
AUG

GOLD-MEDAL
FASHION

SECRETS OF  
A DAZZLING 
DÉCOLLETÉ

12 MUST-SEE 
 OLYMPIANS 

  MEETS  
 THE WORLD’S
 GREATEST  
 ATHLETE  

RIO GRAND

CLEAVAGE
CONFIDENTIAL

   WINNING LOOKS
 FOR NOW
AND FOREVER108 

  ASHTON
EATON

  GAME ON!   

 GIGI
HADID











































































august

C O N T I N U E D > 4 2

MODEL KARLIE KLOSS (WITH 
SABER FENCER DARYL 
HOMER) WEARING A RALPH 
LAUREN COLLECTION TOP 
AND SKIRT AND MARC JACOBS 
BOOTS. PHOTOGRAPHED 
BY STEVEN KLEIN.

GOLD STANDARDS, P. 134

En 
Garde!

MASTHEAD

FIRST LOOK

EDITOR’S LETTER

UP FRONT
It was on a trip to Sicily 
with her husband that Delia 
Ephron found Siracusa, the 
setting for her new novel. 
When she went back, her 
life was about to change

NOSTALGIA
For Bob Morris, Brown 
University, on the chilly 
East Coast, paled in 
comparison with California—
until he met a radiant and 
inspiring new friend 

talking 
fashion
BROAD CITY
The new urban silhouette 
starts with a strong 
shoulder. By Sarah Mower

TREND
Gold, silver, and bronze 
are glittery shades of 
choice at events, while 
blue (page 98) is the 
summer’s warmest color 

TWINKLE TOES
Jeweled shoes shine on

GULF STREAM
Sophia Al-Maria makes 
her U.S. solo debut at the 
Whitney Museum 

HIDDEN HILL 
Deià is this summer’s hot 
spot 

LOOP DREAMS
For uptown or downhill—the 
chic stirrup pant returns

TNT
Elisabeth TNT returns 
to the island of Capri for 
some midsummer 
romance and revelry 

AHEAD OF THE CURVE
Nevena Borissova and  
Tom Dixon get a bright idea

ALL EYES ON 
Diana Gordon

beauty
& health
PASSION PROJECT
With desire as inspiration 
and Kate Moss as muse, 
Charlotte Tilbury introduces 
her first-ever fragrance

SMOOTH OPERATOR
Mave makes shaving 
cutting-edge again

SEEING RED
Embraced by a new 
generation of beauty 
influencers, crimson 
eye makeup is back

FRUIT FOR THOUGHT
A pioneer in reimagining 
edible ingredients, 
Fresh takes on citrus with 
a vitamin-rich mask

LOVE & BASKETBALL
As the U.S. team heads to Rio 
in pursuit of its sixth  
back-to-back gold, Elena 
Delle Donne prepares to 
shine. By Daphne Beal

people 
are talkıng 
about 
ART
Kerry James Marshall gets 
a retrospective that feels 
entirely of the moment 

MOVIES
Coming of age proves 
tricky in two films

TRAVEL
A small hotel offers a 
welcome respite from 
the Rio games 
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cover look 
GOING  
FOR GOLD

Gigi Hadid (in a Versace 
dress and Jennifer Fisher 
earring) and Ashton 
Eaton (in Nike). To get this 
look, try: Dream Fresh 
BB Cream, Brow Drama 
Pomade Crayon in Blonde, 
The Nudes Palette, Line 
Express Eyeliner, Lash 
Sensational Luscious 
Mascara, Lip Studio Color 
Jolt in Stripped Down. 
All by Maybelline New 
York. Hair, Jimmy Paul 
for Bumble and Bumble; 
makeup, Val Garland. 
Photographed at Four 
Seasons Resort the 
Biltmore Santa Barbara. 
Produced by MT+. Set 
design by Jack Flanagan 
for the Magnet Agency. 
Details, see In This Issue. 
Photographer:  
Mario Testino.
Fashion Editor:  
Tonne Goodman.

TALENT
Tika Sumpter and 
Parker Sawyers play 
the future First Couple 
on a date with destiny

TENNIS
With a new coach, Milos 
Raonic aims for the top 

BOOKS
Nadja Spiegelman 
pays tribute to the 
women in her family

DESIGN
For Décors Barbares, 
Nathalie Farman-Farma 
channels old-world charm 

fashion 
& features
AIMING HIGH
As Gigi Hadid tries 
out some moves 
in the season’s best 
performance looks, 
Olympic decathlete 

Ashton Eaton gives her 
some pointers. Robert 
Sullivan reports

GOLD STANDARDS
America’s best athletes  
are driving, diving, tackling,  
and scoring—with some 
notably well-dressed 
training partners—on 
the world’s stage

BACK & FORTH
Whimsical prints, velvet 
bows, gilded swirls and 
scrolls lend fall’s vintage-
inspired handbags and 
dresses a timeless intrigue

RHYTHM & BLUES
Even as he brings his brand 
of fast-talking, angsty 
young hero to Woody 
Allen’s Café Society, Jesse 
Eisenberg turns his writer’s 

eye to the London stage 
and to a new TV project. 
By Nathan Heller

THE WHIRLWIND
Businesswoman, investor, 
rainmaker, film producer, 
matchmaker, diplomat, 
supermom, gossip 
magnet. Wendi Murdoch 
is all these things at 
once—and nothing less 
than a force of nature. 
Rob Haskell reports

MUSTIQUE MYSTIQUE
Architect Raffaella 
Bortoluzzi delivers a 
contemporary punch 
to the Grenadine isle 
with a coolly modern 
multipavilion beach oasis. 
Hamish Bowles pays a visit

TOTALLY CHILL
The key to a great summer 
soup, writes Oliver 
Strand, is picking a few 
fresh ingredients—and 
not trying too hard

TRUE BLOOD
Triathlete Sarah True 
has one of three spots 
on the U.S. Olympic 
team. Her sister, Lauren 
Groff, is a critically (and 
presidentially) acclaimed 
novelist. Rebecca 
Johnson meets the 
superachieving siblings

THE SPACE BETWEEN
Extremely delicate—and 
highly susceptible to the 
physical signs of aging—
the cleavage’s thin skin is 
the latest battleground for 
youth-seekers. By Sarah 
Brown and Leslie Camhi 

SOFT FOCUS
Behold the new new look: 
an unstructured silhouette 
in ultra-wearable knits 
and insouciant silks. 
The palette is muted—
and the chic is palpable 

index
FALLING FAST
The rules have changed: 
Find something for 
autumn, then wear 
it straightaway 

IN THIS ISSUE

LAST LOOK  

INGREDIENTS FOR A PERFECT 
SUMMER SOUP. PHOTOGRAPHED 

BY ERIC BOMAN.

TOTALLY CHILL, P. 166

Summer 
BLEND
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ANNA 
Wintour
I’d like to see 
Serena Williams 
carry the U.S. flag 
in the Parade of 
Nations in Rio.

Wendi MURDOCH
I’m hoping to go to Burning Man.

Taylor 
ANTRIM
Biking up Mont Ventoux.

SOKO
All I want to do is focus on music, 
lock myself up in the studio,  
and get lost in my little bubble.

IRINA Shayk
I can’t wait to get away 
to some chill place 
with no people around. 
My favorite is the 
Maldives—just white 
sand and blue water.

MARK 
Guiducci
Visiting Amalfi’s Li Galli 
islands, once home to 
Rudolf Nureyev.

Gigi HADID
I’ll be watching the 
Olympics. I’m a huge fan—
I’m the first person to throw 
a big food party, and I love 
every sport, but I always 
especially look forward to 
the equestrian events and 
the volleyball, obviously. 
And I’m so excited to watch 
Ashton Eaton.

JESSE 
Eisenberg
I’m looking forward 
to finally finishing the 
play I’ve been working 
on for three years 
and also overcoming 
the withdrawal from 
finishing the play I’ve 
been working on for 
three years.

EVE  
MacSweeney
Reliving my childhood by going 
to Greece and having my 
archaeologist mother show my 
sons the sites (and the sights).

My August What the world of Vogue is 
looking forward to this month.

TONNE Goodman
Being at Louse Point in 
Springs, where the boat is 
anchored, waiting to take us 
out to fish for dinner.

Mario TESTINO
I’m already picturing 
myself sailing and sleeping 
in the sun. Holidays are all 
about relaxing with friends.

Valerie 
STEIKER
Antiquing in Frenchtown.

GOODMAN’S BOAT 
AT LOUSE POINT. 

BURNING MAN 
MUSIC FESTIVAL 
IN NEVADA.

COVER GIRL 
GIGI HADID 

TAKES A 
SELFIE.
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Gigi is absolutely stunning and was far and 
away the very best person to star in an issue 
in which America’s Olympic hopefuls feature 
so prominently. (And I hear from Fashion Di-
rector Tonne Goodman, who styled the shoot, 
that the picture of her clearing the hurdles 
nanoseconds behind Ashton was entirely real!) 

Elsewhere, courage comes loaded with 
emotional fearlessness. I can’t imagine any-
one wouldn’t be moved by Delia Ephron’s 
tale of facing traveling again after the death 
of her husband, whom she’d been with for 33 
years; of how to see anew both the familiar 
and the unfamiliar terrain of life (“Journey 
Without a Map,” Up Front, page 62). Like-
wise, Wendi Murdoch found the strength to 
move on when her high-profile marriage to 
Rupert Murdoch dissolved in an equally high-

profile manner (“The Whirlwind,” page 156). Full disclosure: 
Wendi is a good friend of mine, and I have been extremely 
proud of her as she has sought out stability and a place out 
of the spotlight, focusing on her work and raising her two 
daughters. That’s hardly surprising, given how personally and 
professionally supportive she is—including tirelessly devoting 
a huge amount of her time to advising on last year’s Met gala 
and the opening of “China: Through the Looking Glass.”

Which brings me to someone whose support and guid-
ance on the Met gala has meant so much to me for more 
than a decade. Vogue’s brilliant Director of Special Projects  
Sylvana Ward Durrett, who started out as my assistant in 
2003, is leaving to launch a new online venture called Maison-
ette. In this instance I don’t know who is more brave: Sylvana 
for taking on the gala and every time making it ever more suc-
cessful, or me for accepting her resignation. I suspect she has 
the edge. Sylvana has, thank goodness, agreed to continue to 
consult on all things Met. That’s the thing about being brave: 
You can’t always go it alone. 

letter from the editor

Bravery can oftentimes be measured by the act 
of taking a first step. That’s certainly true of 
three extraordinary women who play leading 
roles in our August issue—women who haven’t 
so much stepped as bounded forward with 
huge leaps of faith. Our cover girl, Gigi Hadid, 

sharing the spotlight with world-record-holding decathlete 
Ashton Eaton (“Aiming High,” page 119), might not seem at 
first glance to define bravery, but when she sternly repudiated 
the vicious online sniping about her body last year she stood 
up not only for herself but for the many, many young women 
who don’t live up to some people’s ridiculous and extremely 
narrow—literally—ideal of a fashionable physique. We think 

Going 
STRONG

VIEW FROM THE TOP
WENDI MURDOCH,  

AT HOME IN NEW YORK, 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
NORMAN JEAN ROY.  

ONWARD, UPWARD
LEFT: GIGI HADID, PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
MARIO TESTINO. ABOVE: SYLVANA WARD 
DURRETT AT THE 2016 MET GALA. 
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Journey 
Without a Map

It was on a trip to Sicily with her 
husband that DELIA EPHRON found 

Siracusa, the setting for her  
new novel. When she went back,  

her life was about to change.

I  never traveled as a child. My mother had a rule—she 
had many, actually, like pick one hairdo and stick to 
it—but another was, vacations are for grown-ups. 
Except for being shipped by train from Los Angeles 
to a camp in Arizona every August where I became 
proficient in archery, I barely left home until I went 

to college. I eventually ended up in New York City, graduat-
ing from Barnard after two years at Connecticut College. On 
my way to Conn College the first time, my suitcase contain-
ing everything I owned fell off the New Haven Railroad train 
and was picked up by a train going in the other direction 
and was returned to me. In spite of that auspicious sign that 
leaving home, that taking trips, will in the end turn out well, 
I never developed travel muscles.
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BY THE SEA
ORTIGIA, THE OLD CITY OF SIRACUSA.
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opportunities. When it rained endlessly in Lisbon, we holed 
up in the hotel’s empty ballroom, and Richard taught us all 
bridge. When we were completely lost in Italy, Julia, while 
thumbing wildly through a small Italian phrase book, tried 
to ask an Italian for directions. The woman replied, in perfect 
English, “Do you speak English?” Frantic and confused, 
Julia forgot she actually did. She replied (in pidgin English), 
“A leeetle.” For days, for years actually, when one of us said 
“A leeetle” to each other, we fell apart.  

Something else I learned after we took their daughter Pop-
py with us to the South of France and Richard’s daughter 
Natasha to Umbria. . . . When we traveled with children, I 
would bring a mini drawing pad for each of us. Really mini, 
like three inches by five. At a café or on a park bench, we 

would all draw—each other, some monument across the way, 
the bottle of Orangina. We are all terrible artists, at least every-
one I have ever traveled with, and the kids are as good as the 
adults. Drawing levels the playing field. Also, to draw some-
thing, you have to look harder than if you simply snapped a 
photo. You see more.

Several years later my husband and I were in Siracusa. 
Siracusa is a falling-down place on the east coast of Sicily 

on the Ionian Sea. To reach it, we had to fly to Rome, then to 
Catania, and then drive an hour south. I have no idea why we 
went, although it was my idea. I talked Jerry into it because 
it seemed off the beaten track and I’d heard there was a great 
ice-cream place there. In one of my guidebooks, it said Sicily 
invented ice cream. We stayed in the old section called Ortigia, 
a small island connected to the rest of Siracusa by bridge. 
There are barely any trees in Ortigia, almost no green at all. 
In 212 b.c., the Romans conquered it and chopped the trees 
for lumber to build warships. It seems no one ever replaced 
them. The ground is almost entirely paved, some of it with 
beautiful patterned volcanic rock. There it stands, petrified 
but still inhabited. Needle-thin streets with ancient build-
ings, crumbling but sturdy, fanciful wrought-iron balconies 
decorated with miniature potted palms, flower boxes, or plastic 
windmills on sticks, cheap carnival prizes. The central square, 
Piazza Duomo, is magnificent. When I arrived at Siracusa, it 
was love at first sight. On the second day I thought, If I spend 
one more minute in this stone jail I’ll go mad.  

I was relieved to leave. It had also been the tail end of a trip 
that was tiring (some trips are), but the second I got home, I 
knew I would set my next novel there. I had always wanted 
to write about couples and travel. Being away from home 
intensifies emotions and friendships. A therapist once told me, 
regarding marriage, that love at first sight isn’t chemistry but 
psychology: one neurosis spotting its perfect neurotic match. 
That notion had always fascinated me. Siracusa seemed a 
good place to set this novel about two couples and a child 
on vacation. However, I realized that unlike the happy jaunts 
with Jerry, Richard, and Julia, I could create a fictional trip 
to this beautiful yet oppressive place, with 
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Here’s the thing about  
traveling with friends. Four can  

cope better than two

I married a man the first time around who didn’t like to 
travel either. Except to places like New England inns. Which 
we could get to in a car. Fear of travel was one of the few 
things my first husband and I had in common. We were scared 
together. Of Europe. Of things foreign. Perhaps of embar-
rassing ourselves. Of being thought rubes. Of a flight across 
the Atlantic. Of Parisians rumored to be rude to Americans. 

After six years, I got divorced, fell deeply in love, got mar-
ried, and a new chapter in travel began. My husband’s closest 
friend, Richard, fell in love with Julia around the time Jerry 
fell in love with me. We started traveling together.

Sometimes we would meet in Wales. They were English 
and moved there after leaving Los Angeles. Driving backward 
(which is how I think of English driving, where left is right and 
right is left) we would careen down narrow twisting country 
roads with high hedges on both sides to Whitebrook, where 
they lived in an eighteenth-century farmhouse on the River 
Wye. Often we would meet up in foreign cities. They were 
great travelers; Richard had been everywhere, once even had 
a job as a tea taster in Sri Lanka (then known as Ceylon), and 
Julia had broken wild horses in Australia. As a foursome we 
were fearless. Well, they were fearless, and we borrowed their 
bravery. All this travel, while adventurous to us, was basically 
tame. No one was climbing Mount Everest, although we did 
go to Cinque Terre together.

Cinque Terre is five villages nestled in the hills above the 
Italian Riviera. The English—this is a generalization but 
true—tend to be obsessed with what I think of as boot-camp 
vacations that they call “walking tours.” Richard and Julia 
went through a phase of this, which we avoided, but finally 
they talked us into taking a walking tour of Cinque Terre, 
which they assured us was hiking lite. To walk from one village 
to another in Cinque Terre, you have to go over a mountain. It 
takes eight hours. If you take the train between towns (through 
a tunnel), it takes three minutes. I didn’t know this until I got 
there. After being outfitted with a walking stick that Richard 
personally selected, I hiked from Monterosso al Mare to Ver-
nazza. (Downhill is worse, by the way. My hips almost died, 
and I was passed many times by Swedes sprinting along like 
mountain goats.) The next day they trekked and I took the 
train and sat in the sun in (I believe it was) Corniglia, reading 
and having cappuccinos until they arrived hours later. That 
night Jerry and I skipped the rest of Cinque Terre. We took a 
taxi to Porto Venere, a sweet flatter place, and waited for Julia 
and Richard to finish hiking and arrive there.

Here’s the thing about traveling with friends. 
Four can cope better than two. Also, traveling 
alone with your mate . . . well, it’s isolating. 
You can, for instance, run out of  things to 
say. You might find yourself  discussing the 

children all the time when the purpose of the trip was to 
get away from them. You might lose it if your mate takes a 
wrong turn on the Autostrada. Travel is unpredictable. This 
seems obvious to say, but you really don’t know which your 
good trips will be—on which trips weather will cooperate 
or on which you will have the random good luck of an ex-
traordinarily delicious romantic dinner or a burning sunset 
or perfect wave or a mind-blowing exhibit you fell upon by 
taking a wrong turn. With friends, mini catastrophes are 
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late, too; a lot of the Village is. I used to eat there when I came 
home at night from the hospital.

I was especially nervous to travel because even when Jerry 
wasn’t with me in the last years, he was a call or text away. 
“I’ll call when I land. I love you” were always my last words 
out the door. “Hey sweetie, I landed” was my first call off the 
plane. I had to learn to arrive home to an empty house. I had 
to wake up in hotel rooms and not reach for the phone to see 
what love note he emailed before he fell asleep or to call him 
to say good morning.

There are cities I can’t imagine going back to—but I hope 
to someday—because my memories of them are deeply and 
romantically tied to Jerry. Paris first and foremost. I can’t 
imagine walking across the Pont Neuf without him to take 
in that heart-stopping view of the Eiffel Tower in one di-
rection and Notre-Dame in the other. Once we rented an 
apartment with a mouse in it. Not intentionally, obviously. It 
raced back and forth across the bedroom. Being completely 
rodent phobic, both of us (a bond), we fled in the middle of 
the night. I look back so fondly on that madness. We did these 
crazy morning bakery walks. The idea was this: Take a long 
morning walk past many, many bakeries, go into all of them, 
and buy every single thing that catches your eye. Don’t hold 
back. We would start at Poilâne on Rue du Cherche-Midi 
and usually buy an apple turnover or sugar cookies or both; 
then we would head toward the Seventh Arrondissement and 
at Place des Invalides pick up Rue Saint-Dominique. There’s 

a concentration of bakeries there (at least there were). Final 
destination was Poujauran on a tiny street, Rue Jean Nicot. 
Their baguette, le traditionnel, was a must, as was their dense, 
not very sweet chocolate loaf. 

Then we would tote the pastries back to the hotel, order 
cappuccinos, and taste everything.

I could not return to Las Vegas for the opposite reason. We 
rarely left the hotel. In recent years we always stayed at the 
Wynn. Even their complimentary toothbrush is exceptional. 
We would arrive with lots of books to read, do minor damage 
at poker machines, and I occasionally did major damage at the 
malls. When Jerry was living his life only a little less actively, 
Las Vegas was the perfect destination. We were happy there.

For my first trip I decided to visit Julia and Richard in 
Wales, welcome in the New Year in their farmhouse, and 
cook on their Aga range, which I love to do. In my suitcase I 
smuggled some of Jerry’s ashes in a baggie tucked inside my 
green ballet flats.

It had been raining nonstop in Wales for weeks. On the 
only day the sun peeked through, we took a squishy little path 
away from their house to a spot where there was a peaceful 
and magical view across a creek (kept watch over by a stone 
Buddha), through ancient pines to emerald green hills. Julia 
read from Wallace Stegner’s Crossing to Safety, a novel about 
a lasting friendship between two couples.

We tossed Jerry’s ashes to the wind. 
�
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After 33 years of marriage,  
I am living in a new world. I am 

happiest with close friends. Or writing 

secrets and betrayals that would send the couples hurtling 
toward disaster.  

Of course, to set the story in Siracusa meant I had to go 
back. I’d been there only two days and hadn’t taken any pho-
tos or notes. I hadn’t even done a drawing.

It took me several years to get around to it, and when I did, 
my husband was sick. He had cancer, and although it was in 
remission, he wasn’t strong enough to take this trip with me. 
We had always traveled everywhere together.

I took my 25-year-old niece, Anna, for part of the trip. The 
rest I spent alone for the first time in a foreign city. Here was 
what made that great: I had to do what my characters would 
do. I had to pretend to be them, and therefore any anxieties 
went away. Because I wasn’t there; they were.

Finn liked to prowl bars late at night, and so Anna and I 
found ourselves in a dive bar painted a devil’s red, karaoke 
blaring at two in the morning. We hit Tinkitè, a popular 
hangout for singles with a loud local band shaking plaster 
off the ancient buildings while everyone danced in the street. 
Michael has illicit sex outdoors in hidden alcoves. I did not 
have sex in hidden alcoves, but I hunted for possible locations. 
On the other hand, there were things I didn’t want to do that 
my characters might, and thank God for Anna, who agreed 
to have a bikini wax in Siracusa.

It took me several years to write my novel Siracusa, and just 
after I finished, my husband died. On October 22.

After 33 years of marriage, I am living in a new world. So 
much of what I do is up for grabs. Do I eat dinner or skip 
dinner? Do I cook? If so, what, now that I am cooking for 
one? Where do I eat? At the table, on the bed, or at my desk?  
What music do I listen to? I went through a nostalgic Simon & 
Garfunkel phase, but it made me sadder. How do I inhabit my 
apartment? I never watch TV in bed anymore, for instance. I 
always watch in Jerry’s office. I truly don’t know how anything 
shakes out. People always ask, “How are you?,” emphasizing 
the are so I know it’s a serious question. The accurate answer 
is “altered,” but that sounds weird. (I usually just say, “Fine” 
or “I have no idea.”) Much of my grieving is not knowing how 
I feel or how an experience as simple as grocery shopping or 
seeing a play will affect me. Coming home is always difficult. I 
am grateful for the sound of my dog thumping down the stairs 
to greet me. Being at parties or events where I don’t know 
people feels especially lonely. I am happiest with close friends. 
Or writing. That has always been a solitary experience. I know 
who I am when I do it. Work—any work, I suspect—is clearly 
a good thing. As for trying to articulate my grief, I feel so inad-
equate that to say anything seems to cheapen Jerry’s memory.

W hen I first thought about traveling after 
Jerry died, I couldn’t even imagine leav-
ing my block. I live in Greenwich Vil-
lage, a friendly place alive with people 
at all hours. I was comforted by the “ac-

tion” outside my building, a reminder that life goes on. The 
city was like a friend who was always there for me. And Green-
wich Village is a village. When I walked by the antique-jewelry 
store, Ron came out to give me a chocolate bar; the woman at 
the dry cleaners gave me a hug. I know I can always walk into 
Il Cantinori and sit at the bar alone, undisturbed, and have my 
favorite dinner, grilled calamari and sautéed spinach. It’s open 
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I didn’t want to be in Providence in January of 1980. 
I had been living in Santa Cruz, California, where 
the winters were sunny and people the same. Brown 
University, with its old brick buildings in a grim 
industrial city, seemed like prison in comparison. 
But I was willing to serve my time. I didn’t know 
a soul and rented an apartment far from campus.

My second Saturday night I showed up at a shingled house 
for a transfer-student party. It was stuffy and smoky, and I 
felt invisible. I was about to leave when I came upon a florid-
cheeked girl with corn-silk hair at the front door. She looked 
like Alice in a room she had magically outgrown. Her nose 
and mouth were in the mail slot. 

“What are you doing?” I asked.
She jumped up. “I was just getting some air,” she said.
I asked her name. She told me it was Barbara. 
“Are you a piano teacher from Indiana?” I asked.
She tilted her head to the side. “No, but why do you ask?”
I asked because her skirt and sweater were so modest, her 

tone so gentle. She exuded surprising humility for someone as 
beautiful as Catherine Deneuve. A blast of music came from 
the upstairs dance floor. Talking Heads. 

“Want to?” I asked.
From the moment we started moving, me 

pogo dancing as if plugged into a socket, she 
waving her hands around with the grace of 
a Kathakali dancer, I felt my spirits rise. Our 
first weeks together felt like a courtship. At 
night I walked her to her dorm, where she 
turned me on to Lene Lovich and Roxy Mu-
sic’s shimmering “Spin Me Round.” On his 
album cover in a white dinner jacket, Bryan 
Ferry made us swoon to “Another Time, 
Another Place.” I worried about telling her 
about my sexuality. I didn’t want to rewire 
the electricity between us, regardless of my 
unwavering interest in men. 

One night we were party-hopping. A 
hulking student yanked on the blue ban-
danna I was wearing around my neck that I 
thought suggested French New Wave.

“What are you, gay?” he asked. 
I blushed and without responding took 

Barbara by the arm and moved on. I felt 
uncomfortable for the rest of the evening. 
But even when I walked her home through a 
heavy snow to say good night, I said nothing. 
Then I called her at 2:00 a.m. 

“I should have told him I’m gay,” I said.
She sighed. “Forget it, that guy was a 

jerk.” 
My heart pounded. I was coming out to 

a person who felt like the love of my life. I 
hung up worried it would be over between 
us. But the next day she said she could see 
I was different from other men and she 

wasn’t surprised I was gay. With that behind us, the fun and 
infatuation accelerated. She egged me on to write a poem on 
the white walls of her dorm building. I cooed over her trippy 
Technicolor drawings and posed for the black-and-white 
photographs she took with a vintage camera that captured 
life in a dreamlike blur. One was of me in a tuxedo with a 45 
record on my head. We danced around campus like sprites.

One of the physical aspects defining adolescence is an 
explosion of neural connections that encourages risk and 
unchecked enthusiasm. We looked at everything intensely, 
even when sitting in the dark waving cigarettes to Bowie’s 
“Sound and Vision.” She gave me confidence. Everything 
about her spoke to a kind of playfulness and poetry I had 
inside but didn’t always know how to express. We found it 
together in daily life. She called it the theater of the moment. 

One day in April, with forsythia in bloom and buds ap-
pearing on magnolia trees, I waited for her on a bench on 
the campus green. It was barely warm enough for plaid 
Bermudas and a bike. She was back from a devastating New 
York weekend. Her boyfriend had broken up with her. She 
was feeling bruised. 

“And there you were—shorts, bike, 
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sunglasses,” she later recalled, “to say, ‘Barbara, it’s 
spring,’ and the warmth inside me just burst!” 

When we separated for our summer jobs, she wrote 
exquisite letters from Maine. Her handwriting was 
measured and gracious. But her observations and 
drawings were something else—with pastel blasts of 
wind, squiggles of glittering water, cursive letters slant-
ing as if blowing off the page, punk and pretty. 

We moved in together that fall, and the modest top 
floor of a clapboard home on a tree-lined street became 
our Pee-Wee’s playhouse. We spun “The Hokey Pokey” 
on the stereo until it scared our roommates. We deco-
rated the living room with drawings and projected family 
movies on the walls. One February night I was walking 
home on my birthday and looked up to see strands of 
pink ribbon blowing from dozens of icy tree branches. 
Nobody but Barbara would do that. She had boyfriends 
on and off. I did not, and it hardly bothered me, because I 
knew she was mine.

Eventually the performance art, graffiti poems, 
videos, installations, and other projects that made 
sleep expendable ended. Graduation came. I went 
off to work for an experimental theater in Italy. 
She moved to Manhattan to make art. But when 

her mother developed a brain tumor in Ohio, she went home 
to help and never lived on the East Coast again. 

“I just felt it was time to go,” she told me later.
For years after college, her influence was strong—in the 

music I played, the way I looked at art, and in the letters I 
wrote her. I made pilgrimages to Ohio, where she showed 
me hand-decorated mailboxes, old amusement parks, and 
glimpses of the innocent Americana that informed the same 
playful kitsch aesthetic I was seeing on St. Marks Place with 
Devo and the Waitresses as the sound track. But New York, 
as much as it is a place for play, makes you aware like nowhere 
else of not just making a living but making a mark. As I 
struggled to become a writer and she got a master’s in video 
education, our letters become more logistical and less lyrical. 
When she told me she was getting married, I was still single. 
I told her it made me sad to lose her but that at least it was 
to a nice guy who looked like me. I played the ukulele at her 
wedding—in an old lakeside amusement park—with a cho-
rus of friends singing a song I had written for the occasion. 

I don’t think I’m the only one who has cried at a friend’s 
wedding for something other than joy. I was mourning the 
loss of the collaborative paradise that Barbara and I shared. 

We kept our spark going as best we could, and while it 
wasn’t always easy to find our rhythm, we didn’t give up on 
each other. But as the decades passed, I felt frustrated that 
this quiet light bristling with talent had settled back into her 
pleasant hometown an hour’s drive from Cleveland. She was 
living with her husband, an arborist, their only son, and her 
soft-spoken mother—now recovered—in her 200-year-old 
childhood home with a big garden, a situation that sounded 
idyllic but made it hard to want to visit. She helped start the 
local public-access TV station and was making hand-printed 
linens that a store co-owned by Carly Simon was selling on 
Martha’s Vineyard. Her work got to Diane Sawyer, Katharine 

Graham of The Washington Post, and, through friends, to 
John Kennedy Jr. and Carolyn Bessette. But when I pressed to 
help her promote her work—I had become a New York style 
journalist with connections by then—she demurred. 

I don’t know why I was so disappointed. Barbara did not 
want to use her beauty or talent to push herself the way so 
many do in the hectic self-promotional world I’d come to 
inhabit. She loved her pretty town and felt conviction docu-
menting parades and producing videos on local history. She 
was more at home in her world than I was in mine, I realized, 
as I kept flailing for attention and “likes” on social media. 

Last summer she flew east. She came with me to a reading at 
a Connecticut bookstore from a memoir I had written, and I 
was immensely happy to have her there. Afterward, we drove 
to our beloved Providence. We walked in our slow, deliber-
ate way on College Hill and quacked very quietly into each 
other’s ears as we once did on the way to class each morning. 
I pointed out where I had shot a video of her. She pointed 
out the street she had walked to her waitressing job, feeling 
slightly ridiculous in the outfits I insisted she wear: elaborate 
thrift-store gowns and lipstick that obscured the natural 
beauty of her clear green eyes and opalescent skin.

I cringed a little and apologized if I had pushed her too far. 
“You always extended situations beyond where I would take 
them,” she said, “but they were usually such good ideas that I 
ended up thinking, Well, why not?” We turned a corner onto 
the street where we used to live. “I still feel that way,” she said.

When we reached the clapboard house we once shared, 
we sat down on the steps just as we had many years before. 
People passed by pushing strollers, riding bikes, and walking 
dogs. Shadows changed; clouds drifted above the rustling 
maple and oak trees. We inhaled the softness and quiet. It was 
our theater of the moment, rich with poetry. 

�
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EDITORS: MARK HOLGATE & MARK GUIDUCCI

Broad City Exactly who are the culprits who kick-started 
the New Wave–y, Dynasty-tastic, monster-
shouldered vibe now strutting its utterly vulgar 
stuff around fashion? Offenders line up, please. 
I’d like to kiss you. There is nothing quite as weird 

as the megawatt electric shock of seeing the eighties being 
fed back into the system—at least not if you’re old enough 
to still have the horrors about the 

The new urban silhouette starts with  
a strong shoulder. By Sarah Mower.

Talking Fashion
POWER PLAY
MODEL CAITIE 

GREENE WEARS A 
KENZO COAT, $3,045; 
KENZO.COM. LANVIN 

BLOUSE ($2,900) 
AND EARRINGS; 

LANVIN, NYC. 
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Talking Fashion 
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flash trend

SERENA 
WILLIAMS 
IN LAQUAN 
SMITH. 

LAUREN 
SANTO 
DOMINGO 
IN DOLCE & 
GABBANA 
ALTA MODA.  

JULIA CAREY 
IN GUCCI.

SOFÍA 
SANCHEZ 
DE BETAK IN 
DANNIJO.

LOUISE 
PARKER IN 
CHANEL.

ELLE 
FANNING IN 

ELIE SAAB.

Medalists

supposed crimes against taste committed in that decade. I 
ought to be one of them, having done power shoulders, gold 
doorknocker earrings, and white cone-heeled Maud Frizon 
lookalike pumps with the rest of the Voguettes back in the 
day. Quelle horreur, then, to witness Hedi Slimane going out 
with an eighties flashback to giant shoulders, clingy minis, 
puffball skirts, and glitzy bows at Saint Laurent? There were 
some women in the audience turning rigid. I slunk out before 
I had to speak to anyone. Sorry—but I loved it. 

This much I’ve come to recognize about fashion when it’s 
on the turn: The second there’s a full-force parent-baiting fris-
son in the air, something unstoppable is about to run amok. 

It’s always turbocharged when it’s about young people dress-
ing up and having a ridiculous amount of fun—particularly 
in times that are really not so much fun. Like now. Why 
should girls and boys live by hoodies, sneakers, undone hair, 
and no makeup alone? Collective fashion has to come up with 
useful reasons to be, and cheering up is one of them. Street 
utility is one way of being relevant; feeding the outrageously 
flashy party-and-dancing instinct is the other way—and it’s 
extra-specially useful when it annoys the grown-ups by mak-
ing them feel, well, old. It’s healthy when a generation draws 
a demarcation line between what they can wear and what 
others categorically, definitively, 

Gold, silver, and bronze are 
glittery shades of choice at 
events Olympic and otherwise.
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FOR YOUR FAVORITE LOOK IN 
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ALL THAT GLITTERS
CLOCKWISE FROM TOP 

LEFT: MANOLO BLAHNIK 
NADIRA SHOE, $1,030; 

BERGDORF GOODMAN, 
NYC. JIMMY CHOO ANOUK 

HEEL, $1,050; JIMMYCHOO 
.COM. PAUL ANDREW 

ZENADIA JEWEL PUMP, 
$825. PAULANDREW.COM.  

MIU MIU HEEL, $1,350; 
MIUMIU.COM. 

Twinkle TOES

can’t, and it feels like a long time since 
we’ve—I mean you’ve—had that.

So bring it on, girls and boys. You 
absolutely should be parading about 
in out-there shoulders, metallic fab-
rics, and teeny draped dresses that your 
mothers have not witnessed since the 
heydays of  Joan and Jackie Collins, 
Krystle Carrington, and Ivana Trump. 
Do run to Marc Jacobs’s resort col-
lection for your gold lamé wrapped 
skirts, zebra-print jackets, and high-
waist jeans. Do raid our wardrobes (and 
thrift shops) for the tacky unwearables  
middle-aged women have spent 30 
years distancing themselves from!

The cordon sanitaire of elapsed time 
ensures that a new generation is coming 
to this unprejudiced. In any case, the 
eighties look in 2016 is more a ques-
tion of reappropriating the silhouette—
wide shoulders, streamlined shapes, 
shoes and thigh-high boots with pin-
thin heels—configurations we didn’t 
actually wear while dancing to Robert 
Palmer at Area in 1985. 

Forensic examination shows that the 
shoulder volumes at Kenzo, Gucci, and 
Prada have a kind of drooping, sloping 
incline—the width is added where the 
sleeves puff. That one’s never happened 
before. Girls might—à la Miuccia—
also choose to pair one of those roomy 
jackets with just a pair of argyle tights. 
Who knows how everything will settle 
down into a set of rules—if at all? Fash-
ion is constantly experimenting with 
what goes with what and changing at 
the speed of Snapchat.

I’d say the proportions have been 
triggered, in part, by the oversize jack-
ets brought back by Demna Gvasalia 
(born 1981) at Vetements via Martin 
Margiela, though that’s a nineties refer-
ence. JW Anderson (born 1984) had a 
definite hand in it, too, with his gargan-
tuan leg-of-mutton sleeves for spring 
2016, a wild hybrid of eighties Princess 
Diana and Vivienne Westwood pirate-
squiggle print—one of those shocks 
that switch fashion sensibilities to a 
new channel. It’s evolving, though, on 
the streets—where it’s been the year of 
cropped tops and high-waisted, gath-
ered pants. To misquote the deathless 
1984 ZZ Top hit, it’s got legs. No? Oh, 
go on—find it on YouTube. There’s a 
whole video’s worth of inspiration for 
someone. 

�

Come fall, I’m trading rings on my fingers for jewels on my toes. 
I won’t be bothered with bangles—not even heirlooms. The only 
accessory I want for the upcoming season is a pair of high-impact 
decorated shoes like the gleaming spike heels that purposefully came 
down Demna Gvasalia’s Balenciaga-debut runway—and I’m not alone. 
Paul Andrew goes for the glitterati, mounting a disco ball–like orb to 
his signature Zenadia stiletto. Manolo Blahnik, perhaps the pump-zero 
originator of the idea in the early eighties, is still producing crystal-
encrusted styles, most recently the Nadira. And Sandra Choi has 
introduced to Jimmy Choo her penchant for pinning vintage brooches 
to her shoes, with expertly employed embellishments adding sparkle to 
her stride. “It’s like jewelry for your feet,” she says. While a scanty dress 
may have once seemed like the perfect complement, a semiprecious 
party-ready pump begs for an unpretentious, laid-back approach—pair 
it with everything from an oversize parka to track pants.—RACHEL WALDMAN 
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Qatari-American artist, film-
maker, and writer Sophia  

Al-Maria spent this past 
spring camping out in 
malls in the Middle East, 
training her camera on 
late-night marble-floor 
polishers and placing lone 

abaya-clad figures in the eerily empty shop-
scape. The resulting video series, Black Fri-
day, will make its debut at the Whitney on 
July 26—Al-Maria’s first solo show in the 
United States. 

It’s an introduction of sorts to a visionary 
working in several media. Her memoir, The Girl Who Fell to 
Earth, published in 2012, mines her childhood growing up 
between Tacoma, Washington, and Doha, Qatar, where in re-
cent decades desert malls began popping up at a dizzying rate. 
Al-Maria’s fascination isn’t with the stores per se (“the last 
place anyone should go to find inspiration,” she says) but with 
the feeling of being lost in the sensations of consumerism. 

Black Friday sees Al-Maria’s figures sprawled on the mall 
floors. “These people have shopped till they dropped—they’re 
casualties of shopping,” she says. The numbing, lullabye 
luster of mall architecture is a universal experience, whether 
you’re shopping in the States or the Persian Gulf.

“Even if you’re conscious of it walking into the space, it’s 
total hypnosis,” Al-Maria says. 

“She is so incredibly articulate in terms of how she speaks 
and writes about these ideas,” says Whitney associate curator 

Christopher Y. Lew (who has also been charged with co-
curating the 2017 Whitney Biennial). “She’s able to keep this 
truly global perspective.” Al-Maria has coined the term Gulf 
futurism to describe her work, which is about the clash of 
tradition in the region highlighted by a recent decade’s rush 
of glass-and-metal towers and luxury brands. It comes as 
little surprise, then, to learn that Al-Maria, 32, always wears 
silver lamé pants while working. “That’s my power gear,” she 
says. “It’s very comfortable and very fabulous.” Otherwise, 
her wardrobe choices gravitate to black. “Because I was going 
back and forth between the Gulf and the States and London 
and Cairo, I didn’t want to worry about what was under my 
abaya,” she says. Her favorite abayas are designed by her 
24-year-old sister Noora, who employs Japanese-inspired 
motifs and minimalist fabrics—a welcome palette-cleanser 
from the aesthetics of shopping malls.—KATHERINE BERNARD

TA L K I N G  FA S H I O N > 9 2

FORCE OF NATURE
THE ARTIST, PHOTOGRAPHED 
AT LONDON’S BARBICAN 
CONSERVATORY, WEARING 
PACO RABANNE. 

Sophia Al-Maria makes her U.S. solo debut 
at the Whitney Museum.

Hidden HILL
Sequestered on the rocky northern coast of Mallorca  
by a single vertiginous road, Deià has been attracting 
creative types in search of solace for more than a century. 
From the writer Robert Graves, who was first recommended 
the Balearic hamlet by Gertrude Stein, to Annie Lennox 
and her daughter Tali, a painter, to photographers Mario 
Sorrenti and Ellen von Unwerth, to designer Sybilla 
Sorondo Myelzwinska, to Kate Moss, Deiàns are universally 
attracted to its soft-pedaled way of life. There is no fine 
dining, certainly no grande dame hotel, and the town’s 
steadfast rusticity remains a source of pride. (As does its 
privacy: Sofía Sanchez de Betak, who with her husband, 
Alex, has a home in Deià where red wine is served on tap, 
regularly asks her guests not to geotag their Instagrams.) 
“The place is impossible,” as one Deiàn puts it. “And that’s 
what makes it magical.”—M.G.

ALL DEIÀ LONG
THE ANCIENT TOWN ON 
MALLORCA’S COAST.

flash away

GULF Stream
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T hey do make me 
think very eighties,” 
says Arizona Muse 
of  my look—built 
a round Versace 
navy stretch stirrup 
pants—over dinner 

at Spring Place, a new members’ club 
in Tribeca. I’m test-driving the stirrup 
pant circa now, after its recent fall-run-
way resurrection. Once a staple for aer-
obicized hardbodies, the stirrup pant 
had been recently consigned to fash-
ion obscurity. “Perhaps not on a date 
night,” chips in our diplomatic host, 
events organizer Amanda Sheppard. 

Despite some trepidation—I haven’t 
donned a pair since a childhood ski 
trip to Sweden—I am sold by the sil-
houette. And while the corridors of 
Vogue may be fashion-liberal (a slick 
of PVC here, a Crayola-bright Mongo-
lian fur there), the office did universally 
note the leg-lengthening potential of 
stirrups before I headed off to dinner. 
Cut like salopettes—flat-fronted, with 
a snap fastening—they possess an easy 
glamour when topped with a gossamer 
merino turtleneck and finished in a 
crystal-embellished Manolo Blahnik 
spike heel à la Demna Gvasalia’s 
Balenciaga debut.

There have been some valiant attempts—from Céline, 
Stella McCartney, and others—to bring back the silhouette 
in the past decade. Now, though, with our collective taste for 
performancewear holding strong, they feel somehow more 
believable, less of a novelty piece.

The key to success? The pull. Tautness is essential for a 
streamlined effect (clever Donatella Versace placed adjustable 
Greek fret elastic on hers). And as this look is all about the 
legs, the longer the better—with waistlines climbing north-
ward like those of the Incroyables in Directoire-era France.  

I discover a miracle in a pair of vintage black Alaïa—
a score from 1stdibs, with the passing years having no effect 

HIGH AND MIGHTY
MODEL CAITIE GREENE WEARS VERSACE STIRRUP PANTS 

AND A CROPPED TURTLENECK ($795); SELECT VERSACE 
BOUTIQUES. SERGIO ROSSI SHOES. LANVIN EARRINGS.

Loop 
Dreams

viewTalking Fashion 

on the twang of the Lycra. Worn with a blazer, they turn 
out to be ideal for work when tucked into a beatnik ballet 
pump (the exposed elastic is for heels only). They also prove 
handy when I am recruited, on the morning following a 
wedding at Ireland’s Lismore Castle, to join a kayaking 
expedition. I’m christening my sporty update—a nod to 
Gvasalia’s astute pairing of stirrup pants and nifty puff-
er jackets at Balenciaga—black cling on the Blackwater. 
—EMMA ELWICK-BATES

For uptown or downhill—
the chic stirrup pant returns. 
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T here is nothing common about Capri. The 
island exudes extravagance. For starters, 
you’ve got to get there, and the drive from 
Naples to the port is . . . adventurous, and 
then there’s the ferry (or private speed-
boat or yacht). When the sea is calm it’s 
one thing, but if  the waters are choppy, 

you’ll breathe a sigh of  relief  once you spy the island’s 
outline in the distance. My first encounter with Capri was 
as a teenager on a trip with my mum and some friends. I 
remember such a brutally rough ocean that my best friend 
and I arrived nauseated and traumatized. This time I was 
luckier: all smooth sailing, the island sparkling with evening 
lights, ready as I was to party.

The main reason for my trip was Giovanna Battaglia 

and Oscar Engelbert’s three-day wedding extravaganza. It 
started with a “casual” takeover of the island’s main square 
for a night of pizza slices and opera sung from the balconies. 
The bride joined in, too, singing Italian classics in her Alaïa 
feathered dress. The next day, bride and groom tied the knot 
on the brink of a cliff, a fairy-tale setting despite the blister-
ing summer sun. The bride wore a custom McQueen gown 
with meters and meters of train, and made two more outfit 
changes throughout the night (shedding the skirt of her Mc-
Queen gown for dinner and, later, wearing Giambattista Valli 
to boogie). We danced high above the sea surrounded by a 
spectacular laser show. There were fireworks, a giant wedding 
cake for late-night sugar hits, et cetera, et cetera.

If that wasn’t enough, the next night was meant to be a 
“celebration of exaggeration.” This involved being shipped 
out to sea and finding ourselves on an enormous barge entirely 
transformed into a sort of Studio 54–meets–Baz Luhrmann 
set, bathed in red and blue, otherworldly bare-chested beauties 
covered in glitter and feathered headpieces sprawled around, 
and thumping electro beats to keep us moving. . . . 

What a miracle that I found two friends the next morning 
to venture out with me in search of some true Mediterra-
nean spirit and to sweat off some of the party toxins. Leav-
ing the busy part of the island, we found laundry hung in 
backyards, barking dogs, locals gossiping, tiny little shops 
brimming with fresh fruit: This was the only moment I 
actually felt like myself. We were on a mission to Villa Lysis, 
a jewel of a place accessible only 

ON A HIGH NOTE
GIOVANNA WAS ALL SMILES FOR THREE DAYS STRAIGHT. HERE 
SHE IS ON OUR FIRST NIGHT, IN HER FEATHERED ALAÏA DRESS. 

OVER THE EDGE
LEFT: CAPRI IS ALL ABOUT ROCKS 
AND CLIFFS—IT TAKES A BIT OF SKILL 
TO FIGHT YOUR WAY TO THE DEEP 
BLUE. BELOW: ALEXIA NIEDZIELSKI 
AND I WALK THROUGH TOWN, AND 
TOURISTS, TO GET TO THE WEDDING. 

TNT

WANT MORE OF THE UNEXPECTED?  

FOLLOW TNT’S ADVENTURES AT VOGUE.COM/TNT.

BROUGHT TO YOU BY THE ALL-NEW 2016 CHEVROLET MALIBU.
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Elisabeth TNT returns to the island of 
Capri for some midsummer R & R—
romance and revelry, of course. 
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Talking Fashion 
on foot. The villa sits on one of the most scenic spots on 
Capri, high on cliffs overlooking the glittering ocean. We 
wandered around the pretty garden and took in the pillars 
of the house partially covered in gold murals, running up 
to an inscription, amori et dolori sacrum, that gives the 
history away. The villa was built by the French aristocrat 
Baron Jacques d’Adelswärd-Fersen in 1905 as a sort of love 
nest for him and his young Roman lover, Nino. The place fit 
perfectly into Capri’s lavish spirit.

On another day we hiked to the charming restaurant La 
Fontelina, an island staple. Under striped umbrellas on sun 
beds scattered among the rocks, we took dips in the blue 
water followed by spaghetti with zucchini (an Amalfi classic).

Yes, Capri is a spoiling little place accustomed to silver-
spooned regulars, but I dare say the island can be a tad 
spoiled, too. The day I arrived, my taxi spat me out on a 
random piazza, the driver indicating I should make my way 
through the pedestrian center without any help, my two suit-
cases in tow. The hotel’s concierge, whom I called for help, 
was concerned with more pressing matters, so I contemplated 
for a moment what exactly to do. Then I remembered where 
I was. Italy! I spotted my victim: a friendly-looking Capriote 
on a Vespa with a platform in the back perfect for my needs. I 
almost tackled him, then climbed aboard, and was en route to 
the hotel. Capri may not be common, perhaps, but thankfully 
I do have a bit of common sense. 

�

Like New York’s Bushwick or Miami’s 
Wynwood, Los Angeles’s Hayden Tract in 
Culver City has in recent years undergone 
a high-buff cleanup. A former industrial 
zone, the neighborhood evolved to support 
the city’s postwar film boom but then fell 
into disrepair as studios dispersed and 
manufacturers moved offshore. Though 
it has bounced back of late (mainly as an 
office park for creative types), it’s about 
to become a proper destination thanks to 
Nevena Borissova, the owner of the luxury 
boutique chain Curve, and English furniture–
and–home design maestro Tom Dixon, who 
have partnered in the Shop: Curve x Tom 
Dixon, opening this month at Platform, Hayden Tract’s glistening 
new lifestyle mecca. (Others in the complex: Aesop, Blue Bottle 
Coffee, sunglasses maven Linda Farrow, and, of course, SoulCycle.)

Borissova displays her wares as one might stock an ultramodern 
home, with Alexander Wang’s grungy, slogan-stamped knits or 
Altuzarra’s artisanal saddlebags resting beneath polished orb 
chandeliers. (Other labels on the Shop’s roster include Proenza 

Schouler, MM6 Maison Margiela, and Rodarte, with the last 
creating custom pieces like bomber jackets and easy, beachy 
T-shirts loaded with SoCal street swagger.) Dixon’s task was to 
set the bones of the home in his eccentric–yet–clean lined 
aesthetic. “My logic is to break out of the perceived wisdom of 

how you do things,” he says. What that means: He wants 
to sell his pieces amid the pace and eclecticism of fashion. 

Are synergies achieved? Yes, in roughly 10,000 square feet 
of hyperglossed retail nirvana replete with dining, a soon-to-
be-launched guest-curator program, and more exclusive–
to–Hayden Tract goods. “We’re doing things that are slightly 
extravagant,” says Dixon. “There will be some fluoro and 
some King Kong chairs.” Borissova jumps in: “They’re winged 
and in all-black shearling—they’re insane.”—NICK REMSEN

viewAhead  
of the Curve

BRIGHT IDEAS
THE SHOP’S 
COLLECTIBLES 
INCLUDE TOM 
DIXON COPPER 
PENDANT 
LIGHTING 
(ABOVE) AND 
AN EXCLUSIVE 
RODARTE 
FLIGHT JACKET. 
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all eyes on

Of  the numerous cultural moments that 
Beyoncé’s Lemonade has sparked—may 
we all be bold enough to accessorize Pe-
ter Dundas’s marigold plissé ruffles with 
a baseball bat—the most incendiary has 
surely been the closing lyric of “Sorry”: 

“He better call Becky with the good hair.” In fact, the line 
was written by Beyoncé’s collaborator Diana Gordon, 
a 30-year-old singer-songwriter from South Jamaica, 
Queens. “One day a magical Uber arrived, and I met her 
in the studio,” Gordon says of being summoned by Queen 
B. “We clicked, we told jokes, we ordered food. It felt like 
being with an old girlfriend.” (Gordon also earned writing 
credits on “Don’t Hurt Yourself” and “Daddy Lessons,” 
the latter a country song recently covered by the Dixie 
Chicks.) “Beyoncé respected me as both a woman and an 
artist. That was new for me.” 

At nineteen, Gordon signed her first record deal, using 
the professional name Wynter, and was immediately thrust 
into the nightclub-touring world of dance music. “I didn’t 
have a sense of self—at all,” she says. Instead, she found 
herself “being formulated by a bunch of guys.” (Consider, 
for instance, that Wynter was the name her former man-
ager, a man, had also given his daughter.) More than a 
decade later and now signed to indie label 4AD, Gordon 
is not only using her given name, she’s ready to follow 
up her Lemonade success this month with a debut of her 
own. No surprise that it’s a single called “The Legend Of.” 
—MARK GUIDUCCI

GORDONDiana

RING THE ALARM
THE MUSICIAN WEARS A 
PHILOSOPHY DI LORENZO 
SERAFINI DRESS AND THE 
FRYE COMPANY BOOTS.

RIHANNA 
IN FAITH 
CONNEXION.

AMANDLA 
STENBERG 

IN CHANEL.

KATY PERRY IN 
VALENTINO.

Whether in the city  
or on the water,  
blue is the summer’s 
warmest color. Azure thing

INDRÉ 
ROCKEFELLER 
IN JOHANNA 
ORTIZ.

flash trend
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 W hen British makeup artist Charlotte 
Tilbury started working in the fash-
ion industry more than 20 years ago, 
her claim to fame was “the Tilbury 
tap”—a skin-prep technique involv-
ing a base of homespun moisturizer 

that clients asked for by its unofficial name: Magic Cream. 
“That’s why I was booked,” Tilbury admits, “to create dreamy 
skin.” Three years ago, the flame-haired face painter made it 
official by including the illuminating and plumping salve in her 
debut product range, which brought easy-to-use color kits and 
relatable, complete looks to her legions of fans.

EDITOR: CELIA ELLENBERG
Beauty

FREE SPIRIT
KATE MOSS, THE 

FACE OF CHARLOTTE 
TILBURY’S DEBUT 

PERFUME, IN A 
CHLOÉ DRESS. 

PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
SØLVE SUNDSBØ. 
FASHION EDITOR: 

GEORGE CORTINA.

Wıth desire   
as inspiration 
and Kate 
Moss as muse, 
Charlotte Tılbury 
introduces   
her first-ever 
fragrance.  

Passion
Project
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Key to the line’s success has been Tilbury’s 
mission to “bring glamour back” to beauty 
by channeling an unabashed femininity that 
she feels can be universally achieved. “When 
you put someone’s makeup on, you can make 
them look like the most attractive and beau-
tiful version of themselves,” she tells me on 
an early-summer afternoon at her offices in 
West London. Tilbury is wearing her de facto 
uniform, a vintage bohemian dress and sky-
high heels; her signature auburn strands have 
been teased to bombshell proportions. But 
we are not talking about her makeup collec-
tion today, as Tilbury is preparing to launch 
her second beauty offering: a very personal 
fragrance project called Scent of a Dream.

“I believe there is a thread,” she says of the link between 
both endeavors while cradling the perfume’s faceted, talis-
man-like flacon between bejeweled fingers. The most obvious 
connection is that, much like her Magic Cream, the original 
Scent of a Dream is something Tilbury concocted herself. As 
a girl growing up in Ibiza, she used to mix her own oils and es-
sences. “People always wanted to know what I was wearing,” 
she recalls. But the fragrance also builds on the hedonistic sen-
suality she has become known for: While Tilbury’s cosmetics 
affect physical attraction on a visual level, her fragrance has 
been formulated to generate “an emotional pathway to the 
brain and to the sex receptors.” In other words, she continues, 
it is designed to incite “a desire that you can’t control.”

Whether Scent of a Dream is capable of 
the kind of seduction that can produce “ol-
factory ecstasy,” as Tilbury claims, is not 
quantifiable. But psychoactive notes like 
fire-tree, amber, and the synthetic compound  
Hedione—which react with the body’s own 
pheromones and have a proven neurological 
effect—are hard to resist when blended with 
big bursts of erotic florals like rose, tuberose, 
and jasmine. “I have perfume stalkers,” Til-
bury insists, recounting stories about being 
chased through airports and into the bath-
room at London’s Chiltern Firehouse by 
women—and men—desperate to know the 
name of her perfume.

Bottling that kind of unforgettable allure 
comes down to Tilbury’s infectious “witchy electricity,” offers 
Kate Moss, an old friend and the face of the fragrance. The 
supermodel, who is also godmother to Tilbury’s two children, 
received the perfume’s first sample and remains a big fan. 
“I spray myself in the misting way that Marilyn Monroe used 
to spray a halo around her. There is an old-school drama to 
it,” Moss explains of the indulgent application technique.

The Moss/Monroe comparison is one that Tilbury likes 
to make as well when discussing the kinds of women who 
physically embody Scent of  a Dream, women who can 
“change the molecular structure of a room” by entering it. 
There is a similar power in leaving a fragrance trail just as 
distinctive.—JESSICA DINER 

 SMOOTH

Beauty Fragrance

Tools Operator

For as long as she can remember, Marisa Newman has 
been obsessed with two things: “art and depilation,”  
the former gallerist says with a laugh. Her latest venture 
combines both interests into an elevated collection  
of shave products offering an alternative to pink plastic 

for like-minded aesthetes. Mave, her six-piece grooming ritual,  
is built around a custom razor with a sculptural, easy-to-grip  
white resin handle that bears a striking resemblance to Brancusi’s 
marble Bird in Space. While the design celebrates form, the 
blade is all industry-tested function: After considerable market 
research, Newman manufactured her razor to fit Gillette Venus 
heads, which she buys in bulk and handsomely repackages 
in slide-top paper boxes (at no extra cost), effectively bypassing 
the locked cases at the drugstore. Just as much thought went into 
the range’s chamomile-laced exfoliant, a body oil with soothing 
arnica and aloe, and a shave cream that owes its decadent lather 
to a gentle coconut-derived surfactant. Each one comes delicately 
scented with Fleur Cardamom, a tea-inspired essential-oil blend 
also available as an eau de parfum. Even the British-style shaving 
brush features cruelty-free synthetic bristles that mimic classic 
badger. It’s all part of a larger mission Newman traces back 
to graduate school. “I did my thesis on the Russian Constructivist 
Vladimir Tatlin and his work with everyday objects, trying to make 
them more beautiful,” she reveals—which might explain her 
expertise on the subject. mavenewyork.com.—LAURA REGENSDORF 

MODERN MATCHMAKER
“THIS SCENT, FOR ME, IS THE KEY TO 

ATTRACTION,” SAYS TILBURY,  
WHO MODELED THE FLACON ON AN 

ALCHEMIST’S POTION BOTTLE. 
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Beauty Makeup

 Stephanie Sokolinski, the French musician and actor better known as 
SoKo, is having what you might call a moment. In a matter of months, 
the raven-haired 30-year-old—who had not one but two acclaimed films 
at Cannes—went from front row at Chanel’s fall show to backstage at 
Gucci’s resort collection, where creative director Alessandro Michele 
asked her to take over the brand’s Snapchat account. “She represents 

a big piece of this culture,” Michele says of the Dancer star. That description rings 
just as true when applied to the L.A.-based singer’s genre-spanning talents, and 
her madcap approach to clothes and makeup. SoKo mixes runway pieces with 
vintage, and espouses a staunch veganism that has a certain millennial ring to it. 
The signature smudge of burnt-rose eye pigment around her lids also happens to 
be trending. “I’ve been doing this since I started playing music ten years ago,” the 
self-proclaimed “Goth princess” insists, haphazardly blending MAC’s Lip Pencil 
in Brick across her lids and underneath her lower lash line for a “Siouxsie-type” 
effect reminiscent of Diane Lane’s electro-clash cherry eyes in the 1982 cult 
classic Ladies and Gentlemen, the Fabulous Stains. The current appeal of scarlet 
shadow goes beyond throwback allure, though, according to Chanel global 
creative makeup and color designer Lucia Pica, whose new all-red Le Rouge 
collection—her first for the French house—puts an unexpected emphasis on eyes. 
The line’s impetus originates with Pica’s own teenage years in the nineties, when 
she, too, multitasked a ruddy lip liner. But the Italian-born Brit is quick to point out 
that the russet bronze of her standout eyeliner and the rich, chocolaty bordeaux in 
her matte-eyeshadow quad can look “glamorous and sophisticated”—especially 
when contained to the inside of the eye or applied in a wash with a hint of copper. 
“This is how I think modern women should wear makeup,” says Pica—couture-
wearing Goth princesses or otherwise.—CELIA ELLENBERG 

Seeing RED
Embraced by a new generation of beauty influencers, 

crimson eye makeup is mounting a comeback.

SUDDENLY 
SANGUINE

SOKO, IN A 
VALENTINO DRESS 

AND ZANA BAYNE 
CHOKER. MAKEUP, 

FROM TOP: GIORGIO 
ARMANI EYE & 

BROW MAESTRO IN 
HENNA; CHANEL 

ILLUSION D’OMBRE 
IN ROUGE BRÛLÉ. 
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Skin Care
MAIN SQUEEZE

PACKED WITH MEDITERRANEAN 
ORANGES, LEMONS, AND CLEMENTINES, 

FRESH’S NEWEST MASK REDEFINES 
FARM-TO-FACE SKIN CARE.

Beauty

Fruit
for  

Thought

little bit of surprise that comes from nature,” muses Roytberg.
Their latest fascination with citrus is rooted in the fruits’ 

stores of vitamin C, an antioxidant that promotes glowing, 
healthy skin. Following the mask’s launch this month, the 
ingredient will anchor a complete Vitamin Nectar lineup, fea-
turing alpha-hydroxy acids for mild exfoliation along with re-
vitalizing minerals like copper and zinc. “I want to create a big 
link between how we nourish ourselves and how we nourish 
our skin,” says Glazman, who drives many of the brand’s pipe-
dream ideas, like 2000’s petal-packed Rose Face Mask, and a 
Black Tea version, which took inspiration from kombucha 
long before the fermented elixir flooded health-food markets.

Selling one mask every 30 seconds, Fresh has helped raise 
the profile of a category that has recently sparked a hashtag 
and verb (#masking), not to mention a binge-worthy phe-
nomenon to rival Netflix. Its newest offering is poised to 
garner similar attention: The marmalade-like formula 
boasts a whopping 50 percent crushed fruit and imparts 
a barely there tingling before revealing a nourished radi-

ance. There’s also the sensorial experience, 
which I discovered during a test-drive 
after the eight-hour flight back to New 
York. “It’s very transformative,” Glazman 
explains of the product’s cathartic appeal. 
“You open the jar, you smell it, and your 
heart beats.”—L.R.

Ninety minutes south of Paris, in Saint-Jean-
de-Braye, I am standing in the glass-enclosed 
atrium of the Hélios research center as Fresh 
cofounders Lev Glazman and Alina Royt-
berg lead me on a tour of their brand’s labs. 
There, a team of scientists carries out the 

duo’s renegade directive: to marry farm-grown edibles with 
proven efficacy. The scent of citrus is in the air—as much 
because of the pulverized oranges, lemons, and Corsican 
clementines in Fresh’s new Vitamin Nectar Mask as from the 
packet of Super Orange Emergen-C Roytberg has slipped 
me to ward off an oncoming cold. The immune-boosting 
tonic kick-starts a conversation on the evolution of beauty.

“It’s more about wellness now, but that’s so much in the 
philosophy of where we came from,” Roytberg says of her 
and Glazman’s roots in Russia, where they learned the power 
of natural remedies: sugar as a gentle scrub, tea to soothe 
tired eyes. The pair brought that knowledge to their first 
shop, on Boston’s Tremont Street, in 1991, where Fresh de-
buted hand-engraved soaps before branch-
ing into skin treatments. Twenty-five years 
later, as an established luxury player facing 
competition from niche upstarts, the brand 
continues to rely equally on the botanical 
world and on their chemists. “No matter 
how far along science is, there’s always that 

A pioneer in reimagining edible ingredients, Fresh takes on citrus with a vitamin-rich mask.
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Basketball

Beauty Fitness

By the time their daughter was standing two 
heads above her fellow kindergartners, Elena 
Delle Donne’s parents knew she was an un-
usual child, and were not terribly surprised 
when, aged ten, Elena joined a basketball 
team and led it to place third in the national 

championships. Recently voted Most Valuable Player of 
the Women’s National Basketball Association, Elena is cur-
rently poised to lead the U.S. women’s Olympic basketball 
team to collect its sixth consecutive gold in Rio. “She is a 
once-in-a generation type of player,” says NBA deputy com-
missioner Mark Tatum. “She’s a Steph Curry.”   

In an unlikely twist for somebody with Marvel-comic 
physical gifts, Elena’s life has also been shaped by extreme 

physical disability. Her older sister, Elizabeth—or Lizzie, as 
everybody calls her—was born blind, deaf, and with cerebral 
palsy. Now 31, Lizzie can communicate only with a handful 
of signs, and people relate to her through touch and smell. 
(Elena and Lizzie’s mother, Joanie, has worn the same Chanel 
perfume all of Lizzie’s life so that her daughter will always 
know when she is near.) Lizzie has had more than 20 surger-
ies, most to try (unsuccessfully) to give her limited sight, as 
well as a successful ten-hour spinal operation at the age of 
eight, performed by former presidential hopeful Ben Carson.

The two sisters are extraordinarily close, often literally so. 
“We can’t text or Skype,” Elena says. “The only way to be with 
Lizzie is by physically being with her.” So while many female 
basketball players spend the off-season playing overseas, where 
salaries are lucrative, Elena divides her time between traveling 
with her team, the Chicago Sky, and her family’s home in the 
rolling green landscape of Wilmington, Delaware. She and her 
fiancée, Amanda Clifton, keep apartments in both Chicago 
and Wilmington. In order to spend as much time as possible 
with Lizzie, the superstar athlete works out not at a pro-athlete 
training complex but at the local sports center, building her 
core strength and running speed while her neighbors take 
Zumba classes and throw birthday parties for their children. 

When I visit one recent morning, Elena, who has come 
from a hot-yoga class and lifting weights at the gym, arrives 
with her mother for lunch at a bustling restaurant nearby. 
Slightly tan, with her long blonde hair pulled back into a 
high ponytail, she looks as if she might have come from a run 
on Venice Beach rather than rural Delaware. Between bites 
of Cobb salad, Elena, who is six feet five and 26 years old, 
remembers her height being a difficult issue to manage as a 
child. “My mom always said, ‘It’s good. No one’s like you.’ 
But I wanted to be like everyone else,” she recalls. It wasn’t 
until junior high school, around the time University of North 
Carolina at Chapel Hill offered her a full basketball scholar-
ship, that she accepted that her height was an advantage. 

After lunch, mother and daughter retreat to the Delle 
Donnes’ 35-acre, multi-home property. Elena has a few free 
hours to hang out with her sister before she is due back at 
the athletic center, to coach a session for the De11e Donne 
Academy (her jersey number is eleven), clinics she and 
Clifton—who played college basketball—run for children 
ages seven through eighteen. After leading 30 girls through 
conditioning exercises and drills, Elena poses for selfies with 
the star-struck students, including one who brings along an 
oil painting she created of her idol.

Elena’s balancing act will come to a standstill this month 
so she can focus on securing a victory in Rio. “There’s going  
to be some tough competition—particularly from Australia, 
France, and Canada,” she says. Though she is concerned 
about Zika, “it will not stop me. I have been wanting to 
compete in the Olympics as long as I can remember.” Ele-
na’s parents and her older brother, Gene, will join her in 
Brazil, as will Clifton. Her sister can’t travel, but when Elena 
needs an extra jolt of energy, she will rub the tattoo on her 
left ribs. It says: lizzie. 

�

As the U.S. team heads to Rio in pursuit  
of its sixth back-to-back gold, all eyes are on  

Elena Delle Donne. By Daphne Beal.
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HOME COURT 
THE ATHLETE (IN A TORY SPORT PEACOAT AND PUBLIC 
SCHOOL DRESS) ON HER FAMILY ESTATE IN DELAWARE.
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c Kerry James Marshall gets a retrospective  
that feels entirely of the moment.

urators had been pestering Kerry James Marshall 
about a retrospective for years. “I finally decided 

to submit,” says the artist, now 60 and widely regarded as an 
American great. Indeed, the nearly 80 works in “Mastry,” cur-
rently on view at the MCA in Chicago, where Marshall lives 
with his wife, and transferring to the Met Breuer this fall, are 
technically exquisite, physically imposing, and grand in scope.

“I connected with the idea of trying to make things that 
were spectacular,” he says of discovering the old masters as 

PORTRAIT of America
a child. But in addition to Veronese, Marshall soon began 
looking at his L.A. neighborhood—Watts in the 1960s.  
Using rich shades of  black paint, he recast African- 
American subjects in both classical compositions and  
quotidian settings to upend biased expectations about rep-
resentation. In Still Life with Wedding Portrait, white-gloved 
handlers hang a stately painting of Harriet Tubman and her 
first husband, altering the art-world landscape as Marshall 
himself continues to do.—KATE GUADAGNINO

art
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SIGNATURE STYLE  
MARSHALL’S UNTITLED, 2009.





For a break from the 
frenzy of downtown 
Rio during this month’s 
Olympics, head to a 
bohemian enclave like 
Santa Teresa, with 
its cobbled streets, 
colonial architecture, 
and lush botanical 

garden. There, at the 
end of a private drive 
that winds through 
eucalyptus trees, you’ll 
find the newly opened 
Vila Santa Teresa. 
Part of a sprawling 
estate that dates to the 
1920s, the seven-room 
modernist guesthouse 
was built by the 
legendary Monteiro 
de Carvalho family 
to offer stunning views 
of Guanabara Bay. 

Guests can lounge 
by the pool, enjoy 
romantic dinners 
on the grounds, 
and visit Ipanema 
beach just fifteen 
minutes away. 
Or check out cool 
neighborhood bars 
and restaurants 
like Aprazível and 
Espírito Santa, 
where competition 
for a table is fierce. 

—GISELA WILLIAMS

people aboutare talking

Some  
LIKE   
It Hot

travel

talent

BETTER TOGETHER  
SUMPTER, IN A PREEN BY THORNTON BREGAZZI DRESS, 

AND SAWYERS, IN A DOLCE & GABBANA JACKET.

Marcus Messner (Logan Lerman), 
the hero of Indignation, James 
Schamus’s deft adaptation of Philip 
Roth’s novel set during the Korean 
War, is a nice Jewish kid from Newark 
who gets a scholarship to college in 
Ohio. Although eager to get along, 
he soon finds himself falling for 
a troubled WASP beauty (Sarah 
Gadon) and battling with the dean 
(Tracy Letts, channeling his inner 
Dick Cheney). The tiniest misstep, 
he learns, can lead to calamity. 
In contrast, life is very forgiving 
in Morris from America, Chad 
Hartigan’s sweet-natured film about 
a thirteen-year-old African-American 
kid, Morris (Markees Christmas), 
living in Germany with his father 
(Craig Robinson, wonderful). 
Lost in translation, Morris keeps 
making youthful mistakes, but 
Hartigan gently suggests that our 
errors are but stops on the road 
to love and grace.—JOHN POWERS

Outside IN
movies

It Had to Be YOU 
bama nostalgia is already 

upon us. His approval numbers keep 
rising, columnists praise his gravi-
tas, and now there’s even a charm-
ing movie, Southside with You, all 
about the life-changing first date be-
tween the future president (Parker 

Sawyers) and First Lady (Tika 

Sump ter) in their Chicago neigh-
borhood back in the late eighties. As 
they go to a museum, a community 
meeting, and a screening of Do the 
Right Thing, 28-year-old Barack 
Obama starts winning over the ini-
tially leery Michelle Robinson. 

“It was exciting to do because 
nobody’s seen Michelle and Barack 
at this age,” says Sumpter, the star 
of  The Haves and the Have Nots 
(OWN), who deftly captures the 
25-year-old attorney at a moment 
when the warmhearted strength 
ingrained by her family is being 
slightly stifled at a blue-chip law firm 
whose values aren’t her own. “They 
both had big dreams but couldn’t 

count on those dreams’ coming 
true,” she says. 

Sawyers had never acted until five 
years ago, when he quit his job as a 
London lobbyist to pursue acting. 
In his first big role, this six-foot-three 
Obama look-alike (whose mother 
was deputy mayor of Indianapolis) 
captures a still-maturing young law-
yer who’s smart as heck and easy in 
his own skin. “I kept thinking that 
even back then this guy had an in-
kling he could be president,” says 
Sawyers. “But what kind of person 
in 1989 would think that—when he 
was a black man from Hawaii whose 
name was Barack Hussein? Only a 
supremely confident one.”

Southside with You is no politi-
cal film. It grew, says writer-director 
Richard Tanne, from his feeling 
that the Obamas “share an authen-
tic love and connection that’s rare 
in people and even rarer in public 
figures. Our movie is about a guy 
trying to get a girl.”—J.P.  
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CHANGE OF PACE 
SEASIDE CALM  

OUTSIDE THE  
CITY CENTER.



 On the 
BALL

VIEW FROM THE TOP 
THE CANADIAN  
PLAYER IN AN ERMENEGILDO 
ZEGNA SWEATER.
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is Milos Raonic is swiping through his 
phone. We’re in a booth at a Miami steak 
house, picking at shrimp-and-quinoa 
salads, talking about athletes and 
writing, when he finds Kobe Bryant’s 
retirement poem, a love letter to 
basketball. “You’re a writer,” he says 
to me. “I want to hear your literary 
take.” This is typical. Not so much the 
poetry part as the seeking out opinions. 
Last year, while recovering from back 
spasms, the 25-year-old Canadian 
asked himself, “What is the stuff I like 
to do the least and can it help me?” 
One answer? Writing. Now every night 
Raonic, currently ranked seventh, jots 
down “ideas, emotions” in a leather 
notebook. He’s been reading books like 
The Art of Learning, by the chess prodigy 
Josh Waitzkin. Tennis is a game of slim 
margins, especially at the top. Every 
player is looking for that something to 
close the gap. Commentator Justin 
Gimelstob believes one of Raonic’s 
strengths is “he isn’t afraid to be great.” 

In May Raonic hired John McEnroe to 
join his coaching team, which already 
includes former world number-one 
Carlos Moya. McEnroe’s grass-court 
expertise and legendary volleys 
complement Raonic’s game, though 
some have wondered about the fit 
between these two seemingly opposite 
personalities. But Raonic believes 
the expressive McEnroe can help him 
see himself from the other side of the 
court: “how I make my opponents feel 
and to manipulate that.” At their first 
tournament together, at London’s 
Queen’s Club, Raonic reached the 
finals, narrowly losing to Andy Murray 
in three sets. It’s a partnership as 
much about the mind as the net. 

When asked about his goals, Raonic 
doesn’t hesitate: “To win Grand Slams 
and be the number-one player in the 
world.” He’s gotten close—he made the 
semifinals at Wimbledon in 2014 and at 
this year’s Australian Open. A year ago 
he climbed to number four, but two days 
later a surgeon was removing inflamed 
nerves from his feet. (“Congratulations,” 
Raonic jokes, “here’s some anesthesia.”) 
Hampered by injury, he slid to fourteen.

Born in Montenegro in 1990, Raonic 
moved to the Toronto area with his 
family at age four. His father, Dusan, 
first enrolled his son in a tennis clinic 
when he was seven. He paid a local club 
$200 a month so they could have a 
court and ball machine every day at 6:00 
A.M. and ten at night. Two years later 
they went to see coach Casey Curtis. 
“He had a determined look in his eyes,” 
Curtis says, “and he had a live arm.” 
They would end up working together for 
eight years. Dusan and PATA >1 1 4
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HER STORY 
THE AUTHOR IN A 

FENDI DRESS.
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is his wife, Vesna, are engineers. They 
imagined a college scholarship—
but a pro athlete? Yet Milos loved the 
game, and by the time he was twelve, 
Curtis believed he’d developed the 
best service motion in the world. 

Now Raonic stands six feet five 
inches tall. He weighs between 210 and 
220 pounds. When serving he makes 
contact with the ball at almost inhuman 
height. His fastest serve on record is 
155.3 mph. Sometimes the only way 
a player can return it is to stick out his 
racket and guess. “It’s not a way to start 
the point,” Raonic says of his serve. “It’s 
a way to finish it.” Sometimes, though, 
all that physical force can turn on him. 
He lost some momentum during the 
clay season early this year as he dealt 
with small injuries and the slower 
courts. But with two former number-
ones in his coaching box, he’s ready 
for the Olympics and the U.S. Open. 

Raonic’s peers regard him as one of 
the hardest workers on tour. But he’s 
come to understand he can improve 
his game by sometimes stepping away 
from it. In Miami he drove over to the 
Wynwood neighborhood to see the 
graffiti walls. Pinterest became “a little 
obsession” for design ideas for his 
new place in New York. At home he 
occasionally breaks his diet with his 
girlfriend, the model Danielle Knudson, 
at Harlem’s Dinosaur Bar-B-Que. 

Does this help his quest to be the 
best? “He’s going to maximize 
everything he’s got,” says former 
player Patrick McEnroe. “For any 
athlete—or any person—that’s all 
you can ask.”—DAVID EBERSHOFF

C O N T I N U E D  F R O M  PA G E  1 1 3

adja Spiegel-
man’s deeply 
felt memoir, 

I’m Supposed to Pro-

tect You from All This 
(Riverhead), explores the 
psychic legacy passed be-
tween four generations 
of women, including her 
French-born mother, New 
Yorker art director and 
children’s-book publisher 
Françoise Mouly. For 
the 29-year-old, also the 
author of  three graphic 
novels, storytelling is a 
birthright: Her father is the 
Pulitzer-winning cartoon-
ist Art Spiegelman, whose 
landmark graphic memoir, 
Maus, grounded in inter-
views with his Holocaust-
survivor father, grappled 
with the complexities of 
narrating the past.

But it was Mouly who 
was the star of  Nadja’s 
childhood, a magical fig-
ure who dove into choppy 
seas during electric storms, 

dismissing fear as some-
thing for “timid women 
who washed their vegeta-
bles.” With Spiegelman’s 
adolescence another side 
of  her mother emerged, 
in unsettling fits of  rage 
she’d later deny. The teen-
age author marked diary 
pages with a circled R, to 
remind herself the events 
described were real. Her 
thesis at Yale juxtaposed 
her own coming-of-age in 
SoHo with her mother’s 
in France. When she ap-
proached Mouly about 
expanding it into a book, 
“there was this moment 
when the barriers between 
us fell,” she says. Demand-
ing a similar intimacy 
from herself, the memoir 
includes the author’s first 
forays into sexual identity. 

Spiegelman, who now 
lives in Paris and dates an 
Algerian woman, moved 
to France to spend time 
with her grandmother 

Josée, who had her own 
story to tell. Soon a pat-
tern of mother-daughter 
resentment took shape, 
stretching back like ma-
tryoshka dolls through 
the decades. Spiegelman 
doesn’t elide the abortions 
and suicide attempts—
“these important parts of 
women’s experience that 
don’t make history,” as 
she puts it—not to men-
tion her boundary-cross-
ing grandfather, one of 
the first cosmetic plastic 
surgeons in France. The 
result is both honest and 
generous, allowing for 
emotional rapprochement 
despite different genera-
tional spins. “My mother 
and my grandmother are 
both very strong storytell-
ers of their own lives. Part 
of taking my place in that 
line was the understand-
ing that none of these sto-
ries is more real than the 
other.”—MEGAN O’GRADY

n
For her exquisite French-
made textiles for Décors 
Barbares, the London-
based Nathalie Farman-
Farma turns to costume 
books and antique 
postcards, reinterpreting 
historical Persian and 
Russian chintzes, ikats, 
and paisleys. “They 
should feel like they were 
found in a bazaar,” she 
says.—SAMANTHA REES

Folk TALES
design

Nadja Spiegelman pays tribute  
to the women in her family.
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ETÉ MOSCOVITE 
(LEFT) AND VARYKINO; 
DECORSBARBARES.COM.







know what you’re thinking. You’re 
thinking that Gigi Hadid, the 
model who may be the biggest face 
in fashion right now, can’t possi-
bly have much in common with an 
Olympic decathlete, except for the 
obvious, given that Ashton Eaton 
is poised to be the face of the 2016 
games in Brazil. 

A few degrees of separation, however, connect them in 
surprising ways, at least in a pop-cultural sense. Hadid’s 
fans can recite family trees and point you through marriages 
and remarriages and casts of reality TV, all of which link 
Hadid to her best friend, Kendall Jenner, who is—in case 
you have been living in a cave for a while—the daughter 
of the last really famous decathlete. Just ask Ashton Eaton 

GOLDEN MOMENT

America has found a new heartthrob in Olympian Ashton Eaton, who shared a sunny Santa Barbara afternoon with  
Gigi Hadid. Hadid wears a Proenza Schouler dress and a Sorelle earring. Eaton wears Nike throughout. Details, see In This Issue. 

Fashion Editor: Tonne Goodman.

about 1976, in Montreal, when Americans were high on bi-
centennial fever, hyped up by the Cold War (one competitor 
was a Soviet track-and-field star), and desperate to break a 
decathlete drought. Like then–Bruce Jenner, Eaton is in that 
high-altitude category of gold medal–winning, world record–
setting athletes who break their own records. And also like 
Jenner, whose appearance on a Wheaties box in 1977 helped 
jump-start the current culture of sports celebrities, Eaton is 
currently endorsed by a galaxy of sponsors—from Nike to 
Coca-Cola to Gillette—each reminding us that the guy who 
is today meeting Hadid for the first time is looking for a gold 
in this month’s Olympics in the event that would make him 
the single best all-around athlete in the world.

For the record, Hadid is pretty excited to meet this world 
champion. You can see it in her reaction when she grabs a 
javelin to test her grip, and Eaton offers some tips. “She has 

AS GIGI HADID TRIES OUT SOME MOVES IN THE SEASON’S BEST 
PERFORMANCE LOOKS, OLYMPIC DECATHLETE ASHTON EATON 
GIVES HER SOME POINTERS. ROBERT SULLIVAN REPORTS.
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BIG AIR

Eaton is aiming for 
decathlon gold—which 
brings with it the crown  
of the world’s greatest 
all-around athlete.  
Hadid wears a Calvin 
Klein Collection dress, 
$1,525; Calvin Klein 
Collection, NYC. Rag 
& Bone top, $325; Rag 
& Bone stores. Prabal 
Gurung skirt, $925; 
sales@prabalgurung 
.com. Versace arm 
warmers. Fenty Puma 
by Rihanna sneaker 
heels (worn throughout). 
Details, see In This Issue.
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natural ability,” he announces. 
“My dad was an Olympic skier,” Hadid points out. She 

is beaming. 
“Oooh,” Eaton says. Double take. “Downhill or mogul?”
“Downhill.” 
“Ah, so does he have bad knees?”
“Horrible; that’s why he had to stop skiing. He went when 

he was, like, 43.” (Mohamed Hadid was one of the oldest 
skiers at Albertville, in France, in 1992.)

“Forty-three to the Olympics!” Eaton says. “Wow, that’s 
really fit.”

The other thing they have in common is that at one point 
Gigi imagined herself—just maybe—as being destined for 
the Olympics, too. 

ut we’re getting ahead of ourselves, 
because when Gigi Hadid and Ash-
ton Eaton meet on the beach in San-
ta Barbara, they talk about the place 
that they both at times call home. 
The sky is blue, the dolphins are 
breaching, and the Channel Islands 
loom like a couple of those big inflat-

able cushions that a decathlete falls into after he sprints, then 
plants his pole, then vaults, and then, in so doing, rises like a 
fish up a waterfall before at last descending, the taut stretch 
of his body seeming to disassemble in that beautiful strategic 
flop. For a few months a year, Eaton lives and trains in this 
Pacific-coast city that has been called the American Riviera. 

“Hey, Ash!” That’s Harry Marra, the legendary decath-
lete coach, who is also here, as Ashton pretends to launch a 
javelin toward the water while showing Hadid some point-
ers. “Hey, just let one go for fun, Ash—just wing it!” Marra 
says. Does the 28-year-old, six-foot-one superstar contem-
plate setting an all-new world javelin-into-
the-ocean record at that precise moment, 
and note that on a field he throws the 
28-ounce sliver of  steel about 72 yards? 
We only know that his thoughts are sud-
denly interrupted. He shouts, “Look, it’s 
Bruce Kennedy!” Ashton is pointing down 
the beach to one of the world’s great javelin 
throwers, ranked among the top ten in the 
United States from 1978 to 1982. 

Because, as Gigi and Ashton are both 
indicating, that’s the vibe in this town, 
with its dry hills greened with piñon and 
California juniper, its coastal grasses flow-
ering in blues, its well-considered coffee 
places, and the sense that as you round 
each corner you might run into a stand-up 
paddler or the ghost of  Ronald Reagan 
on a break from chopping wood at his 
ranch in the Santa Ynez Mountains. Is it just me, or are the 
eighties still fragrant in Santa Barbara, like the Jeffrey pine? 

Hadid, it turns out, grew up here. “Did anybody know,” 
she asks, having driven up from her home in L.A., “that I’m 
from Santa Barbara?”  

Diehard fans know, of course, and something about her 
screams California—or at least mentions it, just kind of chill. 
They also know that she is an overnight success 21 years in 
the making, since the day Paul Marciano, of Guess jeans, put 

her in Baby Guess and then Guess Kids. In fact, she retired 
from modeling for more than a decade to go to school, ride 
horses, and grow up, on the orders of her mother, Yolanda 
Hadid—the designer and model who starred in what is itself  
almost a competitive sport, The Real Housewives of Beverly 
Hills—and in the company of her nineteen-year-old sister 
Bella and seventeen-year-old brother Anwar, who have since 
followed Gigi into modeling.  

A little over two years ago, Gigi came back, and before the 
paparazzi could load their memory cards, she had a place 
in New York and a New School student ID (forensics and 
abnormal psychology). Tom Ford was one of the first to spot 
her, eventually featuring her in his Velvet Orchid campaign.
She is launching a capsule collection, Tommy X Gigi, with 
Tommy Hilfiger this fall, and was chosen by Donatella Ver-
sace to be a face of her current collection. Versace sees Gigi 
as this moment’s icon, an archetype of the modern age. “For 
me, she symbolizes a new generation of young women who 
are totally in control of their own destiny, women who will 
shape the twenty-first century on their own terms,” she says. 
With nineteen million Instagram followers, Hadid is at least 
archetypal of that new kind of model, a precertified fashion 
celebrity who brings her social-media following to a shoot or 
a show, the way a planet brings its own gravity.

Of course, that’s a lot of work, and when I last talked to 
her, she was in the middle of a schedule worthy of a secretary 
of State, with Versace and Hilfiger shoots, editorial work, 
and hosting the Much Music Video Awards, Canada’s equiv-
alent of the MTV awards. It’s a pace that makes you wonder 
how anybody could keep a relationship going, much less one 
with another world-travelling celebrity. At press time, after a 
brief separation, she was back with Zayn Malik, the former 
One Direction member who is now topping charts around 
the world. His first solo video, a slow jam titled “Pillowtalk,” 

has had more than 500 million views on 
YouTube in part because it features, you 
guessed it, Gigi Hadid. 

“I pretty much just go day by day,” Hadid 
explains of her modus operandi, not just 
with her busy work life but also in dealing 
with the media craziness that attends her 
every move. “It keeps me a lot more focused 
and less stressed out.” It’s a strategy she takes 
from sports. “A calm mind-set—you know, 
refreshing your brain after every play.” 

On this day in California, however, Gigi 
has nothing to do but stand still, or at 
least be in one place, and thus she and the 
Olympic gold medalist are getting down to 
local business. 

“Can you just eat whatever you want ev-
ery night?” she asks Ashton. 

“Not necessarily,” he says. “I would say 
we eat normal stuff. But——” 

She cuts him off. “Do you go to Blenders?” she asks—it’s 
one of the places she grew up frequenting, and she figures 
it as an obvious stop (smoothies, fresh juices, bowls) for 
a Santa Barbara–based decathlete. Ashton smiles, nods, 
standing tall and straight and poised. Hadid, also tall—five 
feet eleven—and perfectly sculpted (“I have boobs, I have 
abs, I have a butt, I have thighs,” she wrote on Instagram 
last year, in a response to some Internet rant), is standing 

‘‘FOR ME, SHE 
SYMBOLIZES  

A NEW 
GENERATION  

OF YOUNG  
WOMEN WHO  
ARE TOTALLY  
IN CONTROL  

OF THEIR OWN 
DESTINY,’’ SAYS 

DONATELLA 
VERSACE

B 
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A RUNNING START

Hadid is an avid 
swimmer, volleyballer, 
and equestrian. Her 
father skied the downhill 
at Albertville in ’92—
and she once thought 
she might become an 
Olympian herself. Louis 
Vuitton leather-sleeved 
tech-knit dress and 
asymmetric skirt; select 
Louis Vuitton boutiques. 
Hermès bracelet. TAG 
Heuer watch. Details, 
see In This Issue.



THROWING 
SOMETHING 
TOGETHER

As the world-record 
holder in the decathlon 
and heptathlon, Eaton 
is already a member 
of an ultra-elite cadre 
that also includes 
then–Bruce Jenner. On 
Hadid: Victoria Beckham 
cutout dress, $1,910; 
victoriabeckham.com. 
A.L.C. bodysuit, $325; 
select Saks Fifth Avenue 
stores. Louis Vuitton 
skirt; select Louis Vuitton 
boutiques. Salvatore 
Ferragamo earrings.  



THE BODY 
ELECTRIC

The look here is 
graphic and sporty—
lean, clingy, stretchy—
but with long, swooshy 
underskirts that flash 
and fly. A.L.C. crop 
top, $195; Bergdorf 
Goodman, NYC. 
Calvin Klein Collection 
silk-cashmere dress, 
$1,350; Calvin Klein 
Collection, NYC. Tory 
Sport turtleneck, 
$225; torysport 
.com. Jil Sander skirt, 
$530; select Saks 
Fifth Avenue stores. 
Belt from Christy 
Rilling Studio. Details, 
see In This Issue.
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FULL SPEED 
AHEAD

“I’m just a lot more 
intense than you 

assume—I’m very 
competitive,” says 
Hadid, putting this 

Emilio Pucci jumpsuit 
($2,850; select Emilio 

Pucci boutiques), 
with its long sleeves 

and graphic color 
blocking, through 

its paces. DKNY 
V-neck dress, $698; 
select DKNY stores. 

Stella McCartney 
earring. Details, 

see In This Issue. 



COLOR STORIES

Eaton is a savvy game-
player who represents a 

pantheon of all-American 
products, from Coca-

Cola to Gillette to Nike. 
Hadid wears a Loewe 

dress, $2,350; nordstrom 
.com. Sorelle earring. 

Details, see In This Issue.



aside politely, taking a break from matching him in jumps, 
practice throws, and lunges. Though there is something a 
little siren-like about her—a cross between Brigitte Bardot 
in . . . And God Created Woman and Raquel Welch in One 
Million Years B.C.—for now her athletic posture is high-
lighted in the company of the Olympic star.

“Yeah, Blenders is good,” he says. “Have you had Back-
yard Bowls?” He turns to me. “It’s an açai-bowl shop,” he 
says. “The cool thing is it was started by two guys who met 
at Santa Barbara City College.”

“Of course!” Hadid says, a little aghast, though now she 
has completely relaxed, which is not easy to do in those stiletto 
Pumas that Rihanna designed. “I love Backyard Bowls!” 

Next, the two new friends engage in an ultrahealthy 
bowl-flavor duel. Hadid calmly takes a shot. “Berry bowl 
with peanut butter.” 

“Spartan muesli!” says Eaton. “I mean, yeah—berry bowl 
is good. But peanut butter?” 

Now it seems that Eaton has passed a sort of Santa Bar-
bara test, and Hadid is joking that she can give him the na-
tive Santa Barbara tour. “I can take you to my elementary 
school,” she says, starting down a list. “And then. . . .”

hen I check in with Eaton the next 
morning, it’s clear this is not to be: 
There is less than no free time for 
a decathlete with what seems like 
only a handful of practices left till 
Rio. And did I mention that Ash-
ton trains with another part-time 
Santa Barbara resident, his wife, 

Brianne Theisen-Eaton, who is competing for Canada in 
the heptathlon? They met at an event ten years ago; in his 
telling, they were in hotel rooms opposite each other and 
opened their doors at the same time. Last March, at the 
IAAF World Indoor Championships in Portland, Oregon, 
Theisen-Eaton won her gold 24 hours before her husband 
won his. Today they are the couple most 
likely to be caught driving through Santa 
Barbara with a pair of  shot puts in the 
backseat and a javelin held tight by a well-
toned arm out the car window, because 
you can’t fit a javelin in most cars. If each 
wins the gold, they will be the first married 
couple from different nations to do so.

I stop by a practice at Westmont Col-
lege, on the edge of town, and watch the 
husband-and-wife duo practice their shot 
puts. Ashton first lifts the sixteen-pound 
iron ball to a place near his shoulder, then 
crouches, spins, finds a way to convert the energy that seethes 
from his body into the projectile and, most important, to 
lose nothing in that shift from moving human to soaring 
dead object. Aside from world-class results, what do you 
see? Right off, you notice that their coach (Harry Marra has 
worked with both athletes since 2009 and, incidentally, was 
a decathlete himself when Jenner was competing) has an eye 
like Mario Testino’s camera, seeing all details and working 
like an X-ray on his athletes’ emotions.

You begin to understand that the threesome operates 
on a few harder-than-they-sound principles. First, the 
athletes’ health is the number-one priority. “One hundred 

percent healthy, 80 percent in shape, rather than 100 per-
cent in shape, 80 percent healthy,” says Ashton. Second, 
they work from where the athletes are, rather than from a 
predetermined routine. 

“Think about it—the decathlon is the celebration of the 
whole man, the whole human being,” Marra is saying, and 
the way he speaks, you can almost feel the event. “And just 
think about how it goes—athletes competing over a period 
of days, doing ten events! And you don’t just win. There are 
ups and downs. Tremendous!” (The Eatons like to joke that 
Marra, an energy source unto himself, once slept till nine, 
and they wondered if he was dead.) Note that if  you win 
gold at the Olympics in the decathlon—the best combined 
score after a 100-meter sprint, 110-meter hurdles, a 400- and 
a 1,500-meter event, the long jump and high jump, shot put, 
discus throw, javelin throw, and pole vault—you don’t just 
take a victory lap with the silver and bronze winners. You 
take a victory lap with all the competitors.

At the practice, Ashton moves to discus, and though he 
is negotiating bodily logistics barely perceptible to the non-
decathlete, the throw itself  is beautiful. Nearby, Brianne 
crouches, spins, and launches her shot. “Can I do one more?” 
the 27-year-old asks Marra. Ashton is quieter. He gathers his 
strength and throws, his musculature predicting the direction 
that the disk wobbles into as it crosses the field, smooths its 
forward motion, and presses toward his Olympic goals. 

Back at the beach, Eaton takes some more pictures with 
Hadid, whose hair and makeup are done but who abso-
lutely wanted to be at the track. Why? Not just because she’s 
a jock herself but because when she was in high school, she 
played serious volleyball. Ask anybody who knows her, 
or even her coach, who still calls her G. “G was one of my 
favorite players,” says Aaron Wexler, indoor director of 
WestCoast Volleyball Club. “She wasn’t maybe as consis-
tent as I wanted her to be, but, man, when she connected 
with the ball she was either going to score or hit the back 
wall. She played with fearlessness.” 

Wexler confirms the feeling you get when 
you meet her: that despite growing up in 
an epicenter of power and celebrity (Mo-
hamed Hadid is a real estate developer, and 
her stepfather is David Foster, the music 
producer who gave us hits like the theme 
from St. Elmo’s Fire), she is just very—no 
other word—nice. “Probably my favorite 
thing about G was her humility. She was 
confident but she was humble, and even 
though she was good, she acted like, OK, 
this is good, but it’s not everything, and I 
think that’s what’s helped her in her career.”

“I mean, I trained like a professional athlete,” Hadid 
herself says.

You came to win? I ask.
“Absolutely, and that’s why I think I get along so well with 

athletes, although people cannot imagine me as a volleyball 
player. I’m just a lot more intense than you assume. I’m very 
competitive.” At this point, her mother, who has just dropped 
by the shoot, speaks up. 

“She’s very competitive,” her mother confirms. 
And yes, there were some college scouts, and who knows 

where that could have taken her? As she’s remembering 
when she moved from her 

 ‘‘I TRAINED  
LIKE A 

PROFESSIONAL 
ATHLETE,’’   

HADID SAYS.  
 ‘‘I’M VERY 

COMPETITIVE’’ 
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AN AMERICAN 
APOLLO

For the decathlon, 
Eaton has to be at the 

top of the game in 
ten different events, 

from discus to pole 
vault to long jump and 

hurdles. His regimen 
is about balance: 

“One hundred percent 
healthy, 80 percent 

in shape, rather 
than 100 percent in 

shape, 80 percent 
healthy,” he says. 



THE SWING OF THINGS

With high necks, long sleeves, 
and ankle-sweeping hemlines, 

these looks reveal the body 
in a different way, putting the 
emphasis on the kinetics, the 

motion. Pringle of Scotland 
dress, $1,395; pringlescotland 

.com. Maria Black earring. 
Details, see In This Issue.
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FRIEZE FRAME

Looking like a pair of 
ancient Greek athletes 
on some marble relief at 
Delphi, Hadid and Eaton 
embody our modern 
physical ideals. On 
her: Versace cropped 
turtleneck, $795; select 
Versace boutiques. 
Salvatore Ferragamo 
pleated dress, $3,100; 
select Salvatore 
Ferragamo boutiques. 
Hermès bracelet. 
Apple Watch Sport. 
Fenty Puma by Rihanna 
sneaker heels. In this 
story: hair, Jimmy Paul 
for Bumble and Bumble; 
makeup, Val Garland. 
Photographed at Four 
Seasons Resort the 
Biltmore Santa Barbara. 
Details, see In This Issue.
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AMERICA’S  
BEST ATHLETES  
ARE DRIVING, 
DIVING,  
TACKLING,  
AND SCORING—
WITH SOME 
NOTABLY  
WELL-DRESSED 
TRAINING 
PARTNERS—ON  
THE WORLD’S 
STAGE. 
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SWING EASY

Jordan Spieth, after winning a Masters, a  
U.S. Open, and most everything else you  

can possibly win in golf, is still only 22 years  
old. Now, with the sport back on the Olympic 

roster for the first time since 1904, he’ll be 
charging hard for a medal. On model Vanessa 

Axente: Erdem silk-georgette dress; erdem 
.com. Albertus Swanepoel hat. Oscar de la  

Renta earrings. Fallon necklace. Causse 
gloves. Max Mara shoes. Spieth wears Under 

Armour. Hair, Peter Gray; makeup, Erin 
Parsons. Photographed at Dallas National 

Golf Club. Details, see In This Issue. 

Photographed by NORMAN JEAN ROY. 
Fashion Editor: Lawren Howell.
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BODIES OF WATER

“Actually, a lot of what we 
do is in the weight room,” 

says Nathan Adrian (NEAR 
RIGHT), the three-time 

Olympic gold medalist and 
American-record holder in 
the long-course 50-meter 

freestyle. Matt Grevers 
(FAR RIGHT) feels lucky to be 
going to his third Olympics, 

with hopes of adding to 
his four gold medals in the 

backstroke. “This is probably 
my last hurrah, and I’m 

going to try to enjoy it,” he 
says, “but I still have work to 

get done.” Model Cameron 
Russell wears an Altuzarra 

silk-organza dress; select 
Neiman Marcus stores. 

Jimmy Choo heels. Adrian 
wears Speedo USA swim 

briefs. Grevers wears TYR 
Sport swim briefs. Hair, 

Teddy Charles; makeup, Yumi 
Lee. Details, see In This Issue.

Photographed by  
PATRICK DEMARCHELIER. 

Fashion Editor:  
Tonne Goodman.
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FEVER PITCH

The U.S. rugby team is 
the reigning Olympic 
champion—though the 
last time the game was 
played at the Games 
was in 1924. “It’s been 
92 years, but we’re 
technically the defending 
medal winners,” says 
Madison Hughes 
(SECOND FROM TOP 
LEFT), the team captain. 
“We were amateurs five 
years ago,” says Zack 
Test (BOTTOM RIGHT), 
“and now we’re ranked 
sixth in the world—we’re 
hungry!” Also pictured: 
Perry Baker (TOP LEFT) 
and Maka Unufe (TOP 
RIGHT). Model Imaan 
Hammam wears a Paco 
Rabanne dress; Barneys 
New York, NYC. Hair, 
Garren at Garren New 
York for R+Co.; makeup, 
Isamaya Ffrench. Details, 
see In This Issue.

Photographed by  
NORMAN JEAN ROY. 
Fashion Editor:  
Tonne Goodman.
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SHOOTING FOR 
THE STARS

In recent years, a single 
man has recalibrated the 
game of basketball—and 
by “man,” we mean 
GPS-enabled three-point 
rainmaker. At his peak, 
Stephen Curry seemed 
to take first his Golden 
State Warriors and then 
the league itself to a new 
place, the court redrawn 
and reimagined, before 
lingering effects from a 
sprained knee slowed him 
in the N.B.A. finals and kept 
him off the Olympic roster. 
(Here’s to Tokyo in 2020.) 
On model Joan Smalls: 
Off-White c/o Virgil Abloh 
dress, $1,380; Barneys 
New York, NYC. Gap tank 
top, $15; gap.com. Louis 
Vuitton boots. Curry wears 
Under Armour. Hair, Teddy 
Charles; makeup, Yumi Lee. 
Details, see In This Issue. 

Photographed by  
PATRICK DEMARCHELIER. 
Fashion Editor:  
Tonne Goodman.
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POINT TAKEN

“I always say that fencing 
is a combination of dance 

and sport,” says saber 
maestro Daryl Homer. 

“There’s a beauty and an 
elegance that goes along 

with it.” Add the almost 
combustible explosiveness 

that is quickly becoming 
Homer’s calling card, and 

you have a formidable 
medal contender. On 

model Karlie Kloss: Ralph 
Lauren Collection top 

($1,090), skirt, and belt; 
select Ralph Lauren stores. 

Marc Jacobs boots. Hair, 
Garren at Garren New 

York for R+Co.; makeup, 
Mark Carrasquillo. Details, 

see In This Issue. 

Photographed by  
STEVEN KLEIN. 
Fashion Editor: 

Tonne Goodman.
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Whimsical prints,  
velvet bows, gilded 
swirls and scrolls—
delicate, almost dizzying 
embellishments lend 
fall’s vintage-inspired 
dresses and handbags  
a timeless intrigue. 
Photographed by  
Patrick Demarchelier.

A BOLDER 
SHOULDER

The look demands 
confidence, but it’s 
more about fun than 
show-offishness. 
Model Sara Sampaio 
carries a Roger Vivier 
crushed-velvet bag, 
$2,650; Roger Vivier, 
NYC. Dior satin dress; 
select Dior boutiques. 
Fabergé watch.

Fashion Editor: 
Tabitha Simmons.
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DETAIL  
ORIENTED

The use of metallic 
threads on Dolce  
& Gabbana’s Sicily  
bag ($2,945) creates  
highly textured 
embroidery of the  
sort once seen  
on emperors’ cloaks. 
Model Grace Elizabeth 
wears a Dolce & 
Gabbana floral-
appliquéd dress. Bag 
and dress at select 
Dolce & Gabbana 
boutiques. Van Cleef 
& Arpels watch. 
Chopard ring. Details, 
see In This Issue.



THE BLING RING

Not since the ’80s have 
such lavish lashings 
of pearls, rubellites, 
diamonds, and chains 
been so chic. Model Pooja 
Mor with a Christian 
Louboutin chain-strap 
clutch, $1,650; Christian 
Louboutin, NYC. Gucci 
pearl-embellished dress; 
select Gucci boutiques. 
Bulgari watch. Rings by 
Bulgari, Cathy Waterman, 
Chanel Fine Jewelry, 
and Fox & Bond.



BLUE VELVET

Fabrics are more precious, 
fittings more rare—this is not  

a “basics” moment. Model 
Grace Hartzel carries an 

Alberta Ferretti velvet 
drawstring bag, $1,185; Curve, 

NYC. Roberto Cavalli silk 
dress,$3,485; robertocavalli 

.com. Tiffany & Co. watch and 
rings. Details, see In This Issue. 

BEAUTY NOTE 

Applying a bold mouth can 
be simple. The teardrop 
applicator of By Terry’s 

Rouge-Expert Click Stick in 
Dark Purple lines and fills lips 

with the push of a button.



RADICAL FRINGE

Gigantic shoulder 
bags and hold-

everything totes 
suddenly seem so 

long-ago. Ralph 
Lauren Collection 

velvet pouch, $795; 
select Ralph Lauren 

stores. Fendi silk 
jacquard dress 

($3,300) and sheer 
embroidered dress; 

Fendi, NYC. Dior 
Timepieces watch.



GOOD AS GOLD

Texture is very much 
the point (as it was 
centuries ago, when 
the decoration on a 
fabric signaled its 
wearer’s wealth and 
influence). Model 
Taylor Hill wears a 
Michael Kors Collection 
brocade clutch ($690), 
coat ($3,495), and shirt 
($495); select Michael 
Kors stores. Buccellati 
watch and ring. Details, 
see In This Issue.
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SMALL WONDER

Here’s a word to 
remember: reticule, a 

dainty drawstring bag 
typically done up with 

hand embroidery 
or beadwork. Model 

Fernanda Ly carries a 
Rochas embroidered-

velvet pouch, $790; 
modaoperandi.com.  

Giorgio Armani 
swing coat; select 

Giorgio Armani 
boutiques. Chloé 

scarf. Chanel watch.



SUCH MUCHNESS

Practicality isn’t 
the point. Being a 
maximalist—engaging 
that girlish urge to 
play with rhinestones 
and lace—is much 
more entertaining. Hill 
with a Giorgio Armani 
studded-leather 
bag, $3,295; select 
Giorgio Armani stores. 
Carolina Herrera 
silk-organza dress; 
Carolina Herrera, NYC. 
Cartier watch. Details, 
see In This Issue.



TINY DANCERS

Smaller-scaled 
prints —as in 

the ballerinas 
pirouetting on this 

frame bag and bow-
necked frock—are 
all the rage. Model 
Irina Shayk wears 

a Marc Jacobs bag 
($2,900) and dress; 
select Marc Jacobs 

stores. Vacheron 
Constantin watch.
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PURPLE REIGN

The new color 
sophistication 

highlights pretty 
pastels. (That’s right: 
Pretty and pastel are 

no longer uncool.) 
Model Frederikke 

Sofie carries a Miu Miu 
tapestry bag ($1,850) 

with her Miu Miu 
lilac silk dress; select 

Miu Miu boutiques. 
Stephen Russell watch. 

In this story: hair, 
Duffy; makeup, Diane 

Kendal. Set design, 
Mary Howard. Details, 

see In This Issue.

P
R

O
D

U
C

E
D

 B
Y

 F
IL

L
 I

N
 T

H
E

 B
L

A
N

K
 P

R
O

D
U

C
T

IO
N

. 
D

E
T

A
IL

S
, 

S
E

E
 I

N
 T

H
IS

 I
S

S
U

E
. 



Even as  
he brings his 

brand of 
fast-talking, 

angsty young 
hero to Woody 

Allen’s Café 
Society, Jesse 

Eisenberg turns 
his writer’s  

eye to the London 
stage and to a 

new TV project.  
By Nathan Heller. 

Photographed  
by David Sims.

t is early afternoon on a temperate Lon-
don day when Jesse Eisenberg leaves the 
studio where he and his four castmates 
are putting the last touches on The Spoils, 
the play he wrote and brought from New 
York for a West End run. As we weave 
across the street for lunch at Franco 
Manca, an artisanal pizzeria, he keeps his 
shoulders pulled up toward his ears, like 
the wing joints of a resting bat, posing a 
barrage of questions as if trying to show 
that it is possible to be at once winsome, 
engaged, and ill at ease. (Last year, he gave 

a pitch-perfect rendition of a magazine writer at work in The 
End of the Tour, and it is hard to shake the feeling that he’s 
coming at the interview from the wrong side of the notepad.) 
When Eisenberg starred in his first Woody Allen movie, To 
Rome with Love, in 2012, the casting was acclaimed as brilliant 
and inevitable. Now he takes the lead in Allen’s latest, Café 
Society, which opened the Cannes Film Festival in May and 
arrives in theaters this month. Worldly and wistful, his por-
trayal offers a new take on the high-strung Allenesque hero we 
have come to know across the years.  

“I had an anti-reference, which was 
to do an impression of Woody Al-
len,” Eisenberg says when his pizza 
(capers, olives, and anchovies) arrives. 
He is wearing a faded, stretched-out 
gray T-shirt that says motor city and 
has small wire-framed glasses on his 
nose. His hair is now buzzed short, 
leaving no trace of the curls he of-
ten wears on-screen. “I think he is 
the funniest performer,” Eisenberg 
says. “He’s the subtlest, the cleverest. 
I knew that if I were to do something 
like that, it would necessarily fail.” What he saw 
as a liability, though, Allen saw as a chance to 
deepen the archetype. “My approach is the 
approach of a comedian,” Allen says. “I could 
never act as well as he acts. . . . I would be more 
comic but less dimensional.”

Café Society, set in the 1930s, is a bildungs-
roman of silver-screen glamour. At the outset 
of the movie, Eisenberg’s character, Bobby 
Dorfman, fresh from the Bronx in a poorly 
fitting suit, talks his way into an entry-level 
Hollywood job with his uncle Phil, a pros-
perous macher of an agent (played by Steve 
Carell). Bobby quickly falls in love with his 
uncle’s free-spirited secretary, Vonnie (Kristen 
Stewart, completely vibrant), only to discover 
that her heart already belongs to someone else. 
Fast-forward a couple of years and Bobby is 
back in New York, to the delight of his mother 
(a scene-stealing Jeannie Berlin), working at 
a nightclub founded by his gangster brother 
(Corey Stoll). There he rises to the apex of a 
glittering milieu, with a beautiful wife (Blake 
Lively), a child, and a palatial house in the sub-
urbs, when Vonnie suddenly reenters his life. 

The chemistry between Eisenberg and Stewart defines the 
film, and it’s been strengthened by repeated collaboration: 
The two of them worked together in both Adventureland and 
American Ultra, and they have what Stewart calls a “second 
language” on set. “We can communicate a lot without say-
ing much, which is remarkable because we both often say 
a lot,” she explains. “I can’t do anything around him that 
would embarrass me.” Stylishly shot with thirties cars and 
costumes, the film is one of the more sparkling threads in 
the brocade of Allen’s late career—working into a weave of 
small, nostalgic efforts, such as Midnight in Paris and Magic 
in the Moonlight. Like other Allen movies, it draws out an 
ambivalent allegory of success that, perhaps, echoes the 
director’s own long, fraught journey out of obscurity. 

“I think that perception of life is built into me,” Allen 
says. “Whether I was doing a love story or cross-country 
bicycle racing or skydiving, it would come out somehow.” 
He goes on, “No matter what I would do, my own personal 
feeling about things creeps into the material.” And so, amid 
the dreamy fantasy of interwar jazz, there is the fascina-
tion with youth’s stumbling charm, the suggestion that the 
heart is both a cruel tormentor and our irrepressible lode-

star. Also, the comic riffing on the 
straight shot from the shtetl to the 
high-strung Bronx dinner table—
a quintessential Jewish-immigrant 
experience that spoke directly to the 
32-year-old Eisenberg. He’s forever 
trying to understand his own sur-
roundings through the lens of col-
orful family lore, occasionally even 
to the point of futility.  

“My relatives in Poland had a 
dry-goods store,” Eisenberg says. 
“My aunt, who I see every week, 
104 years old, she very specifically 

remembers the dry-goods store, everything 
about it, and in fact I went to Poland and vis-
ited exactly where the store was—it’s no longer 
a dry-goods store—and I took pictures for her, 
and it was a real pain in the ass to get to, and 
then I brought it back to her thinking that it 
would change her life, and she could finally 
feel like she could have closure in her life and 
die, and she looked at the pictures and said, 
‘Oh, yeah, yeah, that was it,’ and didn’t care. 
It took me two weeks to drive to this little 
town and find it. I got into a car accident, and, 
yeah, the police took my passport——”

“I’m sure she cared in, uh, the broader 
sense,” I offer.

“No. No. Not even in the broader sense. The 
micro and macro level. Totally dismissive. And 
even retroactively will dismiss it. She’s—yeah. 
Yeah.” And then, as if delighted by the cruel 
irony of it all, he gives a little smile.

Which came first—Jesse Eisenberg or the 
Woody Allen character he plays? The ques-
tion is more complicated than it sounds, 
because Allen’s 
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ALL IN A  
DAY’S WORK 

“I don’t have a steady 
job, and so I feel the 
need to constantly 
produce,” says the 

actor, playwright, and 
director, in a blazer, 

shirt, trousers, and tie 
from Early Halloween, 

NYC. Grooming, 
Lauren Parsons.

Sittings Editor: 
Phyllis Posnick.
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n a Sunday night in June, as the skies above 
Central Park pulsed with lightning, Wendi 
Murdoch served dumplings. Friends who 
have been to her dumpling dinners know 
they are the major nostalgia food of Mur-
doch’s childhood; she learned to make 

jiaozi, a monthly luxury at a time when meat was rationed, 
at her mother’s side in Xuzhou, China, and she has taught 
her daughters in their turn. But tonight, with nearly 20 
guests assembled in her Fifth Avenue dining room, where 
a placid blue Agnes Martin floats above the veined-marble 
fireplace and a bas-relief of ginkgo branches—for good 
luck—stretches across the ceiling, the family’s chef was on 
hand to do the busywork.

Wendi Murdoch likes to talk about luck, her own good 
luck in particular, but her obvious talents suggest that a 
well-dealt hand is but a small detail in a big story. Murdoch, 
as everyone who knows her will tell you, thrills to a great 
many things: art, technology, fashion, film, investing. The 
current that runs through them all, it would seem, is the 
yearning to forge connections among the people in her 

vast orbit. If  Murdoch is not one of New York’s leading 
salonistes, it’s only because her aims extend well beyond 
the transient trifle of good conversation, though this, too, 
is important to her. “Put people together,” she says in her 
rapid-fire English, still thickly accented, which she is learn-
ing to slow down, “and things can happen.”

Tonight’s crowd was classic Wendi: East and West, youth 
and experience, science and art. Fan Bao, the Chinese inves-
tor, was in town, and Murdoch thought he might like to meet 
a few of the young tech entrepreneurs in her circle. (“Chinese 
CEOs come to New York all the time,” she explains. “They 
always say, ‘Wendi, do a dinner.’ ”) She gathered up Dave 
Clark of Uber; Josh Kushner, the tech entrepreneur and 
real estate scion who dates her friend Karlie Kloss; Carter 
Cleveland of the online art platform Artsy; Alan Tisch of 
the mobile shopping app Spring; and Ryan Williams, CEO 
of the real estate investment firm Cadre. Murdoch has had a 
hand in all these companies, and she can rattle off data about 
their business plans and performance as if she were stand-
ing beside a PowerPoint. The director Bennett Miller, who 
is working on a documentary about technology’s reshaping 
of the culture, came up from SoHo, and Amy Chua, the 
self-styled tiger mom whom Wendi cold-called years ago for 

Businesswoman, investor, rainmaker, film 
producer, matchmaker, diplomat, supermom, 

gossip magnet. Wendi Murdoch is all  
these things at once—and nothing less  

than a force of nature. Rob Haskell reports.  
Photographed by Norman Jean Roy.
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TOP OF  
HER GAME

Wendi Murdoch, 
photographed at 

her Upper East Side 
home. Proenza 

Schouler sweater. 
Céline pants. Hair, 

Alexa Rodulfo for 
Scott Wells; makeup, 

Alice Lane. Details, 
see In This Issue. 

Fashion Editor: 
Phyllis Posnick. 
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parenting advice, drove down from New Ha-
ven. A few friends from the neighborhood 
also braved the rainstorm: Arianna Huffing-
ton, with whom Wendi used to share a yoga 
instructor in Los Angeles; Charlie Rose; and 
Mark Rachesky, the chairman of Lionsgate, 
who lives downstairs. I have promised not to 
repeat what was said about the presidential 
election, though you might imagine who 
went big for Hillary Clinton and who stood 
up for Donald Trump. “I’m careful,” Wendi 
says with the laughter that reliably perme-
ates her conversation. “I’m Switzerland.”

Though she insists that little has changed 
in the two-and-a-half years since she and 
Rupert Murdoch, the Australian-born me-
dia baron, reached a divorce settlement, it’s 
easy to see that Wendi Murdoch, whose 
wings were beating fast through fourteen 
years of  marriage, is now in full flight. 
“I never really quit work,” says Wendi, who 
recalls being the only Chinese executive 
at the Rupert Murdoch–owned Star TV 
in Hong Kong in 1997 (most of the other 
Chinese employees pushed tea carts) when 
she met and then married the boss. “I don’t think I ever con-
sidered myself just a rich wife. When E-Trade first started, 
I was at home moving stocks around.”

At 8:30 the next morning, the sky now a sparkling blue, 
Murdoch races into the Metropolitan Museum to give 
some advice on how to gin up Chinese financial support 
for a planned exhibition on Han- and Qin-dynasty art. 
Then she makes her way to the East Village studio of Cai 
Guo-Qiang, the Chinese artist famous for his gunpowder 
drawings and staged pyrotechnic events and now the subject 
of Sky Ladder, a documentary that Murdoch dreamed up 
and executed. Airing this fall on Netflix, it tells the story of 

Cai’s obsessive 21-year quest to 
build a 500-meter-high ladder 
illuminated by ascending fire-
works. “It’s a metaphor,” she 
says, “for achieving something 
that seems impossible.”

Murdoch, impressively tall, 
in black jeans, a green silk shirt, 
and Gucci trainers, with a thin 
ribbon of diamonds at her neck 
and nails painted robin’s-egg 
blue, is a few minutes early, 
as usual. She has invited Tad 
Smith, Sotheby’s new CEO, to 
join her there, and as they gath-
er around a wide plank table 
drinking jasmine tea, Murdoch 
unspools Cai’s accomplish-
ments—30 million Facebook 
video views in two days, most-
visited retrospective at the 
Guggenheim in 2008, second 
living artist offered a show at 
the Prado—while Cai sits and 
beams. “Wendi brings a breeze 

of the spring,” he tells me through a translator. “When she 
doesn’t know something, she’s not shy. She asks, and very 
quickly she grasps everything. In this way she has become a 
bridge between sophisticated cultures.”

Murdoch wields what her friend Jeanne Greenberg Ro-
hatyn, owner of the gallery Salon 94, describes as “in-kind 
power”: the ability to put the things in her possession—a 
name, an address, an idea—into the hands of  someone 
who might benefit from them. She is a legendary match-
maker; a friend told me that whenever a famous person is 
dating another famous person, chances are that Wendi Mur-
doch brought them together. (Recent success stories: Anne 
Wojcicki, the tech entrepreneur and ex-wife of Sergey Brin, 
and the baseball player Alex Rodriguez; Xin Li, the model 
turned Christie’s power broker, and the music mogul Lyor 
Cohen; Ivanka Trump and Jared Kushner.) “Everything 
she has is available to her friends, which, believe me, is not 
common,” Trump says. “There’s nothing that doesn’t interest 
her, and she can hit five topics in a 35-second conversation. 
It’s really a whirlwind with Wendi. I can’t recall the last time 
I had a conversation with her that didn’t conclude with her 
connecting me to four people who might become great 
friends or great business opportunities.”

Murdoch, by her own admission, lives to be impressed. 
“I dropped out of medical school, which I enrolled in to 
please my parents, who wanted a doctor in the family, be-
cause I was unhappy in the lab,” she says. “I love people. I’m 
so curious. Artists, entrepreneurs—I’m fascinated by their 
ideas.” Murdoch never boasts about herself (the closest she 
came with me was when she acknowledged being excellent 
at math), but she is eager to tell you who in her wide circle of 
friends has won an Oscar, gained a billion-dollar valuation, 
had a record sale at Sotheby’s, watched a daughter graduate 
from Princeton. Murdoch is heat-seeking. Success is her drug. 

After the studio visit, she heads to the Chinatown offices 
of Artsy to introduce Carter Cleveland, the CEO, to a po-
tential investor. Murdoch has served as Artsy’s cofounder, 

WALK THIS WAY

Arriving at the 2016 Met 
gala in Christopher Kane.

QUALITY TIME

Vacationing in Antibes with her daughters, Chloe and Grace, in 2007.
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board member, and, as Cleveland tells me, “in-house tiger 
mom.” (Murdoch does not reject the title: “I always tell 
Carter, ‘Charge them more! Build it faster!’ ”) Murdoch has 
been collecting art since her time in Hong Kong, and she 
recalls that shortly after buying her first iPad, she imagined 
a business that might allow her to scroll through an infinite 
database of paintings and sculpture. She and her friend 
Dasha Zhukova, wife of the Russian billionaire Roman 
Abramovich, thought they might build such a business 
themselves. They teamed up with Cleveland to create Artsy, 
which charges galleries monthly subscription fees and takes 
commissions at the online auctions it hosts. “We wanted both 
the tech community and the art community to support us,” 
Murdoch explains, as if listing the ingredients in an elabo-
rate dish, “so we brought in Gagosian and Pace and Steve 
Cohen and François Pinault and Peter Thiel and lots 
of Chinese investors.” Zhukova was rather dazzled 
by her friend’s bravura deal-making. “Wendi’s quick; 
she’s pushy,” she says. “She gets results.”

Silas Chou, the Hong Kong–based textile mo-
gul who is an old friend of Rupert Murdoch’s, sees 
something of himself in Wendi. “Like me, she came 
from nothing,” he says, “and like me, she attained 
her American dream. She is both by instinct and by 
training a businessperson, with an acute sense for 
picking the right companies for the new economy. 
The Chinese businessmen—she has collected them 
all. Whenever they come to the U.S. they come to see 
her, and she connects them to the American tech com-
panies. To understand both the American consumer 
market and the Chinese consumer market is unusual. 
But then Wendi is a person who can hop from New 
York to Hong Kong to Beijing to Silicon Valley. Like 
me, she doesn’t get jet lag.”

Murdoch, 47, is the third daughter of a pair of engi-
neers who prized education above all. “I grew up in a 
small town,” she recalls. “No electricity every day, no 
telephone, no TV, no refrigerator, no hot water. It was 
a boring life. I never had a toy. Not one doll, anything.” 
For fun she did chores. Later on she played volleyball, 
at which she excelled, though even this she pursued 
for the free clothing and food. “You didn’t know you 
were poor. It’s just the way it was. So to get anyone’s 
attention you had to be smart.” Wendi studied hard. 
She spent each summer reading the next year’s textbooks. 
“My parents were tough, and I was never good enough.” 

Meanwhile, Wendi fantasized about what life was like else-
where. She thumbed through photographs of Times Square 
in a book at the library and marveled at how busy it looked. 
She watched The Sound of Music. “I didn’t know what I 
loved,” she recalls. “All I knew was that I wanted to make 
my parents proud. And I wanted to make a lot of money, to 
support my parents, see the world.”

After quitting medical school, she got a student visa to 
come to the United States, where she enrolled in a six-month 
ESL program at UCLA. She got a bachelor’s degree in 
economics from Cal State Northridge, working a variety of 
jobs to pay her way: waitress, babysitter, church translator. 
She started a T-shirt-import business (buy for five cents, sell 
for $2). She married and divorced. She landed a scholarship 
to Yale’s MBA program and graduated in 1997. “To change 

my life from a poor and boring one, I had to get a scholar-
ship,” Murdoch says. “When people say, ‘You’re smart,’ I 
say, ‘I work harder, memorize everything.’ ” Her first job out 
of graduate school was at Star TV in Hong Kong. Within 
a year, she had become a vice president. It was while in this 
role that she found herself squiring Murdoch to meetings 
in Shanghai and acting as his interpreter. He was by all 
accounts instantly smitten, and they were married on Mur-
doch’s yacht, parked in New York Harbor, a few weeks after 
his divorce from Anna Murdoch was ratified.

Life as Mrs. Murdoch offered another sort of education. 
The couple traveled constantly; there were homes (and a 
boat) to decorate and a far grander social milieu to settle into. 
“I knew nothing about decorating a house,” she remembers. 
“I didn’t know what to wear, social rules, until friends said, 

‘Hey, you have to buy new clothes.’ I was used to getting a 
new pair of shoes once a year on Chinese New Year. Maybe 
it would have been nice if I had somebody to tell me, ‘Wendi, 
this is how to dress, this is how to eat, this is how to entertain, 
this is how to behave.’ Somebody who could give me little 
lessons. But I think it’s good that I didn’t have that so I didn’t 
become a copy of someone.” Murdoch focused on raising her 
daughters, Grace, now fourteen, and Chloe, thirteen. Mean-
while, she leveraged her status to make inroads into the Chi-
nese business community that have outlasted her marriage. 

Wendi and Rupert Murdoch made a decision together not 
to discuss the circumstances of their divorce, but friends say 
that a Vanity Fair article that cast Wendi as ruthlessly ambi-
tious was crushing for her, and that its central allegation—
that she had had an affair with former British prime minister 
Tony Blair—is untrue. “When she separated, I felt it was 
my duty to protect her,” says 

THE LIAISON 

Model Du Juan (LEFT) and Murdoch on hand for the preview of  
the Metropolitan Museum of Art’s Costume Institute exhibition  
“China: Through the Looking Glass” in 2015.
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BY THE SEA

Each of Lagoon 
House’s three 
interlinked pavilions 
has open terraces 
that can be 
hydraulically lifted 
to seal their living 
spaces against 
the elements. 

M U S T I Q U E  



Architect Raffaella Bortoluzzi delivers a contemporary punch to the Grenadine  
Island with an innovative multipavilion beach oasis overlooking the Caribbean. 

Hamish Bowles pays a visit. Photographed by François Halard.

 M Y S T I Q U E



1. Sinuous lines on the painted zinc exteriors made by Milgo/

Bufkin. 2. The architect in Prabal Gurung. 3. A local fruit stand.  

4. Soft seating by Edward van Vliet in the living space with the 

terrace panel closed. 5. Cylindrical pods conceal the lavatory  

in the master bath. 6. The lowered terrace panel allows for 

open-air dining at the glass Konstantin Grcic table. 7. Poolside 

flame trees planted by landscape architect Bas Smets.

he entrance gates are barred with 
candy canes of spun Venetian glass 
in shades of  Caribbean blue and 
Atlantic green, and the tropical or-
chard beyond is planted as thickly 
as an Henri Rousseau jungle. The 
promise of architectural adventure 
hangs as heavy in the air as the scent 
of frangipani. We are, after all, on a 
jungle-shaded hillside lane on the 

island of Mustique—where fantasy is the local vernacular.
And they don’t come more fantastical than architect Raf-

faella Bortoluzzi’s Lagoon House, which perches like a flight 
of winged prehistoric creatures alighting on a cliff face high 
above one of the island’s most beloved palm-fringed bays.

Bortoluzzi, 48, first studied architecture in her native 
Venice, where the approach was traditional; then in Lisbon, 
where it was experimental; and finally at Columbia Uni-
versity, where it was conceptual. She stayed in Manhattan 
to work with Richard Gluckman, who was then designing 
many of the galleries in Chelsea (as it was fast transforming 
into Manhattan’s art central), ringing subtle changes on “all 
these white boxes,” as Bortoluzzi remembers. “He was a great 
teacher,” she adds, “and I learned a lot about detailing, and 
trying to hide all the things that nobody wants to see in an 
architectural space.” From there she went to work with Ra-
fael Viñoly, then creating the five-building Nasher Museum 
of Art at Duke University, intriguingly top-lit with fretworks 
of beams and glass. Viñoly was “very open to experiment-
ing with forms and materials and shapes,” says Bortoluzzi. 
“Every project by Rafael is something completely different. 
I was really lucky to get these two such disparate teachers.”

All these histories find expression in Lagoon House, com-
missioned by the cultural philanthropist Maja Hoffmann. 
Bortoluzzi set up her Manhattan-based Labo Design Studio 
on the strength of her first project for Hoffmann—an ambi-
tious rooftop extension for a downtown apartment. Since 
then, the architect’s American work has included an aston-
ishing bluff-side house for decorator Muriel Brandolini in 
Hampton Bays, and an exquisitely crafted Lower East Side 
loft for her friend the designer Federica Tondato.

Hoffmann called on her again after acquiring a dramatical-
ly sited James Bond–looking house, composed of red marble 
and waterfalls, in Mustique in the early 2000s. Bortoluzzi 
transformed the property so that it now melds seamlessly with 
the landscape, echoing the indoor-outdoor concept that the 
great Sri Lankan architect Geoffrey Bawa introduced in the 
1960s to redefine contemporary tropical living.

Shortly into the remaking of  her main house, Hoff-
mann began thinking about an additional guest complex 
for friends and family, and bought a nearby site for the 
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purpose. Her brief to her architect was to think “bold” and 
work in a strictly “unidentifiable style! We wanted to create 
a new, human house,” Hoffmann adds, “and not a fortress 
on a hill.” This time around, since the original project had 
required Bortoluzzi to live on the island for a year, and pre-
sented numerous complications, it was decided that Lagoon 
House would be prefabricated. This meant that, although 
it took “forever” to prepare the site, with elaborate land-
grading to transform the cliff face into a series of terraces, 
its three ready-made pavilions went up in less than a week.

“What makes Mustique so charming is that everybody 
builds their own dreams,” says the architect, who had the 
opportunity during her extended stay to explore the charm-
ing but less adventurous architecture of neighboring islands 
in the archipelago—where many houses are built using cor-
rugated iron to protect against the ferocious elements—as 
well as Mustique’s idiosyncratic and rarefied offerings. Ever 
since Colin Tennant, the third Baron Glenconner, bought the 
island in the 1950s for £45,000, poured his resources into its 
transformation, and gifted a handsome parcel of land to his 
friend Princess Margaret, it has been a sought-after retreat 
for celebrities, including Mick Jagger and David Bowie, with 
wildly diverging tastes. Bortoluzzi remembers “the person 
who wanted a French castle, and another who wanted a 
Venetian house.” One homeowner even brought over a bat-
talion of Moroccan craftspeople to create a Moorish-hilltop 
fantasia. Bortoluzzi herself most admires Bowie’s Balinese 
compound (which he described as “a whim personified”) and 
a Zen-like Japanese-inspired house with one wall completely 
missing to frame the view. “I don’t know what happens in 
the rain,” Bortoluzzi says, laughing, “but it’s very beautiful!”

For Hoffmann’s guest complex, the architect, who relishes 
new materials, commissioned the metal fabricators Milgo/
Bufkin, who frequently work with sculptors, to produce  
dramatically textured zinc casing—referencing those  
corrugated-iron roofs—for the three new buildings. Inside 
Lagoon House, she created custom-made wall treatments 
and units fabricated from recycled palm wood and poplar, 
carved like waves to reflect the undulant movement of the 
rooftop, or textured like the woven cane-work of a villager’s 
basket. Outside, a retaining garden wall of vibrant orange 
glass tiles mirrors the astonishing red of the island’s flame 
trees that have been planted to shade the pools and that set 
the island alight in June with their brilliant blossoms. There 
is color, too, in the external concrete floors, which have been 
flecked with Bortoluzzi’s collection of exuberantly colored 
Venetian murrina glass beads—traditionally used for  
jewelry—that glint in the sunlight, like a postmodern take on 
the terrazzo floors of the great Italian palaces.

Originally intended as three one-bedroom pods, the struc-
tures were deemed “too enclosed” as the project expanded. 
Bortoluzzi looked to that Japanese house she had so admired 
and opened the front of each building, protecting it against 
the unforgiving elements with an ingenious hydraulic sys-
tem that enables the floor of the pavilions’ open terraces to 
cantilever up and meet its roof’s jutting edge. Those balcony 
floors are set with waving insets of sturdy clear Plexiglas that 
reveal the waters of the inviting lap pools below. When these 
balconies are closed, the clear openings serve as windows.

“The beautiful thing about working with Maja is that she 
always has a vision,” says Bortoluzzi, who traveled with her 
to the Milan Furniture Fair C O N T I N U E D  O N  PA G E  1 8 5
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FANTASY ISLAND 

“Everybody builds 
their own dreams,” 

says Bortoluzzi 
of the enduringly 

fashionable Caribbean 
retreat. Pictured here, 

Lagoon Beach.



I 
know we’re in the thick of summer when cold pea 
soup is available at Diner, the restaurant in Wil-
liamsburg, Brooklyn, that looks like somebody 
with good taste and no budget took over a dive 
bar and spent a lot of time getting the lighting 
just right. Diner opened in 1999, and when they 
write the history of this era of gastronomy there 
will be a long passage on the lasting influence 
of this tiny restaurant. It wasn’t the first to serve 

simple yet elegant food in a magnificently run-down setting, 
but it struck that balance with such confidence that it shaped 
the culinary identity of Brooklyn. The DNA spliced together 
by Diner has been copied by countless others and carried to 
the corners of the world.

The menu at Diner changes every day, but if  there are 
peas at the farmers’ markets there’s a good chance there will 
be cold pea soup. “We like soups in general,” said Andrew 
Tarlow, who started the establishment and who now runs a 
small empire of tasteful restaurants (Marlow & Sons, Ro-
man’s, Reynard), plus a butcher shop (Marlow & Daughters) 
and a hotel where tastemakers stay when they visit Brooklyn 
(the Wythe Hotel). “There’s something a little dated but 
beautiful about them.” 

Ken Wiss, the chef, treats cold pea soup like a classic that 
can’t be improved. This is a version of what your mother ate 
as a child, or what was served at a garden party a century ago. 
It is made with vegetable broth so that it has the color of new 
grass. “It’s the best expression of a fresh pea,” said Tarlow. 
He’s right. Diner’s cold pea soup captures the barely cooked 
flavor of summer—it tastes like July.

In the taxonomy of food, the cold soup is unfairly lumped 
into the larger category of soups and stews. Yes, you can 
serve it in a bowl and eat it with a spoon, but a summer soup 
is like a summer rental, a stripped-down version that draws 
sophistication from simplicity. Try too hard and you’ll ruin 
the effect. A good summer soup should feel effortless but 
stylish, something you threw together in the morning before 
the heat settled, and that you ladled out once everybody had 
a chance to towel off and get a drink.

I’m of  the mind that cold soup should be so cold it’s 
almost icy. When I make salmorejo, a salmon-colored soup 
from Cordoba composed of tomatoes, almonds, garlic, 
stale bread, sherry vinegar, and olive oil, I let it chill thor-
oughly in the refrigerator before serving to slightly muffle 

T o t a l l y

the sharp flavors. (The same is true of  ice cream: What 
tastes delicious frozen will be cloyingly sweet if  melted.) 
Garlic and sherry vinegar have aggressive personalities, but 
when blended and chilled with the other ingredients they 
become a part of a surprisingly delicate composition that 
can be as subtle as a vichyssoise.

The easiest cold soups are made with raw produce you 
simply whizz in a blender until smooth. The chilled sandia 
soup in Hartwood: Bright, Wild Flavors from the Edge of 
the Yucatán (Artisan), a cookbook Christine Muhlke and I 
co-wrote last year with the restaurant’s owners, Mya Henry 
and Eric Werner, calls for watermelon, onion, habanero, 
lime juice, and other aromatic ingredients to be pureed and 
strained and set aside to chill. Werner observes that water-
melon carries strong flavors while maintaining its character, 
and when I make this dish, I find the citric bite of the lime 
and the heat from the habanero somehow make the water-
melon taste more watermelony and sun-sweetened. A soup 
like this one is useful at Hartwood, which is in Tulum, a 
beach town south of Cancún, and where the kitchen is open 
to the humid jungle air. The staff appreciates it whenever a 
dish doesn’t need to be simmered or roasted or charred on 
the grill. It’s also popular in my home, where I try not to use 
the burners once the summer sun starts flooding the kitchen. 

The chilled sandia soup is in my repertoire of summer 
dishes, as are salmorejo and ajo blanco, a soup from south-
ern Spain with almonds, milk, garlic, vinegar, olive oil, and 
bread. The version I make also calls for green grapes and 
green apples, and when it all blends it’s the color of raw linen. 
Ajo blanco is peasant food, what you do with stale bread and 
bruised fruit and the odds and ends you find in any pantry 
in Málaga, but it’s so delicious and visually striking that it 
will grab the attention of worldly New Yorkers who have 
already seen everything, been everywhere. It’s what I make 
when my mother comes over for lunch, or when I want to 
impress the guests. 

In Spain, a gazpacho is a cold soup (it’s a general term like 
sandwich, not the name of a specific dish: That gazpacho you 
think of as gazpacho is just one of many gazpachos), and 
the word’s origins are murky. It could be Hebrew or Greek 
or Arabic, or from a pre-Roman language spoken in the 
region. Traditionally, the components of a gazpacho were 
pounded in a mortar until smooth, then thinned with olive 
oil, vinegar, and other liquids. 

The key to a great summer soup, writes Oliver Strand,  
is picking a few fresh ingredients—and not trying too hard.  

Photographed by Eric Boman.

C h i l l
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JUST ADD BLENDER

The key ingredients—
watermelon, onion, 

chile pepper, tomato, 
lime, and celery—

for cold sandia soup.l



FACE OFF

When Groff and True (OPPOSITE) were 
growing up, their parents had them 
perform what they called “feats of 

strength” around the house in upstate 
New York. Details, see In This Issue.

 Sittings Editor: Sara Moonves.

T R U E



Triathlete Sarah True has one of three spots on the U.S. Olympic team. 
Her sister, Lauren Groff, is a critically (and presidentially) acclaimed 
novelist. Rebecca Johnson meets the superachieving siblings. 
Photographed by Gregory Harris.
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SISTER ACT

“A genius,” True 
(FOREGROUND) says 
of her literary older 

sibling. “An assassin,” 
Groff (BACKGROUND) 

calls the family’s 
athletic star. True 

wears an A.L.C. crop 
top and American 

Apparel shorts. Groff 
wears an American 
Apparel sweatshirt. 

In this story: hair, 
Neil Grupp; makeup, 
Maki Ryoke. Details, 

see In This Issue. 

fter nearly two hours of  swimming, 
biking, and running, the last Olympic 
triathlon came down to four out of 
55 competitors—a Swiss, a Swede, an 
Australian, and Sarah True, a 30-year-
old long shot from Cooperstown, New 
York. True, who spent her childhood 
swimming in a lake, had easily handled 
the water portion. She’d deftly avoided a 

bicycle crash, picked up speed on the footrace, and was now closing 
in on third place. In the stands, her older sister, Lauren Groff, was 
going crazy. Having written several award-winning novels, Groff is 
no slouch, but this was the Olympics! America hadn’t had anyone 
on that podium since 2004. This could be it! And then, with only 
seconds between True and third place, the gap widened and True 
(née Groff) ended up in fourth. So close, but no medal. 

Four years later, the two sisters are having dinner at an Italian 
restaurant on New York’s Lower East Side. It’s a rare break for 
the triathlete, who has literally just flown in from a competition in 
South Africa. Though she should be exhausted, she is the picture 
of glowing good health with her chestnut-brown hair pulled back 
into a thick ponytail, rosy skin, sparkling eyes, and those high 
cheekbones people get when their percentage of body fat drops 
into the teens. (World-class athletes really are a different species 
from you and me.) 

Groff, who hasn’t seen her sister in almost a year, has also just 
flown in—from Gainesville, Florida, where she lives with her hus-
band, Clay, and their two sons, aged five and seven. She’s 38, but 
with her long, dark-blonde hair, delicate features, and blue jeans, 
Groff looks more like the “bad poetry”–writing Amherst College 
undergrad she once was (bad is her adjective—it’s hard to imagine 
her writing a boring sentence). Groff is also spectacularly fit thanks 
to her morning boot-camp sessions and ten-mile runs. “If I don’t 
exercise every day,” she says, “I go into a death spiral of depression.” 

Having contributed an essay to Time on the Italian writer Elena 
Ferrante, named by the magazine one of the 100 Most Influential 
People of the year, Groff has been invited to New York for a party 
to celebrate the issue. A passionate and generous reader, Groff does 
her best to spread the word about undersung books on her Twitter 
feed @legroff—when we met she was raving about Han Kang’s The 
Vegetarian, which won the Man Booker International Prize two 
weeks later. Nevertheless, normally she would decline the invitation 
to travel. She bristles at the inevitable questions regarding work/
life balance—“It’s the question I most get asked at readings”—but 
the truth is, writers need a lot of solitary time. When she is in the 
middle of a book, she puts in twelve-hour days, writing and rewrit-
ing, first by hand, then on a computer, striving to keep life as simple 
as possible by eating the same thing for breakfast (two fried eggs 
over medium with sriracha and black coffee) and lunch (a salad) 
every day. But sisterhood is powerful, so for the rarest of moments, 
the trajectories of these two extraordinary women, both at the very 
peak of their careers, have briefly crossed. 

From the instant they sit down, neither can stop smiling at the 
other. True’s grin is one of those big, light-up-the-room kinds, while 
Groff’s is shyer—more Mona Lisa, less movie star. In the midst of 
all this positive energy, I feel a little sheepish bringing up that near 
miss in London four years ago, but since this month True is once 
again representing the United States at the Olympics, it must be 
on her mind. “Don’t feel bad asking,” Groff reassures me when I 
finally mention it. “Everyone does.” Success is nice, but failure is a 
lot more interesting. C O N T I N U E D  O N  PA G E  1 8 6
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CLOSE TO 
THE CHEST

Model Gigi 
Hadid in a Ralph 
Lauren Collection 
dress and an EF 
Collection necklace. 
Hair, Shay Ashual; 
makeup, Diane 
Kendal. Details, 
see In This Issue.

Fashion Editor: 
Phyllis Posnick. 



The sensual display of  a woman’s dé-
colletage—the neckline that, dipping 
low, exposes shoulders, back, and cleav-
age—has fanned desire and set tongues 
wagging for centuries. Blame it on the 
French, whose words for this alluring 
style (décolletage, noun; décolleté, adjec-
tive) arrived in English around the time 

that fashionable Victorians, on evenings out, began baring 
swaths of bosom in ballrooms and at the opera.

They were hardly the first to do so. Fifteenth-century 
French royal mistress Agnès Sorel, for example, was cred-
ited with bolstering and rousing King Charles VII and 
sparking a trend by appearing with a single breast exposed 
at court receptions. Later royal consort Madame de Pom-
padour certainly knew the value that lay in the promise of a 
low-cut, beribboned bodice, as did the countless swooning 
shepherdesses exposing pillowy expanses of flesh in rococo 
paintings of  the era. Standards for the society set were 
proclaimed. “In order to be thought perfectly beautiful,” 
wrote Auguste Caron in The Lady’s Toilette (1808), “the 
female bosom should be white and soft. . . . We wish the 
two hemispheres of which it is composed to be gracefully 
swelling, perfectly regular, firm, at a sufficient distance from 
each other, and not too large.” 

Moralists railed against décolletage, lamenting such fash-
ions lifted from the demimonde. Yet ladies of a certain age 
could take heart, for according to the novelist Honoré de Bal-
zac, “the beauty of shoulders is the last to leave a woman.” 

Styles of undress, from short skirts to bared midriffs, 
have waxed and waned ever since. But the décolleté has re-
turned with a vengeance this season, with designers showing 
clavicle- and cleavage-baring looks for both day and evening, 
and stars on the red carpet taking the plunge to new depths. 
Picture Stella Tennant, the eternal vision of aristo-tomboy 
cool, gliding down Havana’s leafy Paseo del Prado at the 
recent Chanel resort show, a white collared shirt open to well 
beneath the bra line, revealing 

Extremely delicate—and highly susceptible  
to the physical signs of aging—the cleavage’s thin 
skin is the latest battleground for youth-seekers. 
By Sarah Brown and Leslie Camhi. 
Photographed by Steven Klein.
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PALE FIRE
A silky tunic—artfully 
ruched and wrinkled—
is a breezy look for 
a stay at Il Sereno, 
Lake Como’s newest 
hotel and spa. Models 
Rianne Van Rompaey 
(NEAR RIGHT) and 
Ulrikke Hoyer wear 
Céline tunics ($3,250 
each), trousers 
($1,050 each), 
earrings, and sandals; 
Céline, NYC. Details, 
see In This Issue.

Fashion Editor: 
Tonne Goodman.

S o f t

Behold the new new look: an unstructured silhouette in knits and insouciant silks.        
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      The palette is muted—and the chic is palpable.  Photographed by Gregory Harris.
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FIT TO BE TIED

This eclectically 
pieced-together stripy 
knit is just the thing for 
watching rugby’s long-

awaited return to the 
Rio Olympics (see page 

134) on August 6. Maison 
Margiela sleeveless 

silk-satin top, turtleneck 
($3,720), skirt ($4,125), 

and belt; Maison Margiela 
boutiques. Photographed 

in the Penthouse at 
100 Barclay, Tribeca, 
currently undergoing 

reinvention in NYC. 
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GOOD AS NUDE

These accordion 
pleats (and wear-on-
top bralette) will swing 
freely among the 
tennis skirts at Arthur 
Ashe Stadium during 
this year’s U.S. Open. 
Bottega Veneta dress 
($2,450), bralette 
($500), and belt; 
(800) 845-6790. Stella 
McCartney necklace. 
Photographed at the 
Noguchi Museum, 
NYC. Details, see 
In This Issue. 



BOOGIE  
NIGHTS

The hottest concert 
of the season—
Drake and Future 
at Madison Square 
Garden—calls for a 
cha-cha skirt and bare 
shoulders. Bold floral 
prints and statement 
earrings make the look 
extra fearless. Dior 
dress; (800) 929-DIOR. 
Carole Tanenbaum  
Vintage Collection  
earrings.

W
ha

t to
 W

ea
r W

here

178



PLUS ÇA 
CHANGEMENT 

Pearl-accented 
opera gloves add 

a delightfully retro 
aspect to this 

decidedly modern 
column silhouette—

an ideal pairing for 
a visit to London’s 

Royal Opera House 
to catch the visiting 

Bolshoi Ballet. Dries 
Van Noten dress 

($2,274) and gloves. 
Dress at Barneys New 

York, NYC. Details, 
see In This Issue. 



TAKING SHAPE 
A decadent cashmere 
dress with a loosely 
casual drape is an 
ideal throw-on-and-go 
affair for the L.A. Food 
and Wine Festival. 
Hermès dress ($4,625) 
and belt; select 
Hermès boutiques. 
Sophie Buhai cuff. 3.1 
Phillip Lim boots. 

BEAUTY NOTE 

Protect hair from 
the elements while 
prolonging your look. 
Amika’s paraben-
free The Shield Style 
Extending Spray guards 
against humidity, dirt, 
and ultraviolet rays. 
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WILD CARD

Trompe l’oeil fur and 
floating, peekaboo agates 

are an unexpected—and 
thrilling—date-night 

proposition. A viewing of 
the star-studded Suicide 

Squad, out this month, 
virtually demands just 
such an ensemble. On 
Van Rompaey: Calvin 

Klein Collection dress, 
$3,495. On model Grace 

Hartzel: Calvin Klein 
Collection dress, $2,220. 

Both dresses at Calvin 
Klein Collection, NYC. 

Photographed in the 
Penthouse at 100 Barclay, 

Tribeca. In this story: 
hair, Shon; makeup, 

Dick Page for Shiseido. 
Details, see In This Issue. 
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EDITOR: EMMA ELWICK-BATES

Falling
FAST
The rules have changed:  
Find something for autumn—from an heirloom 
jewel to a roar of leopard—right now . . .  
then wear it straightaway.

Dolce & Gabbana 
jacket, dress, 
headband, and 
brooches; select 
Dolce & Gabbana 
boutiques. 
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1. Missoni vest, $1,095; 
Missoni, NYC. 2. Diane 
von Furstenberg 
blouse, $268; select 
Diane von Furstenberg 
stores. 3. Sandro 
pants, $410; Sandro 
stores. 4. Bougeotte 
loafers; contact 
sales@bougeotte.it. 
5. Two-tier floral 
arrangement 
with vase, $280; 
emilythompsonflowers 
.com. 6. Via Spiga shoes, 
$195; Nordstrom stores. 
7. Gucci sunglasses, 
$425; select Solstice 
Sunglasses stores.  
8. Kimberly McDonald 
earrings; Bergdorf 
Goodman, NYC.  
9. Mulberry bag; 
mulberry.com.  
10. Simone Rocha shoes, 
$960; net-a-porter.com. 
11. Gilt-iron sunburst 
mirror, France circa 
1950; BK Antiques, NYC. 
12. Timorous Beasties 
cushion, $179; liberty 
.co.uk. 13. Rebecca 
Taylor dress, $525; 
Rebecca Taylor stores. 
14. Jacques Doucet’s 
Studio St. James at 
Neuilly-sur-Seine.  
15. Hilfiger Collection 
sweater, $330; (212) 
223-1824. 16. Byredo 
Casablanca Lily Extrait  
de Parfum, $550; 
byredo.com.  
17. Christian Lacroix 
teapot, $255; amara.com.

C H EC K O U T VO G U E .C O M FO R 
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AIMING HIGH
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 129

place on the court to her current gig in 
front of the camera, Gigi starts reminisc-
ing some more about growing up in San-
ta Barbara. “My high school boyfriend 
went to the college where Ashton trains,” 
she says. And when they have the javelins 
in hand again, she points out to Eaton 
the Channel Island that was the site of 
her personal best in quasi-Olympic swim-
ming. She describes the moment before 
she and Eaton revert to still lifes, their 
bodies arranged like an Olympic tableau 
of old—him in his Nike going-to-Rio kit, 
her in a blue embroidered Versace dress 
and those Rihanna street sports–meet–
Marie Antoinette stilettos. 

Which is a good place for us to end, 
back when Gigi was pushing herself, giv-
ing it her all on the California coast. It 
was seventh grade. It was a camping trip. 
She was with her boyfriend at the time, 
though it is not certain that the boy knew 
he was her boyfriend. “I think the first 
time we held hands was on stargazing 
night, actually,” she says. She recalls a 
long hike while wearing an ankle brace 
(“I had sprained my ankle at volleyball 
practice that week”), as well as the snor-
keling that led to the PB in question. The 
speed record she set was the result of 
her spotting a giant sea creature. “That’s 
when I saw a stingray, and I turned back, 
and my goggles came off, ’cause I never 
swam so fast!” �

RHYTHM & BLUES
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 154

films informed Eisenberg’s outlook from 
an early age. “I think that I am not alone 
in finding not only the breadth of  his 
work but the content to be inspiring in 
a way that is unparalleled—and not just 
unparalleled in my life but unparalleled 
objectively. I mean, who does the stuff he 
does?” he asks, nervously shredding his 
pizza into jagged strips as he talks. In high 
school, Eisenberg received cease-and-
desist letters from the filmmaker’s lawyers 
after writing a script with “Woody Allen” 
as the protagonist. When Allen much 
later saw him in The Social Network and 
invited him to join To Rome with Love, 
it was a dream realized. (Allen: “He was 
exactly what I thought he would be—
lively, charming, attractive, projecting 
intelligence.”) Controversy rose around 
the Cannes premiere of  Café Society, 
to renewed allegations of  Allen’s hav-
ing sexually abused his daughter Dylan, 
but Eisenberg says he doesn’t believe in 
trial by press: “I would be thrilled to do 
another project with him.”

In certain ways, the two actors’ careers 

dovetail. Both live in Manhattan, con-
tribute humor pieces to The New Yorker, 
and have creative ambitions that appear 
to grow with every project. “When I was 
younger, I just wanted to do comedy—
I was really only interested in acting in 
things I thought were really funny,” Eisen-
berg explains. But since his breakout in 
The Squid and the Whale, he has been 
branching out, just as Allen progressed 
from slapstick comedy to drama. The 
two of them share verbal tics—a distinct 
pronunciation of “be-cuss,” a devotion 
to the word phenomenal—such that they 
seem products if not of the same mold, at 
least of the same cosmic workshop. 

In other ways, though, they are quite 
different. Eisenberg studied anthropol-
ogy in college, at the New School, and 
his dramatic writing tends to be informed 
by political drama and social justice. He 
recently spent four months volunteering 
at a domestic-violence shelter in Indiana. 
When The Spoils, the story of a privi-
leged aspiring filmmaker and his Nepal-
ese roommate, opened Off-Broadway 
last year, The New York Times admired 
the way Eisenberg’s “clever, frantic dia-
logue assumes an irresistible authenticity 
when it’s spoken by the right actors.” The 
authenticity was no surprise; like much 
of Eisenberg’s work, the play drew on 
the broader passions of his life. While 
he was writing it, he was interested in the 
politics of Nepal, hence their prominence 
in the play. His best friend teaches incar-
cerated children, which informed one of 
the characters. Also unlike his favorite 
director, he says, he’s never felt pressure 
to surmount his ethnicity. “Sid Caesar, 
Woody Allen, pretty much every Jewish 
comedian from that era has changed their 
name,” he says; he can have a successful 
career with “Eisenberg” in lights. 

Living downtown with his sister and 
her boyfriend (asked whether he is see-
ing anyone, he demurs), Eisenberg is an 
avid theatergoer. He’s especially interested 
right now in the New York playwright 
Lucy Thurber, in whose plays he’s acted. 
“It’s so visceral and transgressive and con-
frontational,” he says of her work. “When 
I’m writing, that voice is very much in 
my head.” Eisenberg has spoken elo-
quently and often about his struggles with 
obsessive-compulsive disorder and anxi-
ety, both of which have shaped the way 
he lives and works as an adult. Writing, 
he says, is a way of resisting the unstable, 
checkerboarded quality of many actors’ 
lives. “I don’t have a steady job, and so I 
feel the need to constantly produce,” he 
says. “I’d rather make a lot less money and 
work on something of my own, to stay 
busy, to stay employed, to stay active.”

Lately he’s been composing scripts for 
his first directorial effort, a small-screen 
series produced by Jax Media and based 
on the title story of his first collection, 
Bream Gives Me Hiccups. (In publish-
ing it, Eisenberg joined a growing gaggle 
of actors who have turned their ambi-
tions to literary fiction: Ethan Hawke, 
David Duchovny, and, of course, James 
Franco.) The story is told in the voice 
of  a young boy who writes restaurant 
reviews; Eisenberg recently shot the pilot 
with Elliott Smith as the boy and Parker 
Posey, whom Eisenberg met on the set of 
Café Society, playing the mother. “She’s 
been my family’s favorite actress since we 
were young. The movies that my family 
watches when we get together are usually 
Best in Show, Waiting for Guffman, you 
know,” he says. “And the little boy is”—a 
pause—“phenomenal.”

He stops suddenly, and with an air of 
apology. “If I could go back I would have 
done it—like anybody else—a little dif-
ferently,” he murmurs. Then he catches 
himself. “But I really liked doing it. I origi-
nally—yeah. I liked it. I liked it.” �

THE WHIRLWIND
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 159

Diane von Furstenberg. “When a man 
like Rupert Murdoch separates, people 
are not necessarily kind to the wife. I told 
her to be true to herself, stay very good 
friends with Rupert, which she did. They 
actually do like each other a lot, and they 
respect each other. I told her that what 
she has to offer—to teach Chinese people 
about America and vice versa—is an in-
credibly valuable thing.”

Wendi insists that friends did not take 
sides in the divorce, and she and Rupert 
continue to parent as a team. “Rupert’s 
a very good father,” she says. “Strict 
like me. We attend school conferences 
together. We both make sure they learn 
Chinese, do well in math. We make deci-
sions together about how they use so-
cial media. We never want them to say, 
‘Well, Mommy said this’ or ‘Daddy said 
that.’ ” Wendi’s friends invariably point 
to the sweetness and sturdiness of her 
daughters. “She has been able to navigate 
a hard transition in a really beautiful way 
by prioritizing the girls,” says Arianna 
Huffington. “She includes them in ev-
erything, which is very Greek. Maybe it’s 
very Chinese, too; I don’t know.”

With regard to Jerry Hall, whom Ru-
pert Murdoch married in the spring, 
Wendi’s feelings seem shaped by ma-
ternal pragmatism. “I’ve met Jerry only 
briefly once, when she dropped off  
Grace,” she says. “She seems very nice, 
and my girls like her. I always tell them to  
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hold her own with the best (and the worst) 
of them. As it happens, Murdoch is single 
and happy to be fixed up. The gossip col-
umns aren’t always wrong; it turns out 
that the handsome and much younger 
British violinist photographed next to her 
at the Giambattista Valli show in Paris in 
March was indeed a date. 

“Why not?” she asks. “Am I supposed 
to be shy?” �

MUSTIQUE MYSTIQUE
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 164

and the Venice Biennale, and visited deal-
ers of iconic Brazilian and other contem-
porary furnishings for Lagoon House’s 
contents. “She has an incredible sense of 
space and a great sense of materials—she 
loves to try things.”

The resulting concept was deemed 
so different from the original that plan-
ning permissions proved troublesome. 
“They thought that it was too crazy for 
the architecture of  the island,” notes 
Bortoluzzi—which, let’s face it, is say-
ing something. In this climate, however, 
fast-encroaching nature triumphs, and 
now, from the few places that they can 
be seen, the three ocean-green floating 
roofs are camouflaged by what appears 
to be dense jungle undergrowth but is 
in fact a sophisticated planting scheme 
devised by the distinguished Belgian 
landscape architect Bas Smets, who is 
also responsible for Hoffmann’s LUMA 
art complex in Arles.

“I love to create different atmo-
spheres,” says Bortoluzzi. “The idea is 
that you move through the house and 
discover new areas and landscapes.” This 
approach is reflected in Smets’s design, 
which opens up clearings in the existing 
forest “to change the way you appreciate 
the landscape at any time.”

Having parked their cars in a palm-
shaded lot, guests arrive at what looks 
like a one-story property that frames 
a narrow glimpse of  ocean through a 
cozily enclosed courtyard, where the 
garden is densely planted by Smets with 
banana, mango, and papaya trees that 
can be plucked for a breakfast treat. On 
the lower level, the lap pools are paved in 
tiny lozenges of white marble from Car-
rera, an elegantly urbane touch that cre-
ates “a dreamlike space,” as Smets notes, 
“a plateau from which you contemplate 
the Caribbean. 

“It’s not a house,” says Smets. “There 
are no corridors, for instance—instead 
it’s a volume here, an opening there. It’s 
almost like a village. And there is no 
sense of  indoors and outdoors: It’s a 
kind of landscape in itself.” �

treat her kindly. She’s their father’s wife.” 
Rumors and gossip have swirled 

around Wendi Murdoch ever since that 
became her name, but she has worked 
hard to ignore them. Her friends say that 
she rarely visits the past in conversation. 
Meditation, which she started around the 
time of the divorce and often practices 
with her old friend Deborra-Lee Furness 
(wife of the actor Hugh Jackman), has 
helped. “Both Tony and Cherie Blair are 
good friends,” Wendi says. “That contin-
ues to be the case. I could worry about 
what people say all day long, but it’s not a 
very productive way of using my energy. 
If you ask my friends, they’ll tell you that 
I don’t complain very much.” 

At Rock Paper Scissors, a postproduction 
studio in Santa Monica, Wendi, wearing 
blue jeans, a coral-colored Prabal Gurung 
top, and a big green crocodile bag, and 
Kevin Macdonald, Sky Ladder’s director, 
have sunk into the gray L-shaped sofa 
in an editing suite and are debating the 
length of certain shots with such extreme 
politeness that they never seem in dis-
agreement. Somehow, the conversation 
turns to an article in The Guardian about 
men who live as dogs, dressing in rubber 
puppy suits, chewing on toys, and sub-
mitting to their owner-partners. “Maybe 
we all feel good when we’re being domi-
nated,” Macdonald posits.

“Not all of us,” Wendi replies.
She and Macdonald are meeting with 

a team from Netflix, which purchased the 
documentary after it debuted to acclaim 
at Sundance. It’s tempting to imagine that 
Murdoch’s is the money fueling Sky Lad-
der and other film projects in which she 
has been involved, but in fact she is on 
the movie’s payroll, compensated here 
for something she does in other domains 
free of charge, which is to reel in deep-
pocketed Chinese investors. “People think 
of generosity in terms of money, which 
is wrong,” says Bennett Miller, another 
producer on the project. “In Wendi’s case, 
things just manifest around her. That’s her 
gift. When you make a movie, there are all 
these people competing over the soul of it. 
Wendi is the one person who can create 
harmony among all those people.”

Several months ago, Murdoch was 
asked to cochair the Friends of the Cos-
tume Institute at the Metropolitan Mu-
seum of Art after cochairing last year’s 
gala celebrating the exhibition “China: 
Through the Looking Glass” and help-
ing the museum to navigate any poten-
tial sensitivities around the reaction to 
the show. She has quickly swelled the 
ranks of the Friends and seems especially 
skilled at recruiting young supporters. An 

unlikely addition to the group that only 
Wendi Murdoch could have pulled off: 
Lewis Hamilton, the 31-year-old English 
Formula One race-car driver, whom she 
met at a party in Paris. “Wendi has a way 
of putting people at ease,” says Andrew 
Bolton, the Costume Institute’s curator. 
“She does things quite seamlessly, and 
seemingly without an agenda.”

Inevitably, Murdoch takes great care 
with what she says about China. In fact, 
it’s a subject before which her charac-
teristic bluntness seems to shrivel. “I’m 
very optimistic about China’s future,” she 
says, “but it’s full of complexity and going 
through huge change minute by minute. 
And so I like to bring Americans there to 
draw their own conclusions.”

Though Murdoch began her invest-
ing career by pushing her ex-husband 
toward Chinese businesses, her port folio 
is now heavy in American tech: Uber, 
Snapchat, Oscar, Warby Parker. She has 
met with the developers of a self-driving 
robo-taxi called Zoox and the team be-
hind Hyperloop, a technology aiming to 
transport passengers from Los Angeles 
to San Francisco by pneumatic tube in 30 
minutes. “I look at the business plan,” she 
says. “If I love the business, I invest. If I 
don’t love it, I give them advice.”

At first glance, her social life can seem 
difficult to disentangle from her business 
interests: a dinner at Kappo Masa for a 
group of Chinese CEOs who had been 
staying at Jack Ma’s lodge in the Adi-
rondacks; a book party with her friend 
Samantha Boardman for Adam Grant, 
a Wharton professor whom she met at 
a TED conference; the Google tent at 
Burning Man, to which she is returning 
this August if it doesn’t conflict with the 
girls’ school schedule. But Anne Wojcicki 
says that her friend’s heavyweight social-
izing is the natural consequence of her 
curiosity, nothing more. “Her mind 
is constantly running,” she explains.  
“ ‘Where are the opportunities? How can 
we improve? What else can we be doing?’ 
She’s attracted to people who are asking 
the same sorts of questions. In that sense 
she is nothing like that image of a divor-
cée socialite.”

This spring, the rumor mill inhaled 
Murdoch for another cycle when news 
that she was dating Vladimir Putin spread 
from Us Weekly to The Guardian. It was, 
if nothing else, a sort of wish fulfillment 
for those who over the years have cast 
Murdoch as a fearless hunter of big game. 
Untrue, alas. “I’ve never met Putin,” she 
says. “But wow, so much press about it. 
Why did they choose me?” Perhaps the 
press chose Murdoch out of a perverse 
sense of respect, a certainty that she could C O N T I N U E D O N PAG E 1 8 6
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TOTALLY CHILL
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 166

It was a worker’s meal, what you could 
smash together without fussing with a 
pot or a fire or anything else that would 
require you to step into a kitchen. 

In other parts of  the world, cold 
soups are made with ingredients that are 
first cooked. There’s meggyleves, a soup 
of sour cherries and sour cream popular 
in Hungary and other outposts of the 
former Habsburg Empire. There are the 
endless variations on cold borscht; each 
recipe is slightly different and completely 
correct according to the dogma of where 
it is made. My preference is for raw 
summer soups, but I do like a cold corn 
chowder made with sweet corn barely 
simmered in milk, so that the kernels still 
have the snappy brightness of the ears 
you bought at the farm stand. 

Sarah Forbes Keough is the editor 
and cofounder of the independent food 
magazine Put a Egg on It, which pub-
lishes the sort of features that don’t make 
it into the thick glossies: Andy Warhol’s 
photographs of friends cleaning up after 
a dinner party; an illustrated guide to the 
goat cheeses of  the Norwegian island 
of Håøya. She improvises cold summer 
soups by following what her girlfriend 
has called “the gazpacho rule”—fruit 
and vegetables plus fresh herbs plus cit-
rus. “You can stretch the limits of what 
you can add,” Forbes Keough explained. 
“And you can’t go wrong. Raw veg-
etables, chili, lime, good olive oil, salt: It 
makes you feel like you’re in a garden.”

Forbes Keough followed the rule when 
she took part in a storytelling project at 
Rocket, an art gallery in Tokyo. Titled 
“If I Knew You Were Coming, I’d Have 
Baked a Cake,” the installation consisted 
of Forbes Keough making lunch for visi-
tors, who, in turn, would recount food 
memories to her. But the menus she had 
sketched out didn’t suit the sweltering 
heat that suffocates Tokyo in July. “All the 
food I planned on cooking went out the 
window,” she said. “So I started making 
cold soup.” The coconut milk intended 
for a curry went into one; tomatoes and 
basil went into another. “Somebody 
showed up at the gallery with a yellow 
watermelon,” Forbes Keough said. She 
turned it into watermelon soup with 
mint and lime, garnished with pink pep-
percorns and shavings from a jalapeño 
she kept in the freezer and grated with a 
microplane. 

This year, I’m going to apply the rule 
throughout the season and let the mar-
kets be my guide. Apricots, cucumbers, 
nectarines: Any one of those could fea-
ture in a cold soup. I’ll use leafy greens 
and fresh herbs and honey and olive oil to 

make a sweet green gazpacho (for lack of 
a better term), which I’ll top with yogurt 
if I have some around, or lump crabmeat 
if friends are coming over.

If you’re not yet ready to improvise, 
follow this recipe for green gazpacho 
from Dinner at the Long Table (Ten 
Speed Press), the marvelous cookbook 
by Andrew Tarlow and Anna Dunn 
that will be published this fall. It isn’t 
restaurant food. Instead, the book is 
organized by the kinds of meals you 
fantasize about making for friends, 
each one tied to a particular season 
and set in a specific place—read it and 
you’ll start making mental guest lists. 
This is an herbaceous late-summer 
soup originally made with produce 
(mostly) grown in the Hudson Valley, 
but it travels easily—make it once and 
you’ll make it yours.  

Green Gazpacho
From Dinner at the Long Table
by Andrew Tarlow and Anna Dunn

 large or 12 small cucumbers,  
peeled and seeded
Juice from 2 limes
Olive oil
Kosher salt and freshly ground pepper

 cup mint leaves
 cup cilantro leaves
 cup tarragon leaves
 cup dill leaves
 cups almonds, soaked overnight in  

water, plus 1⁄3 cup unsoaked, for garnish
 cloves garlic
 T sherry vinegar
 wedge honeydew melon,  

rind removed and seeded
 cups yogurt

Thinly slice cucumbers and place in a 
large bowl. Toss with the lime juice and 
olive oil and season with salt and pep-
per. Add the mint, cilantro, tarragon, and 
dill; toss and let sit at room temperature 
for an hour. The marinade will start to 
break down the cucumber, loosening it 
up. Working in batches, puree the cucum-
ber mixture and the soaked almonds in a 
blender with the garlic, sherry vinegar, 
and a splash of olive oil. Strain the mix-
ture through a fine-mesh sieve. Refrigerate 
until chilled.

Preheat the oven to 350˚. Toast the un-
soaked almonds for 10 minutes until fra-
grant. (Can be done one day in advance.) 
Finely chop the almonds in a bowl and 
combine with ¼ cup olive oil and season 
with salt. Dice the melon into small cubes. 
When ready to serve, whisk gazpacho 
well, taste, and adjust seasoning. Garnish 
with chopped almonds, cubed melon, dol-
lops of yogurt, and a drizzle of olive oil. � 

TRUE BLOOD
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 170

“It was bittersweet,” True says, turning 
somber on the subject. “Anybody behind 
me would have loved to be in my position. 
Then again, I wasn’t on the podium.” In 
the aftermath, she went through a depres-
sive period, barely leaving the house she 
shares with her husband, Ben True, a pro-
fessional distance runner, near Hanover, 
New Hampshire. Those must have been 
some dark days in their household, espe-
cially as Ben had just missed qualifying 
for the Olympics after developing a case 
of Lyme disease. 

Instead of wallowing in self-pity, how-
ever, True redoubled her efforts. Even 
though she started training right out 
of Middlebury College, where she ma-
jored in conservation biology and art, 
there had always been a part of her that 
couldn’t quite believe she was a profes-
sional athlete. Now her focus sharpened. 
She hired new coaches, worked with a 
nutritionist, and examined the psychol-
ogy of what had held her back. It paid 
off. She easily secured one of three spots 
on the U.S. team at last year’s qualifiers 
in Rio, and a few weeks later went on 
to a first place finish at the ITU World 
Triathlon event in Stockholm.

As a relatively young sport—it was 
invented some 40 years ago in San Diego 
and is only now entering its fifth Olym-
pics—the triathlon is still evolving. You 
not only have to be good at three sports; 
you also have to be good at changing out 
of a wet suit quickly. True had experi-
ence running and swimming, but then 
she had to get good at biking, which is 
not as easy as it seems. “You have to start 
with the engine, which is fitness,” explains 
Andy Schmitz, high performance general 
manager of the USA Triathlon organiza-
tion, the group that oversees the Olympic 
team. “But then there’s the technical and 
the tactical aspects. You need a fearless-
ness to take a corner fast in the middle of 
50 athletes. In 2008, Sarah wasn’t as com-
petent on a bike, but she made a commit-
ment to get better. You could really see 
that improvement in the 2012 Olympics, 
where there was a crash and she more or 
less bunny-hopped over it.” For Schmitz, 
the wisdom that comes from having been 
at the Olympics will be essential in Rio. 
“A lot of people get to the games and it 
can be overwhelming, but Sarah is a vet-
eran athlete; she knows what to expect.”   

Being cool under pressure seems like 
a sine qua non for an athlete, but True 
says she has had to learn the skill. “I used 
to have really bad panic attacks during 
tests or sporting events,” she says. “I had 
to learn to cope with that fear of  fail-
ure or I wouldn’t have a career.” Among 
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the athletes, she is even known for being 
something of a class clown. “You get a 
lot of driven people in endurance sports,” 
says Schmitz. “Sarah is just as fierce as 
anyone, but afterward, she can switch it 
off. She keeps the air around her light.”  

It’s obvious when an athlete wins; when 
a writer wins, not so much. Even so, 
this has been a bang-up year for Groff. 
Her first two books—The Monsters of 
Templeton (published when she was 29) 
and Arcadia—were both well received 
by critics, but her latest, Fates and Furies, 
which tells the story of a marriage from 
two discordant sides, has been her break-
out. In an extended review in The New 
Yorker—the literary equivalent of  an 
Academy Award nomination—the critic 
James Wood described her language as 
“precise, lyrical, rich, at once worldly and 
epically transfiguring.” In a front-page 
review in The New York Times Sunday 
Book Review, Robin Black called Fates 
and Furies “a novel of  extraordinary 
and genuine complexity,” even likening 
the author’s talents to Nabokov’s. The 
comparison is more than apt; both writ-
ers share the ability to write dazzlingly 
about sexual matters—in imagining his 
wife, Lotto, the main character in Fates, 
would like “to go deeper into her, to seat 
himself on the seat of her lacrimal bone 
and ride there, tiny homunculus like a 
rodeo cowboy”; a dog’s erection is “a 
tube of lipstick all the way extended.” It’s 
bawdy and inventive prose, but not for the 
masses. Over at the Web site Goodreads, 
there’s some grumbling about New York 
hipsters and the book’s emphasis on 
language over plot. Still, no less a reader 
than the president of the United States 
told People magazine he thought it was 
the best novel of the year. He later sent 
Groff a letter saying he hoped it hadn’t 
hurt sales. She had it framed.

If Groff paid more attention, it would 
be enough to make a girl’s head swell. 
As it is, she ignores all reviews—except 
for the one in The New York Times, and 
she read that only because it made her 
husband cry. Instead, she leads a quiet life 
with her children and Clay, a tall, athletic, 
preternaturally sensitive real estate pro-
fessional with whom she fell in love the 
moment he walked into the rowing room 
at their college gym. “People are planets,” 
she says, shrugging. “I just knew.”   

When you encounter families in which 
there’s more than one superachiever, 
you can’t help wondering, What was 
in the water where they grew up? Their 
mother, Jeannine Groff, a former high 
school biology teacher, credits the small-
town setting where the family lived. 

“Cooperstown was a safe, idyllic place 
with just a splash of culture,” she says 
referring to the National Baseball Hall of 
Fame, which was a block and a half from 
their house, and nearby Glimmerglass, 
the renowned opera company the chil-
dren visited every summer. As full-time 
professionals (the sisters’ father, Gerald, 
was a rheumatologist at the local hospi-
tal) and devoted runners themselves, the 
parents weren’t particularly voracious 
readers, but they belonged to the Book 
of the Month club, so fiction continually 
arrived at the house. Lauren devoured 
it all without much discernment—Gore 
Vidal at eight years old, followed by Gone 
with the Wind. “I was just a nerd,” she 
concludes.

“You weren’t!” True protests. “You 
were captain of the swim team, and you 
dated the captain of the soccer team.”

“For a week,” Groff notes sardonically.
In all honesty, the younger sister’s bird 

obsession probably made her the nerdier 
of  the two. True not only raised birds 
from eggs; she also memorized birdcalls. 
“That did get me teased a bit in elemen-
tary school,” she admits.

While neither sister was a baseball fan, 
True thinks seeing professional athletes 
at the nearby Hall of  Fame may have 
given her the idea that becoming a sports 
star was possible. Even more influen-
tial was having an older sister who was 
determined to be a writer. Groff briefly 
bartended before going to the Uni-
versity of  Wisconsin-Madison for an 
M.F.A. and devoting herself to writing 
fiction. “That’s not something people 
normally say they want to do for a liv-
ing,” True says. “I’ve always known she 
was a genius, but to the rest of the world 
it’s viewed as crazy, impossible, or just a 
hobby.” The encouragement went both 
ways, True recalls. “Lauren was always so 
supportive. She offered to give me money 
when I was starting out as a professional 
athlete, even though she had none.”

“Whenever someone takes a jump 
like that,” Groff says, “you want to help 
them.” Besides, she knew her sister was 
worth betting on. “Sarah seems like this 
nice person, but I have played her in 
board games. She’s an assassin.”

“A killer!” True agrees gleefully.

The Groff parents may have supported 
their children unconditionally in risk 
taking: “Our goal,” says Jeannine, “was 
to give them a soft place to land.” But 
she and her husband also wanted their 
daughters to be tough, a quality they 
encouraged by making them perform 
what were euphemistically called “feats of 
strength” around their home, a Colonial 
house on a two-acre plot near the center 

of  town. Each spring, when the cover 
came off  the pool, their father would 
challenge the children to stand in the 
freezing-cold water filled with dead frogs 
and algae for as long as they could stand 
it. Groff remembers getting money; True 
recalls a candy bar, a rare treat in a house 
where sugar was forbidden. I tell them it 
sounds kind of harrowing.

“It wasn’t like there was ice in there 
or anything,” True says, defending her 
father.

“Well,” Groff corrects her, “there was 
a thin skim of ice.”

“OK, thin. But it was fun! We were 
proving ourselves.” 

It’s easy to see how an endurance ath-
lete would need to be tough, but writers 
need their own kind of resilience. From 
the outside, Groff’s career looks like a 
cakewalk, but for every novel she has 
published, there is one sitting in a drawer 
that she never even bothered to send out, 
claiming it wasn’t good enough. And 
while she has had three stories published 
in The New Yorker, she has submitted 
around 50 that were rejected. Perhaps to 
protect her ego, Groff deploys the same 
self-mocking wit in person that helped 
make her last book such a success. When 
I ask what material True’s bike is made 
of, Groff leans over and whispers, “Fairy 
spit.” It’s actually made of carbon and 
costs as much as a new car, thanks to 
innovations like electric gearing. (The 
bike is a gift from one of her sponsors.) 
But True has her own deadpan sense of 
humor. When I mention how successful 
all the Groff children are (their brother, 
Adam, is an M.D.-cum-M.B.A.), True 
grimaces. “We just don’t talk about the 
fourth.” I fall for it, then realize there is 
no fourth.

 
Two days after our dinner, True makes 
her appearance on the Today show and 
Groff and I wait in a coffee shop near 
Rockefeller Center. I ask Groff whether 
she thinks her sister wants children and 
how that would work with her demand-
ing career—last year alone, she’d spent six 
months training in New Zealand, Spain, 
and France, while her husband stayed in 
New Hampshire. “Ask her,” Groff coun-
sels. “She’ll deflect, but it will be inter-
esting.” When True arrives, wearing her 
Team USA hoodie, she hems a bit, saying 
her focus is on Rio, but then admits that 
next year will probably be her last in the 
triathlon. “I can’t imagine my life without 
a family,” she says. “Male athletes don’t 
understand this, but the baby years are 
our prime athletic time. You take a year 
off, you might not come back.”

It seems hard to imagine leaving a 
career at 
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Cover look 42: Dress, 

$2,850; select Versace 

boutiques. Earrings, $285; 

jenniferfisherjewelry.com. 

On Eaton: Nike Vapor 

track-and-field kit. Manicure, 

Ashlie Johnson for Chanel  

Le Vernis. Editor’s 

letter 54: On Murdoch: 

Equipment sweater, $268; 

equipmentfr.com. Proenza 

Schouler trousers, $1,350; 

Proenza Schouler, NYC. 

Talking fashion 80: 

Earrings, $1,695. 88: Dress, 

$3,250; justoneeye 

.com. Photographed at the 

Barbican Centre, London; 

barbican.org.uk. 92: Shoes, 

$630; sergiorossi.com. 

Earrings, $1,695; Lanvin, 

NYC. 98: Dress, $1,390; 

barneys.com. Boots,  

$398; thefryecompany 

.com. Beauty 100: Dress, 

$4,495; neimanmarcus 

.com. Manicure, Lorraine 

Griffin. Retouching: Digital 

Light Ltd. 102: Charlotte 

Tilbury Scent of a Dream, 

$100, charlottetilbury 

.com. 104: Dress, $7,900; 

select Valentino boutiques. 

Leather choker $75; shop 

.zanabayne.com. 108: 

Peacoat, $495; torysport 

.com. Dress, $525, 

select Nordstrom stores. 

Converse Chuck Taylor 

All Star sneakers. PATA: 

112: On Sumpter: Dress, 

$1,475; similar styles at 

preenbythorntonbregazzi 

.com. Brian Atwood pumps, 

$650; brianatwood 

.com. On Sawyers: Jacket, 

$2,995; select Dolce 

& Gabbana boutiques. 

Burberry polo shirt,  

$375; burberry.com. Tom 

Ford jeans, $590; Tom Ford, 

NYC. Mr. B’s for Aldo  

shoes, $250; aldoshoes 

.com. 113: Sweater, $545; 

Ermenegildo Zegna 

boutiques. New Balance 

shorts, $60; newbalance 

.com. 114: Dress, $2,100; 

Fendi, NYC. Textiles, $270 

per yard; contact info@

decorsbarbares.com. 

AIMING HIGH

119: On Hadid: Dress, 

$2,550; Proenza Schouler, 

NYC. Earring, $480; 

sorellenyc.com. On Eaton: 

Nike tank top ($40) and 

shorts ($40); nike.com. 

120–121: Arm warmers, 

$350; select Versace 

boutiques. Sneaker heels, 

$600; select Neiman 

Marcus stores. On Eaton: 

Nike shorts ($40) and 

sneakers ($65); nike 

.com. 123: Dress and 

skirt, priced upon request. 

Bracelet, $470; select 

Hermès boutiques. Watch, 

$1,500; tagheuer.com. 

124: On Hadid: Skirt, price 

upon request. Earrings, 

$370; select Salvatore 

Ferragamo boutiques. On 

Eaton: Nike tank top ($40), 

shorts ($40), and sneakers 

($65); nike.com. 126–127: 

Earring, $630; Jeffrey, 

NYC. 128: On Eaton: Nike 

Sportswear jacket ($200) 

and sweatpants ($110); 

nike.com. On Hadid: Earring, 

$185. 130: Nike Vapor 

track-and-field jersey and 

cooling hood. 131: Earring, 

$185; net-a-porter 

.com. 132–133: Bracelet, 

$475; select Hermès 

boutiques. Watch, $299; 

apple.com. Sneaker heels, 

$600; select Neiman 

Marcus stores. On Eaton: 

Nike tank top ($40), shorts 

($40), and sneakers ($65); 

nike.com. Tailor, Hasmik 

Kourinian for Susie’s 

Custom Designs, Inc. 

Manicure, Ashlie Johnson 

for Chanel Le Vernis. 

Photographed at Four 

Seasons Resort the Biltmore 

Santa Barbara, fourseasons 

.com/santabarbara. Special 

thanks to GE Projects. 

GOLD STANDARD

134–135: On Axente: 

Dress, price upon 

request. Earrings, $190; 

select Oscar de la Renta 

boutiques. Necklace $300; 

fallonjewelry.com. Gloves, 

$361; Fivestory, NYC. 

Shoes, $645; Max Mara, 

NYC. On Spieth: Under 

Armour mock turtleneck 

($50), pants ($80), cap 

($30), belt ($40), and 

glove ($22); ua.com. Tailor, 

Tracy Springer. Photo 

Vehicle by Mercedes-

Benz of Georgetown, 

Texas. Manicure, Maria 

Amanzo. 136–137: Tailor, 

Sarah Liller for Blackbird 

Tailoring. Manicure, Shana 

Astrachan. On Russell: 

Dress, $15,000. Heels, 

$895; select Jimmy Choo 

stores. On Adrian: Swim 

briefs, $39; speedousa.com. 

On Grevers: Swim briefs, 

$35; tyr.com. 138–139: On 

Hammam: Dress, $6,890. 

Tailor, Hasmik Kourinian for 

Susie’s Custom Designs, 

Inc. Manicure, Emi Kudo 

for Dior Vernis. 140–141: 

On Smalls: Boots, $1,677; 

select Louis Vuitton 

boutiques. On Curry: Tank 

top ($40), shorts ($45), 

leggings ($50), socks 

($13), and sneakers ($135); 

ua.com. Tailor, Sarah Liller 

for Blackbird Tailoring. 

Manicure, Shana Astrachan. 

142–143: On Kloss: Skirt 

($5,990) and belt ($495). 

Boots, $2,395; select Marc 

Jacobs stores. Tailor, Leah 

Huntsinger for Christy Rilling 

Studio. Manicure, Honey. 

BACK & FORTH

144: Dress, $14,000; select 

Dior boutiques. Watch, price 

upon request; Fabergé, 

NYC. 145: Dress, price 

upon request. Watch, price 

upon request; Van Cleef & 

Arpels boutiques. Ring, price 

upon request; Chopard 

boutiques. 146: Dress, 

in this issue

your peak after having worked so hard 
and sacrificed so much, but True is quick 
to disabuse me of that notion. “People 
always talk about the sacrifices that ath-
letes make, but I am pursuing what I love. 
The sacrifice is from the people who love 
and support me, because I can’t be a part 
of their lives as much as I want. I have 
missed all these major milestones in the 
lives of  people who matter to me the 
most. I just hope that one day they will 
forgive me.”

“Of course we want to see more of 
you,” Groff reassures her, “but we have 
learned not to ask.” 

“That’s sad,” True answers, momen-
tarily deflated. “But at least you under-
stand. So many families don’t. In that 
sense, I have been very lucky.” �

THE SPACE BETWEEN
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 173

an acre of enviably flawless skin the color 
of fresh cream. And Bella Hadid, nearly 
setting the Cannes red carpet on fire in 
a daring, glamorous handkerchief: an 
Alexandre Vauthier gown slit up past 
the hip and cut down to there, its folds of 

scarlet satin playing hide-and-seek with 
her perfect body. 

Such focus on the neck, chest, and 
shoulders (along with newer categories, 
such as “side boobs”) has been sounding 
alarms as women contemplate the thin 
skin of their décolletés, which is more 
fragile and less naturally padded with fat 
than that of the face and neck. The area 
steadily loses collagen and elastin as the 
years go by, so it scars more easily, heals 
less rapidly, and can be a giveaway for 
age—especially in the morning, when it 
can look as though someone has per-
formed origami, folding the cleavage into 
an accordion configuration of creases 
that can take several hours to flatten out. 
Side-sleepers, who curl comfortably into 
tight balls, are particularly prone to this 
form of wrinkle, which suggests the dis-
concerting idea that your beauty sleep 
may actually be sabotaging your beauty.

“My patients call it the Claw,” says 
Ellen Marmur, M.D., a dermatologist 
whose Upper East Side office is increas-
ingly filling up with patients complaining 
about their aging décolletés, rather than 
their faces. “The best you can do is sleep 

on your back,” suggests New York der-
matologist Misbah Khan, M.D.—simple 
advice that is nearly impossible to follow 
when you’re unconscious. 

Even side-sleeper Cindy Crawford is 
not immune. “When you’re 20, pillow 
lines go away in fifteen minutes, but as 
I’ve gotten older, I notice those lines take 
a little longer,” she says. Crawford has 
been vigilantly protecting the delicate 
skin on her chest since the French anti-
aging wizard Jean-Louis Sebagh, M.D., 
called her attention to it at the beginning 
of  her career. “Even driving, if  you’re 
wearing a V-neck T-shirt, you’re getting 
sun there. I keep a scarf in my car,” says 
Crawford. Also in her glove box of tricks: 
SilcSkin, a flexible, reusable silicone patch 
in the shape of a triangle that she wears 
to bed before a big shoot. 

Other inter-orb remedies range from 
this month’s medical-grade SiO SkinPad 
and a steady stream of new décolleté-
specific creams and serums to elaborate 
“sleep-support” bras with straps, slings, 
and pulleys created to nocturnally lift and 
immobilize the breasts. In-office treat-
ments designed to firm and create new 
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$11,000. Secret watch 

and square rubellite ring, 

priced upon request; Bulgari 

boutiques. Cathy Waterman 

ring; Twist, Portland, OR. 

Chanel Fine Jewelry ring, 

$48,500; select Chanel 

Fine Jewelry boutiques. Fox 

& Bond opal ring ($3,850) 

and diamond ring ($4,300); 

foxandbond.com. 147: 

Watch ($30,000) and rings 

($2,150 each); tiffany 

.com. 148: Sheer dress, 

$7,250. Watch, $28,700; 

select Dior boutiques. 149: 

Watch and ring; priced 

upon request; Buccellati, 

NYC. 150: Coat, $5,295. 

Scarf, $150; Bergdorf 

Goodman, NYC. Watch, 

price upon request; Chanel 

Fine Jewelry boutiques. 151: 

Dress, $6,990; Carolina 

Herrera, NYC. Watch, 

$47,900; select Cartier 

boutiques. 152: Dress, 

$6,200. Watch, $163,000; 

Vacheron Constantin, 

NYC. 153: Dress, $9,125. 

Watch, price upon request; 

Stephen Russell, NYC. 

Tailor, Laura Cortese for 

Christy Rilling Studio. In this 

story: manicure, Megumi 

Yamamoto. 

THE WHIRLWIND

156–157: Sweater, $915; 

Proenza Schouler, NYC. 

Pants, $2,450; Céline, NYC. 

MUSTIQUE MYSTIQUE

162: Caftan, $4,250; 

modaoperandi.com. Me&Ro 

bracelet, $745; Me&Ro, 

NYC. 

TRUE BLOOD

168–169: On Groff 

and True: Rag & Bone 

turtlenecks. 170–171:  

On True: Crop top,  

$195; Bergdorf Goodman, 

NYC. Shorts, $40;  

store.americanapparel.net. 

On Groff: Sweatshirt, $45; 

store.americanapparel 

.net. Adidas by Stella 

McCartney sneakers, $170; 

adidas.com. In this story: 

manicure, Alicia Torello. 

THE SPACE BETWEEN

172–173: Dress, $4,790; 

select Ralph Lauren 

stores. Necklace, $1,095; 

efcollection.com. Manicure, 

Honey. 

WHAT TO WEAR WHERE

174–175: Earrings ($710) 

and sandals ($1,150). 176: 

Top and belt, priced upon 

request. 177: Belt, $470. 

Necklace, $760; (877) 

676-1141 for information. 

178: Artwork by Pratt 

Institute students: Maria 

Paula Jaramillo Arenas, 

Lillian Yuling Chang, Eileen 

Dirks, Rosemary Dobson, 

Michelle Htar, Natalia 

Restrepo, Jessica Silverman, 

and Xingfan Wang. Dress, 

price upon request. Earrings, 

price upon request; 

caroletanenbaum 

.com. 179: Artwork by Pratt 

Institute students: Maria 

Paula Jaramillo Arenas, 

Lillian Yuling Chang, Eileen 

Dirks, Rosemary Dobson, 

Michelle Htar, Natalia 

Restrepo, Jessica Silverman, 

and Xingfan Wang. Gloves, 

$349; Blake, Chicago. 

Proenza Schouler earrings, 

$450; Proenza Schouler, 

NYC. 180: Belt, $950. Cuff, 

$1,830; sophiebuhai.com. 

Boots, $750; 3.1 Phillip Lim, 

NYC. Tailor, Lisa Schick Boalt 

for Lars Nord Agency. In 

this story: manicure, Yuko 

Tsuchihashi. Photographed 

at the Noguchi Museum, 

NYC; noguchi.org. 

INDEX

182–183: On Hill: Jacket 

($2,995), dress ($2,995), 

headband ($1,345), bird pin 

on headband ($1,645), and 

floral brooches ($415–

$795). 4. Loafers, $7,040. 

8. Earrings, $7,275. 9. Bag, 

$2,595. 11. Mirror, $5,875. 

LAST LOOK

190: Slipper; Barneys  

New York, NYC. 

ALL PRICES 

APPROXIMATE.
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collagen—lasers, volumizing injections, 
and the like—are gaining traction, too, 
as is microneedling, the popular facial 
technique that triggers the body’s wound-
healing response with tiny pinpricks. 
(Avid microneedler Mashell Tabe, the 
Albuquerque-based aesthetician who 
flies to New York monthly to see clients 
like Gwyneth Paltrow and Alexi Ashe, 
confirms that she has begun focusing on 
the oft-neglected zone below the neck as 
part of every treatment.)

In the end, no needle-wielding doctor, 
superserum, or prosthetic lingerie can 
endow you with the element most es-
sential for pulling off this or any season’s 
décolleté looks—a spirit at once auda-
cious and untouchable. It’s what Demna 
Gvasalia, in his first season at Balenci-
aga, said he was aiming for—“couture 
attitude”—when presenting his jewel-
toned ski parkas, trench coats, peacoats, 
and bombers, all of them pushed back 
off  the shoulders or with stand-away 
portrait collars and volume in front. 
The designer (who had turned to master 
Cristóbal Balenciaga’s supremely elegant 
opera coats for inspiration) created a 

day-for-night feel, combining contempo-
rary streetwear with a silhouette reminis-
cent of ball gowns past. 

“Attitude” suggests both a physical 
posture and an approach to life. So 
remember: Should your jacket do the 

slouching or your dress risk slipping 
lower, you must embrace the danger 
and stand up all the straighter, shoul-
ders thrown back, swan’s neck (whether 
real or imaginary) cresting upward, head 
held high. � 

Décolleté Diligence
PATCH UP
Inspired by the breathable silicone 
sheets doctors use to accelerate wound 
healing and prevent scarring, former 
model and public relations executive 
Gigi Howard’s SiO SkinPad’s ultra-thin 
patch is cut in the shape of an upside-
down bowling pin to smooth skin while 
sitting comfortably between the breasts.

SEEK SUPPORT
Developed by Los Angeles plastic 
surgeon Randal Haworth, M.D., 
NightLift’s specialty shapewear keeps 
breasts lifted, separated, and stabilized 
overnight by providing both lateral and 
medial support.

APPLY LIBERALLY
Estée Lauder’s New Dimension  
Tighten + Tone Neck/Chest Treatment 
comes with a sleek metallic massage  
tool to ramp up circulation, while 
Lancer’s Contour Décolleté Firming  
Concentrate helps reduce fine lines with 
a synthetic version of paralyzing marine  
cone-snail venom. 

CALL IN THE PROFESSIONALS
For more permanent smoothing 
solutions, Manhattan dermatologist 
Shereene Idriss, M.D., recommends a 
session with Ultherapy, which utilizes 
ultrasound energy to tighten the skin and 
improve fine lines and wrinkles. A quick 
hit with the Fraxel 1550 laser can help 
further stimulate collagen production. 

V O G U E . C O M V O G U E  A U G U S T  2 0 1 6  189

A
 W

O
R

D
 A

B
O

U
T

 D
IS

C
O

U
N

T
E

R
S

 W
H

IL
E

 V
O

G
U

E
 T

H
O

R
O

U
G

H
L

Y
 R

E
S

E
A

R
C

H
E

S
 T

H
E

 C
O

M
P

A
N

IE
S

 M
E

N
T

IO
N

E
D

 I
N

 I
T

S
 P

A
G

E
S

, 
W

E
 C

A
N

N
O

T
 

G
U

A
R

A
N

T
E

E
 T

H
E

 A
U

T
H

E
N

T
IC

IT
Y

 O
F

 M
E

R
C

H
A

N
D

IS
E

 S
O

L
D

 B
Y

 D
IS

C
O

U
N

T
E

R
S

. 
A

S
 I

S
 A

L
W

A
Y

S
 T

H
E

 C
A

S
E

 I
N

 P
U

R
C

H
A

S
IN

G
 A

N
 I

T
E

M
 F

R
O

M
 

A
N

Y
W

H
E

R
E

 O
T

H
E

R
 T

H
A

N
 T

H
E

 A
U

T
H

O
R

IZ
E

D
 S

T
O

R
E

, 
T

H
E

 B
U

Y
E

R
 T

A
K

E
S

 A
 R

IS
K

 A
N

D
 S

H
O

U
L

D
 U

S
E

 C
A

U
T

IO
N

 W
H

E
N

 D
O

IN
G

 S
O

.



Loewe slipper, 
A fashion trend can be said to have hit its zenith when an example appears that’s bold enough to outshine the field.  

When it comes to the Moroccan-inspired babouche, the fair-weather footwear of the moment, Jonathan Anderson’s 
version for Loewe is a mirror-balled disco dream. The diminutive heel was designed as a sort of trompe l’œil—viewed  

from behind, it’s a normal block heel; from the side, though, it appears to be a delicate, geometric sliver—and  
the leather accent at back folds up or down, adding a choose-your-own-adventure versatility. But it’s the louche,  

bedroom-slipper silhouette—and the scaly, metallic sheen—that puts this chic slide in a company of one (OK, two). 
� 

P H O T O G R A P H E D  B Y  E R I C  B O M A N

EDITOR: VIRGINIA SMITH
Last Look
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