343-7979. Last look 174: 
“Inside” bag, price upon request; select 
Prada boutiques. 

ALL PRICES APPROXIMATE.
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Prada “Inside” bag

EDITOR: VIRGINIA SMITH
Last Look

Miuccia Prada is a 
master of the element 
of surprise. Here, 
for example, she’s 
flipped convention on 
its head by placing a 
lo-fi calf-hide pouch 

within a resplendent crocodile-skin 
pocketbook, turning the predictable logic 
of discovering a hidden gem inside out. 
Yet therein lies Prada’s pensive magic, 
which suggests that below the exotic 
veneer—extraordinary though it may be—
simplicity may be the truest luxury of all. 
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