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Behind your beauty is confidence.



#1 Foundation in the U.S.*

Tested. Trusted. Loved.

Double Wear Makeup
Goes way beyond the match with shades that enhance the unique beauty of your skin.

Luxurious, cashmere matte finish. So breathable, so comfortable.
Stays flawless and color true. Won’t look grey on deeper skintones. 24-hour wear.

*Source:The NPD Group/U.S. Prestige BeautyTotal Measured Market, Makeup Unit Sales, 12 Months Ending June 2021.
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FRENCH CONNECTION

ACTOR CAMILLE COTTIN WEARS A DIOR COAT, TOP, AND SWEATER.
PHOTOGRAPHED BY MARK PECKMEZIAN.

Cover Look Petal to the Metal
Lorde wears a Schiaparelli top. To get this look,  
try: Dior Capture Totale Super Potent Serum 
Foundation in #2N, Dior Forever Skin Correct in 
#1N, Dior Forever Natural Bronze in #04 Tan  
Bronze, Dior Backstage Rosy Glow Blush in #004 
Coral, Dior Forever Couture Luminizer in #03 
Pearlescent Glow, Diorshow Kabuki Brow Styler  
in #032 Dark Brown, Diorshow Iconic Overcurl 
Mascara in #090 Black, and Dior Addict Lip Glow  
in #012 Rosewood. All by Dior Beauty. Hair, Jimmy 
Paul; makeup, Fara Homidi. Details, see In This Issue.

Photographer: Théo de Gueltzl. 
Fashion Editor: Camilla Nickerson.
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Shop the New Season Now

Etro, Dries Van Noten





 Letter From the Editor

In Their 
Nature

HOW SHOULD WE FEEL, at this moment, about the 
great outdoors? The climate news is frightening 
(and demands a courageous response from our political 
leaders), as is the extreme weather around the world—
the tragic fires and floods and storms and drought that 
we are seeing far too much of. And yet there’s a poignance 
to this uneasy-making time: Our attachment to nature 
has only grown through COVID. We are more protective 
than ever of our fragile planet, and (hopefully) more 
respectful of it too.

Fashion certainly has the outdoors on its mind. The 
collections were full of parkas, puffers, sturdy knits, 
boots, and other technically minded looks that suggested 
we throw open the doors and spend a season in the 
trees, in the snow, under the sun, and by the water. (Many 
designers also showed outdoors, in far-flung locations.)

We called on photographer Annie Leibovitz 
and fashion editor Gabriella Karefa-Johnson to 
pay tribute to this spirit of adventure, and they 
headed to the rugged terrain of Iceland. Annie’s 
stunning images, amid glaciers and mountains 
and lakes with models Anok Yai, Sherry Shi, and 
Akon Changkou (“Wild Style,” page 88) are a 
powerful reminder that fashion can feel right at 
home, quite far from home. 

Our cover star, the singular and impressively 
sensitive musician Lorde, has made the natural 
world something of her muse on her new 
album, Solar Power. This is her first U.S. Vogue 

cover, photographed by Théo de Gueltzl and styled by 
Camilla Nickerson, and what a moment for it. The world 
is welcoming her mix of intelligence and joy—and her 
against-trend resolution to stay off of social media. Lorde 
revels in the IRL world around her. As she tells the writer 
Rob Haskell, Solar Power came together through reflection, 
growing up, and enjoying herself in the landscapes of her 
home in New Zealand. “Something started to happen,” she 
says, “and it was all to do with spending time outside.”

If Lorde is the songwriter of the great outdoors, then 
Quannah Chasinghorse (“Gaining Ground,” page 132), is 
its face, a 19-year-old Indigenous model who is also a 
role model in all the important ways: a voice for Indigenous 
people in her industry and, as she tells writer Christian 
Allaire, an advocate for the causes she believes in, chief of 
which (this should surprise no one) is climate. Young 
people such as Quannah are leading on this era-defining 
issue, and are an inspiration to all of us.

OUTDOOR VOICES

LEFT: LORDE WEARS A CELINE BY HEDI SLIMANE 
DRESS. PHOTOGRAPHED BY THÉO DE GUELTZL.  
ABOVE: MODEL QUANNAH CHASINGHORSE WEARS  
A GIVENCHY BLOUSON AND RALPH LAUREN HAT. 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY JACKIE NICKERSON.
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Contributors

On Location: Iceland
Inspired by both the technical gear that turned up in the fall collections (think 
heavy boots, anoraks, puffer coats galore) and the far-flung places where 
designers presented them (think Miu Miu in the Dolomites), “Wild Style” 
(page 88), photographed by Annie Leibovitz and styled by fashion editor 
Gabriella Karefa-Johnson, required one seriously good backdrop. “We wanted 
to go somewhere that had an expansive enough visual vocabulary to the 
landscape—everything from a volcano to the seaside, to glaciers, to icebergs,” 
Karefa-Johnson says. With dramatic terrain comes logistical challenges—
especially where a full-blown fashion shoot is involved. “At one point we were 
on a glacier, which was kind of a sight to be seen,” Karefa-Johnson laughs. 
“People go there to see once-in-a-lifetime views, and we showed up with girls 
in Valentino dresses and one-of-a-kind Celine looks.”

Heidi Howard and 
Patricia Treib

In “Land of Plenty” (page 126), 
Dodie Kazanjian describes how 
painting en plein air became de 
rigueur for many artists during the 
pandemic, the New York–based 
Howard and Treib among them. (At 
left, both are pictured at a “painting 
picnic” they organized last spring.) 
Being outside, they found, offered a 
vibrant new way of working. “The 
visual activity of spending time with 
something external, something that 
we need to take in through the senses, 
feels essential to me,” Treib says.

“I love painting  
from nature, because if we 

listen, it teaches us the  
best way to live,” says artist 

Esteban Cabeza de Baca  
(seen above in Ojo Caliente,  

New Mexico, last year)

ROCKY MOUNTAIN HIGH

OVER ONE LONG DAY IN ICELAND, THE  

VOGUE TEAM TRAVERSED SOME 

SPECTACULAR—AND TRICKY—TERRAIN. 
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Face Value
When a case of Bell’s palsy robbed playwright Sarah Ruhl of her ability  

to smile, she came to fully appreciate how much it meant to her. 

Excerpt

T
he day after I gave birth to twins, a lactation 
consultant came to my hospital room 
to see how the babies were feeding. My 
mother was holding one baby, while 
I breastfed the other. The consultant tried 
to teach me how to feed both of them 

at the same time. Then she looked at me curiously. “Your 
eye looks droopy,” she said. 

Taken aback, I tried a joke, “Yes, my eyes are a little 
droopy,” I acknowledged. “I’m Irish.” 

“That’s not what I mean,” she said, kind but firm. 
“Go look in the mirror.” 

The left half  of my face had fallen down. Eyebrow, 
fallen; eyelid, fallen; lip fallen, frozen, immovable. 
A stroke? I was astonished—my face hadn’t felt any 
different before I looked in the mirror. I tried to move 
my face. Impossible. Puppet face, strings cut. I called my 
husband, Tony, who is always preternaturally calm, and 
told him that I couldn’t move the left side of my face. He 
told me to call the obstetrician immediately and have him 
call a neurologist. Then he said, “I’ll be over in 10 minutes.” 

Tony is a child psychiatrist. He is the sort of person 
people call in emergencies, the sort of person who 
neighbors, friends, and strangers tell me brightened their 
day with the warmth of his regard, or his ability to listen 
without judgment. Though his voice was calm on the 
phone, I knew he was concerned. I am the granddaughter 
of a doctor, the sister of a doctor, the niece of two doctors, 
and the wife of a doctor, so I speculated that I’d either 
had a stroke or Bell’s palsy. I am bad at science, but I have 
differential diagnosis in the blood. 

Perhaps more importantly, my mother once had Bell’s 
palsy when she was in her 50s, so I knew, and she knew, 
what it looked like. 

A neurologist came in and asked me to try to lift my 
eyebrows. I could lift one but not the other. He asked 
if  I heard a ringing in my left ear. When I said that I did, 
he seemed relieved. He diagnosed Bell’s palsy. 

A PARADOX

“I THOUGHT I COULD NOT TRULY REENTER THE WORLD 
UNTIL I COULD SMILE AGAIN,” WRITES RUHL. “AND  
YET, HOW COULD I BE HAPPY ENOUGH TO SMILE AGAIN?”

> 5 6
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I asked the neurologist if the Bell’s palsy would go away; 
and he said sometimes it does and sometimes it doesn’t. 
That was not terribly comforting. Tony arrived. All the 
doctors left. Except for my husband. The twins were in 
the baby nursery. Outside a blizzard was gathering force. 
The room was quiet. 

That night I cried in the hospital bed with Tony holding 
me. “I’d rather not be ugly for you,” I said. 

“You never will be,” he said. And he held me.

I
n contemporary Western medicine there is, 
arguably, not a lot you can do to treat Bell’s palsy; 
doctors generally give you some steroids, and 
then you wait for the nerve that controls your 
facial muscles to grow back. It’s not clear whether 
Bell’s is caused by a viral, 

inflammatory, or biomechanical 
process—and how exactly 
pregnancy heightens risk. I have 
since learned that a very attentive 
doctor, present at the onset of 
illness, might prescribe you 
antivirals (many Bell’s cases are 
actually caused by a herpes 
virus), might also test you for 
Lyme disease (a large percentage 
of Bell’s cases, particularly in the 
northeast, are caused by Lyme), 
or treat you for Lyme disease 
as a precaution. This attentive 
doctor might also give you a script 
for physical therapy and tell 
you to eat plenty of antioxidants. 
Sometimes the nerve grows 
back completely, sometimes 
incompletely, and sometimes it 
doesn’t grow back at all. Doctors 
don’t really know why you 
get Bell’s palsy (though it’s not 
uncommon among postpartum 
women); this is what medicine calls an idiopathic disease. 
Doctors hope that patients will fall into the vast 
majority of cases that get better quickly on their own. 
Either I will completely recover in three weeks, I thought, 
or I might have paralysis on one side of my face forever. 

It was so cold outside that February. My frozen face 
matched both the weather and my mood. We learned 
that the twins, Hope and William, would have to spend 
time in the NICU because of breathing distress and 
jaundice. I hated leaving the hospital without them. 
I took a taxi from Stuyvesant Town, where we lived, to 
Mount Sinai twice a day to visit the babies. I fed them, 
I held them. Then I went home. I slept. Tony and I came 
back to the hospital together for the 5 p.m. feeding. 
Then we ate at the diner on the corner. I ordered meat 
loaf, a chocolate milkshake, and mashed potatoes, 
the softest, easiest-to-chew food I could think of with the 
highest calories for breastfeeding.

I’d been inside for months, and when I came home from 
the NICU at night, the city lights at night felt grotesque 
and painful, as though they had tongues of fire. Too 
bright, too much. I’d left the apartment that week to go 
to only two places—the hospital and to a CPR class  
for babies. I felt as though I should be in a dim cave, 
burrowing, with my frozen face and my babies. Instead 
they were in a too-bright hospital and I was practicing 
CPR dutifully on some dolls.

In fairy-tale logic, you must trade something for 
something you desire. By this logic, I traded my face for my 
children. And it was a fair trade. 

AFTER SPENDING A WEEK IN THE NICU, we were told 
we could bring Hope and William home. They were so 

light, I could carry them both in 
their car seats—one on each arm. 
My mother picked us up from the 
hospital, driving very slowly on 
the icy roads. When we pulled up to 
our apartment, Tony and I started 
to negotiate getting the two car 
seats out of the back, with the tiny 
babies bundled warmly. An elderly 
woman knocked on the car door 
and yelled that we were blocking 
her way. I felt full of rage—was the 
rage caused by the steroids I’d 
been on to mature the twins’ lungs? 

I yelled right back at that 
old lady.

At night, I breastfed one baby 
to sleep until the other one woke 
up screaming. Then I breastfed 
the newly awake baby until the 
first one woke up screaming. I did 
this all night long, in a kind of 
delirium. Once a week, a lactation 
consultant followed me around 
my apartment with a breast 

pump, telling me to pump when I wasn’t feeding, to 
increase my milk supply. I avoided her. 

I had a headache from the Bell’s palsy that felt like a 
needle had entered my cranium; and loud noises, like 
children crying, were magnified tenfold. (The seventh 
cranial nerve—which is afflicted by Bell’s—also controls 
a small protective muscle in the middle ear, which 
normally dampens intense vibrations on the eardrum.) 
In other words, when the children mewled, it sounded 
like they were howling. At night, when I managed 
to sleep, I wore an eye patch because I couldn’t close my 
left eye, and the doctor didn’t want me to accidentally 
scratch my cornea. 

I still had an ice pack on my nether regions, and my 
toddler daughter, Anna, insisted on putting an ice pack on 
her nether regions too. One night I was breastfeeding 
both babies, and at three in the morning, Anna snuck out 
of her room and said, “I want to sit on your lap.” > 5 9

Excerpt Mystery Play

BEACH BABES

THE AUTHOR, PREGNANT WITH  
TWINS, PHOTOGRAPHED WITH HER OLDEST 

DAUGHTER, AGE THREE.
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“You can’t sit here,” I said. “There are two babies there 
already. Go back to sleep.” 

“I’m crestfallen!” Anna wailed. She had learned the 
word crestfallen from the book Fancy Nancy. 

The wise say that love expands to include all children. 
And the love did expand. The love was boundless. But 
the lap appeared to be finite.

T
hen, out of the blue, good news from the 
planet of theater, which felt very distant at 
this point. My play In the Next Room, 
or the vibrator play was nominated for a 
Tony Award for best play. The news 
seemed to reach me 

as though I were now swimming in  
a different, faraway pool. The Tony 
Awards Vanity Fair party was the 
next day. It will be awful, I thought. 
They will ask me to smile. But my 
agent said I should go, so I went. 

I was asked to stand on something 
resembling a red carpet with maybe 
30 photographers from different 
outlets in front of me. “Smile!” they 
shouted. “Smile!” they yelled again, 
peering from behind their cameras. 
“What’s wrong with you—can’t you 
smile for your Tony?” 

“Actually, I can’t,” I said. “My face 
is paralyzed.”

They mumbled apologies and took 
my picture anyway. I hated the black-
and-white photograph that was  
taken of me on that day. I thought my 
face looked like water that was going 
downhill and then stopped, in some 
kind of deep freeze. I looked existentially pained, though 
it was taken on what should have been a joyful day. 

THREE MONTHS AFTER THE TWINS were born, I had 
my first opening of a play with my new face. The three-
and-a-half-hour-long epic called Passion Play was 
performed at an old church in Brooklyn. My mother sat 
next to me, on my left, and kept peeking over at me, 
worried. Finally, she whispered, “Are you not pleased?” 

“I’m very pleased,” I whispered back. “I just can’t move 
my face.” 

At the curtain call, while photographs were being taken, 
I retreated to pump milk—two purposes fulfilled at 
once—avoiding the cameras and relieving the pressure in 
my milk ducts. I sat by the stained-glass windows in the 
dark, feeling a very specific relief: I had the misfortune of 
having written too long a play for a breastfeeding mother. 

The audience was wonderful that night, and the actors 
were rapturous. I should have felt celebratory—but 
I was content to hide. Earlier that evening, the director’s 
wife, an actress, told me that she’d had Bell’s palsy and 
it was hell on earth, but assured me that she recovered 

completely in three months. I didn’t tell her that it had 
already been three months. I felt inside a paradox: 
I thought I could not truly reenter the world until I could 
smile again; and yet, how could I be happy enough to 
smile again when I couldn’t reenter the world?

MY VERY FIRST WEEK IN New York City, in my early 
20s, I smiled at a man across from me on the subway 
who took it as an invitation to sit next to me. He then put  
his other earbud from his headset over my ear, saying  
I had to listen to a song. I obliged, my head tilted toward 
him. Once I smiled at him, I felt it was too late to say 
no; my smile had given permission. I remember an old 

woman across from me, looking at me, 
shaking her head. 

There is a complex set of unspoken 
rules guiding women’s smiles in public. 
Without mine, I began to develop odd 
ways of signaling approval or friendliness. 
I vocalized more. I made weird gestures 
with my hands upon seeing people I liked. 
Laughing was a predicament. I could 
make a chuckling sound, but found it 
difficult to feel the correct, spontaneous 
sensation of belly-laughing without 
being able to fully open my mouth.

I was busy finding ways to signal my 
internal life to my family and friends, 
but it was harder to negotiate meeting 
people for the first time. Do I explain 
that I’m recovering from facial 
paralysis? Or do I just make slightly 
forced gestures with my hands to 
communicate interest and excitement? 
I split the difference. Sometimes 
I explained myself; sometimes I just 

made weird little waves to communicate friendliness 
to other parents at the playground. I felt constantly  
like an overenthusiastic and clumsy tourist who didn’t 
know the language of the country she was visiting. 

I had lunch with an actress friend, who is probably 
objectively one of the most expressive people alive in the 
world, and it seemed particularly odd not to be able 
to mirror her facial expressions. I found myself  making 
cooing noises while she told me stories, moving her 
extremely mobile face. 

If a person had a smile that was incredibly beautiful and 
frequently aimed at me, it was a kind of social torture. 
Through some tragedy of symmetry, a half smile can look, 
in fact, like a grimace. Better not to make any expression 
at all, I thought.

Some say that for many mothers the postpartum fog or 
dip is greatly relieved by seeing the baby’s first “social smile.” 
I did love seeing all my babies smile. William’s smile had a 
sense of mischief; Hope had a calm self-possessed smile; 
Anna had a smile as though we were sharing a secret. Not 
being able to smile fully back at my babies became a kind of 
obsession. I wanted to smile at my babies most of all. @

Excerpt Mystery Play

THE AUTHOR’S NEW MEMOIR (SIMON & 
SCHUSTER) IS OUT THIS MONTH.
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two-part exhibition In America: A 
Lexicon of Fashion (part one opens on 
September 18)—it was the star of Lin-
netz’s recent ERL menswear collection, 
set alongside techno silver trousers and 
kitschy tuxedos. And while his debut 
women’s collection doesn’t feature the 
old stars and stripes, it’s infused with 
an all-American spirit. For the past two 
years, Linnetz has been recrafting the 
American dream as he sees it from his 
Venice Beach vantage point. 

You could say he’s been at it even lon-
ger. Born and raised in California, the 

A
fter a year of living on vid-
eo calls, Eli Russell Linnetz 
hasn’t given up dressing 
for an occasion—even if  

he appears onscreen from his sun-
lit California studio in an outfit he 
instantly regrets. “I forgot I was sup-
posed to be wearing my American flag 
shirt—dammit!” he says, shaking his 
head and laughing. “That ruined the 
whole interview.”

The allover flag-print tee isn’t 
some hokey bit he’s trying to pull off  
to tie in to the Costume Institute’s 

30-year-old Linnetz grew up surfing 
and enrolled at USC as a screenwriting 
student, opera singer, and costume de-
signer. “Theatricality has always been 
in my soul,” he says. “I’m always ex-
pressing myself through fantasy.” 

Shortly after graduation, Linnetz’s 
pursuit of  fashion took a left turn 
when, in 2016, he found himself work-
ing in the inner sanctum of  Kanye 
West’s artistic studio, helping con-
ceptualize his Saint Pablo Tour and 
directing Teyana Taylor for West’s 
“Fade” video. Two years later, 

SHOOT FOR  

THE STARS 

Linnetz, in his design 
studio, photographs 
model Hailey Bieber, 

who wears a sweater, 
skirt, and mules by ERL. 

Hair, Bryce Scarlett; 
makeup, Nina Park. 

Details, see In This Issue.

Artist and photographer Eli Russell Linnetz is bringing his free-spirited and 
supremely West Coast perspective to fashion with his label, ERL. By Steff Yotka.

California King
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he had become Lady Gaga’s de facto 
photographer, working on her Enigma 
residency in Las Vegas. A film proj-
ect for Comme des Garçons’s Andy 
Warhol–inspired fragrance introduced 
Linnetz to Adrian Joffe, the president 
of Comme and Dover Street Market, 
who was so impressed that he gave Lin-
netz his own label under DSM’s Dover 
Street Market Paris incubator for rising 
talents—and, in 2018, ERL was born.

What started as a humble menswear 
collection of  disintegrating football 
jerseys and wrestling send-ups soon 
became something far more ambitious. 
Now, with his womenswear launch—
featuring jeans and tees printed with 
flashy graphics, prom-queen poufs and 
rodeo-queen prairie skirts, skater-boy 
sneakers and summer-camp embroi-
dered vests—he is at once entering the 
canon of  classic American style and 
rewriting its rules. 

Every piece is made from a single, 
simple fabric like cotton, corduroy, 
silk taffeta, or suede. (There’s one ex-
ception: a lilac wrap top spliced down 
the middle—half  blazer, half  grungy 
patterned tee—“inspired,” he says, “by 
my favorite shirt.”)

Together, the collection looks like the 
costume rack for some surreal mash-up 
of Days of Heaven and The Matrix—
and this cinematic vision has already 
made his menswear garments favorites 
of Dua Lipa, Justin and Hailey Bieber, 
A$AP Rocky, and a new generation of 
women traveling through life (and social 
media) with a superstar presence. But 
there’s also a thread of comfort stitched 
into his collections: His clothing rustles 
up memories known but forgotten. (I 
swear I owned a ruched peasant top 
like his ivory cotton version when I was 
a teenager—and I know I’ve dreamed 
of the psychedelic anemone crinoline 
he’s patched together of marigold, hot 
pink, maroon, and cobalt frills.) 

While Linnetz is growing his global 
business, he isn’t losing his sense of 
home, or the kind of freedom that his 
work celebrates. “It’s not enough to 
just be patriotic,” he says. “The Amer-
ican dream has always been about 
fighting against tyranny and injus-
tice.” He does it with more subtlety 
than a slogan tee, instead projecting 
the image of  a country living in har-
mony. “What people fight for their 
whole lives,” he says, “is a moment of 
truth, honesty, and calm.” @

History Lessons
Family, faith, and politics collide  

in Jonathan Franzen’s latest.

JONATHAN FRANZEN’S PLEASURE BOMB of a novel Crossroads (FSG) 
takes place in New Prospect, an Illinois suburb that could be a Norman 
Rockwell backdrop were it not for the rumblings of the women’s liberation 
movement and the war in Vietnam. It’s 1971 and the Hildebrandt family 
lives in a drafty house that the local church provided to patriarch Russ, 
a God-fearing and self-loathing associate minister who has not only fallen 
for a pixie-like widow but blames his desires on his wife, Marion. They 
have four children: young Judson; Becky, the golden-girl cheerleader who 
isn’t half as boring as she might seem; college-age Clem, tormented by 
guilt over the inequitable draft and his lust for a worldly older student; and 
Perry, whose extraordinary mental wiring leads to the manic episode that 

is one of the book’s many tours de force. The most 
operatic and astonishing portion might belong 
to Marion, whose dutiful Christmas cookie baking 
and ghostwriting of her husband’s sermons are 
insufficient outlets for her pain and brilliance. 
Unbeknownst to anyone in her family, she visits 
her “paid friend,” a therapist who discreetly 
works out of a dentist’s office. This book relies  
on novella-length backstories that are as  
beguiling and alive as the scenes set in the novel’s 
present, but Marion’s moment in the spotlight 
is a standout, a masterpiece in the tradition  
of Nathanael West and the American grotesque. 
New prospects are what keep the narrative 
so engrossing, each section expanding on and 

deepening the poignancy of what has come before. Fifty years after the 
novel’s setting, America’s primary story is one of social unrest, but it’s 
personal unrest that commands Franzen’s fascination and unassailable 
talent. Tiny moments—a glance in the mirror, a bus-seating slight—
explode into entertaining vignettes stuffed with the secrets and sins that 
keep us all truly unknowable from the people to whom we consider 
ourselves closest. As he has in his previous five novels, Franzen marries the 
sympathetic and damning, the serious and the comic, faith and folly. 
Good writers can sustain nuance. Few can take human contradiction and 
make it half as entertaining and intimate as Franzen does. The 500-plus 
pages fly by and cohere into a magnificent portrait of an American 
family on the brink of implosion. The first in a planned trilogy, Crossroads 
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MORE FALL BOOKS

Elizabeth Strout’s multi-work saga 
continues with Oh William!, building 

In Dave Eggers’s The Every, a sequel 

and Ann Patchett, These Precious 

You but I’ve Chosen Darkness is a 

in the California and Nevada desert.
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Blush—the more saturated the better—is the makeup manifestation 
of our reentry. Leslie Camhi thinks pink.

Rouge Agent

I
s there any makeup more ephemeral than blush, or whose 
promise, through the ages, has proved more alluring? 
“They wish to find the springtime of their earliest years 
hiding in a pot of rouge,” an 18th-century social critic 

observed of the ladies at the court of Versailles, whose ver-
milion cheeks, floridly blooming in artificially snow-white 
complexions, signaled their allegiance to the aristocracy. 

These days, after years of  heavy-handed “shake and 
bake” contouring, fashion is embracing the freshness of 
blush anew. But this is not your grandmother’s rouge. On 
the Chanel cruise runway, makeup artist Lucia Pica draped 
intense pink tints from models’ cheekbones all the way up 
across their temples. The look was “punky, almost rebel-
lious,” Pica tells me, “tough and soft at the same time,” and 
a tribute to the New Romantics of the 1980s. Otherworldly 
pink parentheses, stretching from brow to cheekbone, also 

framed the faces of models wearing Molly Goddard’s fall 
2021 tartans and Fair Isle sweaters for day, or her tulle party 
frocks for evening. This was blush as defiant as armor, 
jolting and vibrant. And then there were the sweet roseate 
patches, reminiscent of 18th-century portraits by François 
Boucher or Thomas Gainsborough, that adorned the 
cheeks of damsels wearing Vivienne Westwood’s signature 
drunken tailoring, along with tricorn hats, pin curls, and 
Prince-of-Wales-plaid platform boots, in the designer’s 
exquisite mash-up of historical styles for the rentrée.

BLURRED LINES 

Model Sherry Shi wears a curve of color around her  
temples courtesy of makeup artist Dick Page. Fendi cropped  

shirt. Van Cleef & Arpels earring. Hair, Ilker Akyol.  
Photographed by Cruz Valdez. Fashion Editor: Max Ortega. 
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PLAY FAVORITES WITH YOUR HAIR.

UNCAP THE LOVE
ª



face carries with it a range of associations, it’s also key in 
creating the illusion of youthfulness. “To help understand 
why and how to use color, observe the faces of babies and 
healthy young people after exercise,” the legendary makeup 
artist Way Bandy counseled his disco-era readers in his 
iconic 1977 tome, Designing Your Face. So I pulled my 
teenager, recently returned from a walk in 90-degree heat, 
over to the window and studied his visage carefully, as a 
rosy flush spread from his cheeks across the bridge of his 
nose. (Needless to say, he found such scrutiny unnerving.) 

Deploying powder blushes, such as Pat McGrath’s Divine 
Blush beauties, would require more TikTok tutorial con-
sumption than I could stomach. I needed something simple 
and quick to apply. Cream blushes were it, I decided as I 
experimented with Anastasia Beverly Hills’ ultra-lightweight 
Stick Blush in Peachy Keen, which comes with its own brush 
attached for on-the-go application. Also tempting: Victoria 
Beckham’s new Cheeky Posh blush stick in Major, a deep 
rose, that I dotted on the apple of my cheeks and blended 
up into my hairline for an afternoon outing to the bank. 

“People want to feel that glow, that warmth, that joy,” 
McGrath admits of why so many of us are embracing these 
more subtle nods to a time when rouge was used exclusively 
to “add a little prettiness,” she says. “But it doesn’t have to 
be all about being pretty,” McGrath continues, describing 
the buildable nature of her formula, which allows for “blush 
without caution,” she says. “I like that now blush goes all the 
way from active and alive to subversive—to experimental, 
real makeup-makeup. It’s about self-expression.”

Well, there was nothing “experimental” about my use of 
blush; for someone who, even pre-COVID, remained wedded 
to her pallor, all this rouge was virgin territory. Still, Saturday 
night soon rolled around and I’d heard “Silent Disco”—a 
headphones-required outdoor club—was happening on 
The Green, a sculptural outdoor installation of faux grass 
surrounding the fountain at Lincoln Center. So I broke out 
Tata Harper’s rich bronze Cream Blush in Lucky, its texture 
shimmery and translucent, and I went to dance with strang-
ers, suitably spaced, in the city I love, under a moonlit sky. No, 
it wasn’t Studio 54 in days of yore. But it was pretty great. @

-

-

peach, caramel, petal pink, tomato red, and deep burgun-
dy began arriving on the proverbial beauty counter: Kylie 
Cosmetics Pressed Blush Powder with its new and improved 
vegan formula; Charlotte Tilbury’s protean, buttery Pil-
low Talk Lip & Cheek Glow; Milk Makeup’s liquid Bionic 
Blush with its translucent, hyaluronic acid–spiked veils of 
color. If only pressing the reset button on my late-pandemic 
complexion were as simple as applying a flush from brow 
to hairline—a technique Patricia Regan, the makeup artist 
behind the hit Netflix series Halston, reveals she uses on set 
“especially if  someone looks tired.” Along with Halston, I 
had recently watched Matt Tyrnauer’s excellent documen-
tary Studio 54, and I found myself  longing for the sweaty 
freedom of communal release, when the siren thump-thump-
thump of disco called and “we danced with the entire club,” 
Sandy Linter, makeup artist and a regular of the legendary 
hotspot, recalls in the film, her face awash in a dewy pink 
glow. Movement and vitality! Cosmetics might not endow me 
with these precious qualities, but they could potentially offer 
the illusion that I hadn’t spent a whole year in my apartment. 

“Blush is one of the things that speaks most to a natural 
condition of the body,” says the makeup artist Dick Page, 
whom my fashion whisperer describes as the guru of rouge. 
“I like it most,” Page continues, “when it expresses the 
energy of someone in motion.” In fact, while redness in the 

The Expatriates
THE FIZZIEST AND MOST UNABASHEDLY erudite reason to head back  
to the movies this month is, sans doute, The French Dispatch, Wes 
Anderson’s paean to the midcentury heyday of a certain weekly magazine 
that has never been headquartered in France. And yet Anderson’s 
The New Yorker–like creation, edited by one Arthur Howitzer Jr. (played 
with winking gravitas by Bill Murray), establishes offices in the fictional 
town of Ennui-sur-Blasé and employs a masthead of American journalists. 
The French Dispatch is loaded with stars (Owen Wilson, Benicio Del 
Toro, Tilda Swinton, Léa Seydoux, Timothée Chalamet, and Frances 

McDormand to name a few), amusements, Gallic 
flair, and the kind of precise, filigreed compositions 
that this singular filmmaker has perfected over his 
idiosyncratic career. An ode to publishing, romance, 
politics, food, and so much else, The French Dispatch 
is a bustling delight.—taylor antrim

THE PITCH 

Bill Murray, Wally 
Wolodarsky,  

and Jeffrey Wright 
in The French 

Dispatch.
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E
xercise was one of the less harrowing but still lament-
ed losses of  those early days of  the pandemic. As 
restaurants became takeout joints and rubber gloves 
became must-have accessories for a grocery run, 

attending fitness classes at SoulCycle or Barry’s Bootcamp 
went from being a regular part of many people’s routines 
to an indulgence likely to spread COVID-19. According to 
data collected on step counters, Americans basically stopped 
moving in the spring of  2020, which is understandable: 
Self-care takes a back seat when the world is falling apart. 
Before the at-home-everything boom brought chirping Pelo-
ton instructors and free episodes of Yoga With Adriene—
replete with cameos from her blue heeler, Benji—into living 
rooms across the country, there was endless hand-wringing 
about the “second pandemic” of idleness.  

I had never stepped foot in either of  Tracy Anderson’s 
New York locations, so the city’s eventual mandate on gym 
closures wasn’t my biggest concern. Working out had always 
been like going to the dentist for me; I knew I had to do 
it, but I was rarely happy about it. So when the gym in my 
building—where I had sessions with a personal trainer—
also closed, it was a good excuse to give up exercising full 
stop. My anxieties were focused on more pressing issues 
anyway. My immunocompromised mother, who was going 
through her final round of chemo after being diagnosed 
with breast cancer two years earlier, was alone in upstate 

New York, a 90-minute drive away, and since I was an expo-
sure risk, there was little I could do for her—a maddening 
set of circumstances made worse by being stuck inside my 
small studio apartment. So I did something I had never done 
before, one of the only state-sanctioned things I could do 
to clear my head: I started going for walks. 

Accompanied by my friend Phill, who lived a few blocks 
away, I walked every day. Phill would show up in front of 
my building and cajole me downstairs so we could leisurely 
stroll—six feet apart, which was often more like three feet 
apart because of downtown Brooklyn’s narrow sidewalks. 
Some nonessential businesses were still open, and we’d 
get coffees, stop by the flower shop, or just talk, trying to 
process what was happening around us. I looked forward 
to the ritual, pulling from my extensive sneaker collection 
that rarely saw the light of  day in my pre-pandemic life. 
Soon, we had to stop our rendezvous; his partner, an ER 
doctor and frontline worker, was back and forth to the 
hospital, and it began to feel unsafe to be in their bubble. 

When I eventually gave up my lease to join my mother 
upstate—the only solution that 

One of the most basic forms of exercise is being newly lauded  
as a salve for mental and physical health—and a reason to get outside. 

Samhita Mukhopadhyay steps to it.

Walk This Way

STRIDE RIGHT 

With cardiovascular and immune-boosting benefits, walking can  
also lower rates of stress, anxiety, and depression while improving 

cognition. Photographed by Tierney Gearon for Vogue, 2019.
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I
f  any shoe designer has a Midas 
touch, it’s Manolo Blahnik. Since 
he started out in 1971, he’s set a gold 
standard—and he’s now marking 

his 50-year career with a golden col-
lection that riffs on his classic silhou-
ettes, from boots with tiers of  fringe 
to feathered metallic mules, pumps of 
handwoven macramé, and four pairs 
with bells on (inspired by a bracelet 
Blahnik’s mother wore, with four bells 
representing the members of  their 
family). We asked a few of his friends 
about the power of  Manolos—and 
Manolo.—sarah spellings

ANJELICA HUSTON, Actor 

I was in the South of France in 1974 
doing pictures for British Vogue when 
Manolo and I met for the first time. 
I remember him telling me that one 
of  his favorite scenes in the movies 
involved Marilyn Monroe in my dad’s 
[John Huston’s] movie The Misfits—he 

said it was because Marilyn wears these 
white high heels. I liked him instantly.  

GRACE WALES BONNER, Creative 

Director, Wales Bonner

I once wore a pair of his emerald slip-
pers at a dinner, and as I was leaving, 
the poet Ben Okri stopped me and pro-
claimed, “I call these the shoes of life.”

ISAAC MIZRAHI, Designer 

I met Manolo in Perry Ellis’s design 
studio in 1979 or 1980, but my favorite 
memory was a dozen years later, when 
he and my mother observed a fitting 
I did with Shalom Harlow. My mom 
and Manolo had already bonded over 
Xavier Cugat and Norman Norell, but 
something about Shalom resembling 

Friends and collaborators toast Manolo 
Blahnik’s incomparable brilliance.

Mad About Manolo

HIGH KICKS 

from left: Manolo Blahnik’s 50th 
Anniversary Gold Capsule Collection; the 

designer with Anjelica Huston in 1974.

Ava Gardner was utterly thrilling to 
them—a lot of screaming ensued. 

VICTORIA BECKHAM, Designer 

I have always loved a BB pump—one of 
my funniest Manolo memories is wear-
ing a pair whilst driving the Spice Bus 
at full speed as we filmed Spice World.

AMANDA HARLECH, Creative  

Consultant and Writer 

In 1979 I had just discovered Grace 
Coddington’s work in Vogue. Later, I 
wanted to be Talisa Soto in a red Fio-
rucci boiler suit and my red Manolos. 
It was like jumping off a cliff  into an 
adventure—there was no turning back. 

KATE MOSS, Model 

I still wear my Manolos from the ’90s—
my favorites are a gold scalloped peep-
toe. They’re the perfect heel to go from 
day to night. 

NAOMI CAMPBELL, Model and 

Activist

He reminds me of a marquis—I’m sure 
he’s royalty somewhere and he doesn’t 
know it. He’s just so precise in all that 
he executes. 

SANDRA BERNHARD, Actor

He’s one of  these bigger-than-life  
characters that you can’t believe exists 
in today’s world, but he evolved as an 
artist in a more elegant time, when 
people paid attention to the details. 
I think that’s why he’s continued to 
attract people: There’s a magnetism 
to that kind of  beauty. You want to 
be around it; you want to possess it. @
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architecture. And that 60-year-old 
Hicks is a former British Vogue fash-
ion editor turned prizewinning archi-
tect whose precise style has lent an 
elegant practicality to stores for Chloé 
and Paul Smith, and to homes for the 
Le Bon family. Still, both mother and 
daughter seem quietly thrilled with 
how the “house between two lakes” 
has turned out—and with how their 
relationship has been fortified by a 
14- to 15-month build spread over 
U.K. lockdowns. “Mum is full of 
opinions,” Edie says, laughing affec-
tionately. “But I know what I like, and 

W
ant to test your relation-
ship with your mother? 
Design and build a 
house with her. “It was 

the most polite and understanding 
we’ve been to each other—ever,” con-
fides Edie Campbell, slouched in a 
stripy deck chair on the balcony of 
the Northamptonshire homestead she 
recently constructed with her mum, 
Sophie Hicks. “In the past we’ve had 
a slightly fractious relationship. You’re 
always ruder to your mother than you 
are to your friends. But suddenly we 
were in this professional situation, and 
we were quite agreeable to each other.” 

It helps that the 30-year-old English 
model—an art history graduate who 
has fronted campaigns for Fendi and 
Versace, and is a regular presence in 
the pages of  Vogue—has a sophisti-
cated understanding of contemporary 

I don’t flip-flop, and that was good for 
her. She just wanted me to know what 
I wanted, and then she could enact 
it.” Sophie, for her part, describes her 
daughter as the perfect client. “Edie 
was very good to work for because she 
is very decisive. Once she’s made up her 
mind, that’s it. It makes life so much 
more efficient.”

After nearly three decades in Lon-
don, as well as a whirlwind 15-year 
fashion career measured out in red-eye 
flights, Edie had been looking for a 
rural retreat for some time. She chose 
Northamptonshire, an understated, 
underrated county in the East Mid-
lands of  England, because she knew 
it well (Sophie has rented a cottage 
in the area since 1985, and the family 
has been coming here every summer) 
and because it was well located for 
national horse trials (Edie is an 

HOUSE PROUD 

top left: The home was designed by  
Campbell’s mother, architect  

Sophie Hicks. top right: Campbell  
in a wool sweater by Valentino. 

Fashion Editor: Tabitha Simmons. 
Sittings Editor: Miranda Brooks.

Edie Campbell’s English countryside retreat is a family affair at its airy,  
tranquil best. By Ellie Pithers. Photographed by Simon Watson.

Lake Effect

> 8 0
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Step further 
freely.

Moab Flight



dug two lakes and stocked them with 
pike, and was running a coarse fishing 
business. Edie was immediately taken 
with the plot. “It had a nice energy, it 
was very quiet,” she says. And it had 
space for stables and paddocks for her 
horses. By May 2018, it was hers. 

The buildings—a tired-looking bun-
galow and a falling-down shed among 
them—had to go. But Edie was ada-
mant she didn’t want anything “slick 
and shiny and graphic” in their place. 
“Hedge fund manager in the country-
side” and “Bond villain’s lair” were red 
flags. Rather, she wanted the house to 
feel “in some way, of  its world.” She 
simultaneously pets Pam the schnock-
er (a lively mix of miniature schnauzer 
and cocker spaniel) and gestures to 

amateur rider who has been compet-
ing semiprofessionally since she was 
a teenager, with her horses in livery 
nearby). Campbell had seen a dozen 
places before she came across a fishery 
surrounded by farmland. On the prop-
erty, the site of  a former brick quar-
ry, the previous owner had erected a 
handful of  miscellaneous buildings, 

the gray corrugated fiberboard that 
clads the long, thin house, giving it 
the appearance of a local barn. “Obvi-
ously, it’s very different to the other 
residential buildings around here,” she 
says. “But I also don’t think you can 
build a brand-new ‘ye olde stone cot-
tage.’ That looks weird too.” 

The starting point was a writing 
task: Sophie asked Edie to put 200 
words down on paper about how she 
imagined living in her future home. 
“I was surprised,” recalls Edie. “It felt 
more romantic than I had imagined 
her or the process to be.” But the psy-
chology of modern living is what fas-
cinates Sophie. “Everybody lives and 
feels a place in a different way,” says 
Hicks. “The 

SANCTUARY

clockwise from 
above: Campbell (in 

Celine by Hedi 
Slimane) with Pam 

the schnocker; a 
built-in dining table 
with vintage chairs; 
the enameled Bette 
bathtub; a bedroom 

with a lake view.
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ALLURE PRESENTS

T H I S  P O D CAST  M A D E  P O S S I B L E  BY



LISTEN & SUBSCRIBE TO THE SCIENCE OF BEAUTY WHEREVER YOU GET YOUR PODCASTS

A PODCAST HOSTED BY 

JENNY BAILLY, EXECUTIVE BEAUTY DIRECTOR, AND

DIANNA MAZZONE, SENIOR BEAUTY EDITOR

Join Allure as we explore the inextricable link 

between science and beauty — and don’t be 

surprised if you discover your next favorite serum, 

hair mask, or scalp treatment along the way. If 

you’ve always wondered what a wrinkle actually is 

and how retinol can make it go away, or why your 

hair is curly and which polymers will give it the most 

spring, come get nerdy with us!



A collaboration between the artist 
Daniel Arsham and Tiffany is part of 

an inspired limited series. 

Tying the Knot

W
hen  Alexandre 
Arnault moved to 
New York City in 
January 2021, it 

was a different metropolis from 
the one he’d grown up visiting. 
The city, of course, was in the 
throes of  the winter surge of 
the pandemic—muted streets, 
shuttered theaters. But the 
emptiness gave the 29-year-old 
LVMH scion a chance to see the 
urban landscape anew—and to 
absorb a little on-the-ground 
inspiration, which he promptly 
funneled into his new role as 
executive vice president of prod-
uct and communications at Tif-
fany & Co. (LVMH had bought 
Tiffany that same month.) It 
was an essential reeducation. 
“If  you were to ask anyone in 
the world to name three New 
York brands,” he says, “prob-
ably the first one that comes to 
mind would be Tiffany.”

The label’s new Knot collection, which launches this 
month, does not resemble the fencing around an abandoned 
lot or the chains dangling from skateboarders’ shorts at 
Coleman Park—these are necklaces, earrings, bracelets, and 
rings fashioned from yellow and rose gold, some lined with 
pavé diamonds, and, on a special-edition white gold brace-
let, produced in a one-time collaboration with the artist 
Daniel Arsham and adorned with diamonds and tsavorite, 
a rare green gem discovered in Kenya and introduced to the 
world by Tiffany in 1974. Despite its refinement, though, 
the collection offers an edginess true to the spirit of both 
the city and the brand. (Holly Golightly first gazes into 
Tiffany’s windows in a sidewalk-skimming ball gown—but 
don’t forget she’s also sipping a deli coffee pulled from a 
throwaway paper bag.) And with their deftly hidden clasps, 
the bracelets mirror the structural marvels of the city. 

Tiffany has, as Arsham reminds me when we speak, 
always had one eye on elevating quotidian design. (I think 
of  my children’s silver Tiffany baby spoons tucked away 
in my cutlery drawer, the perfect size to deliver mushy peas 
or mashed potatoes.) He is wearing a New York Yankees 
cap—the famous interlocking N and Y logo was, he says, 
originally designed by Tiffany as a tribute to an NYC police 
officer shot in the line of  duty and only later adopted by 

the baseball team. When Ar-
sham went into the Tiffany 
archive, he was struck by the 
number of  items conceived 
with function and durability 
in mind: a custom key, for in-
stance, that also served as a 
bottle opener. “It was a kind 
of luxury that was about taste 
more than price,” he says. 

Arsham also wanted to riff  
on the iconic robin’s egg–
colored Tiffany box. The result-

ing container, one of only 49 that will be produced—and 
the home to the tsavorite bracelet—is a bronze sculpture 
that reimagines the jewelry’s packaging as part of Arsham’s 
Future Archaeological series, a long-standing project that 
toys with concepts of time, modernity, and antiquity. The 
boxes seem beat up by weather and wear, as though they 
were unearthed from Atlantis or the ashes of Pompeii. “It’s 
an interesting way to reiterate the idea that our products 
are eternal,” Arnault says. “The more patina they have, the 
more cachet, the more stories to tell.” The collaboration 
continues another kind of story as well, since Tiffany has 
a long history of collaborating with New York artists, from 
Andy Warhol to Jasper Johns and Robert Rauschenberg.  

The precise chemical wash that Arsham applied to the 
boxes to bring about the look of accelerated aging is actually 
a special mixture called “Tiffany blue,” though the coinci-
dence is a little beside the point since Arsham is color-blind 
and, as he tells me, “it’s debatable if the Tiffany blue that I 
see is the same one the world sees.” Nonetheless, there is a 
certain serendipity in the convergence of Arsham’s approach 
with Arnault’s desire to honor the past of the 184-year-old 
company while pushing it forward. “Jewelry can be a time 
capsule,” Arsham says—something that contains the essence 
of a moment, but is made to last.—chloe schama

TRUE BLUE 

Arsham (left) in his studio.  
above: Tiffany & Co.’s Tiffany x 
Arsham Studio Knot (center)  

and Tiffany Knot  bracelets.
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When fashion embraces puffers and parkas amid Iceland’s  
stunningly untamed backdrops, a spirit of  

adventure runs gloriously—and glamorously—rampant.  
Photographed by Annie Leibovitz.

WILD STYLE

HOT PURSUIT

Even near Fagradalsfjall— 
an active volcano some  

25 miles outside of 
Reykjavík—model Anok 

Yai keeps her cool in a 
Marc Jacobs anorak, skirt,  

hood, socks, and shoes;  
bergdorfgoodman.com. 

Fashion Editor:  
Gabriella Karefa-Johnson.



ROADSIDE ATTRACTIONS

A pit stop becomes an 
impromptu walkabout.  
from far left: Model 
Sherry Shi wears a Stella 
McCartney jacket and 
pants; stellamccartney.com. 
Isabel Marant sweater; 
isabelmarant.com. Model 
Akon Changkou wears an 
Hermès quilted jacket; 
Hermès boutiques. Max 
Mara vest; maxmara.com. 
Fendi bandeau top and  
skirt; fendi.com. Yai wears 
an Alexander McQueen
jacket, skirt, and boots; 
alexandermcqueen.com. 





GOLDEN HOUR

Yai brings her own 
shine to Reynisfjara 
beach in a glimmering 
Thom Browne dress 
(thombrowne.com), 
while Changkou cuts  
a darkly dashing figure 
in a Noir Kei Ninomiya 
vest, sweater, and 
skirt; shop.doverstreet 
market.com. Simone 
Rocha boots.







TAKE A HIKE!

from far left: Changkou 
sets off across the tundra, 

wearing a Louis Vuitton 
jacket and skirt; louisvuitton

.com. Merrell shoes. Shi 
follows in a Sacai coat; 

Bergdorf Goodman. Matty 
Bovan skirt; mattybovan

.com. Yai wears a Chloé jacket, 
dress, and boots; chloe.com. 





SILVER BELLES 

A medley of metallics 
is the trio’s answer to 
the frosty surrounds 

on the Svínafellsjökull 
glacier. from far 
left: Shi wears a 

Lanvin scarf; lanvin
.com. Valentino dress; 

Valentino boutiques. 
Yai wears a Celine by 

Hedi Slimane vest, 
sweater, and skirt; 

celine.com. Changkou 
wears a Ralph Lauren 

sweater, coat, and 
dress; ralphlauren

.com. Red Wing boots 
on both models.





TAKING THE WATERS

In the Jökulsárlón glacier 
lagoon, dramatic proportions 

and strong colors give the 
tried-and-trusted puffer coat 

its moment in the sun. from 
far left: Changkou wears an 
Area jacket; area.nyc. Gucci 

top; gucci.com. Chanel 
jumpsuit; (800) 550-0005. 

Yai wears a Balenciaga parka; 
(212) 328-1671. Shi wears a 

Givenchy coat; givenchy.com.



COOL RUNNINGS

And we’re off: Shi  
makes a bold move on 
Diamond Beach in her 
Lanvin coat; lanvin.com. 
Salvatore Ferragamo 
dress; ferragamo.com. 
Brother Vellies socks. 
Yai wears a matching 
Ottolinger coat and 
dress; ottolinger.com. 
Changkou wears a 
Jacquemus jacket and  
skirt; jacquemus.com. 
Teva shoes.







LET’S GET LOST

Near Vestrahorn on the 
Stokksnes peninsula, merrily 

mixed-up patterns and 
textures are ready-made  

for rambling. from far left: 
Yai wears a 2 Moncler 1952 

Woman puffer vest; moncler
.com. Etro sweater and 

shorts; etro.com. Changkou 
wears a Junya Watanabe 

Comme des Garçons 
sweater, skirt, and hat; shop 

.doverstreetmarket.com.  
Shi wears a Shuting  

Qiu jacket; cn.iteshop.com. 
Chanel sweater and  

skirt; (800) 550-0005. 





DON’T FENCE ME IN

In the wide-open spaces 
of Hvalnes, everybody 

drops their defenses. 
from far left: Changkou 
dresses up her The North

Face coat (thenorthface 
.com) with a Saint Laurent 

by Anthony Vaccarello 
minidress and choker; ysl 

.com. Tory Burch dress; 
toryburch.com. Shi wears 
a Michael Kors Collection 

jacket; michaelkors.com. 
Prada dress and stole; 

prada.com. Yai wears a 
The North Face coat 

(thenorthface.com) and a 
top and shorts also from 

Saint Laurent by Anthony 
Vaccarello; ysl.com. 



HOLDING PATTERN

Huddled close on the 
inselberg Hjörleifshöfði, 
Changkou wears a 
Versace puffer and top; 
versace.com. Matty 
Bovan skirt; mattybovan 

.com. Yai wears a Miu Miu 
crocheted jacket and  
knit top; miumiu.com. Shi 
wears a Khaite jacket; 
khaite.com. Raf Simons  
sweater; Blake Store.  
In this story: hair,  
Nigella Miller; makeup, 
Romy Soleimani.  
Details, see In This Issue. 
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 A
   WORLD

APART

Lorde has established her own way of  
being a pop star: playful, passionate, and wary 

of the rituals of fame. She talks to  
Rob Haskell about her blissed-out comeback. 

Photographed by Théo de Gueltzl.



FIRST WATER 

Solar Power, Lorde’s  
third studio album,  

is a celebration of  
the natural word, a 
meditation on the 

hazards of a plugged-in 
existence, and an 
update on her life  

since our last glimpse 
of it. Alexander 

McQueen dress.

Fashion Editor:  
Camilla Nickerson.



E
lla Marija Lani Yelich- 
O’Connor, who makes 
music under the name 
Lorde, somehow finds 
a way to push through 
the gate and descend 

the steps to my front door with a fig 
tart in the crook of  her elbow and 
a half-cooked frittata balanced on 
her forearms. With the surety of an 
old friend—though we have never 
met before—she heads straight for 
the kitchen, lays down the tart, and 
pops the trembling dish of eggs in the 
oven. This week marks the beginning 
of what she calls the “gnarly season,” 
when the play of  making an album 
gives way to the work of  promot-
ing it, and Yelich-O’Connor 
has arrived in Los Angeles—
the city that anointed her on 
Grammy night in 2014 and that 
has more or less mystified her 
ever since—before the fren-
zy begins, in order to get her 
COVID vaccine. (Pfizer, for the 
curious.) A beneficent friend 
offered her a house in the Pal-
isades, but it’s always hard to 
cook in an unfamiliar oven. I 
tell her I won’t judge. She tells 
me she would.

“I think you should never 
apologize for what you cook,” 
Yelich-O’Connor says. Her 
hair, parted down the middle, 
resolves in two taut braids, and 
under deeply arching, dense 
brows, her glacier blue eyes 
are warm but active, probing. 
Like any self-respecting frit-
tata, this one has cleared the 
crisper drawer of  its dubious leeks, 
peppers, zucchini, mushrooms, kale, 
and tomatoes. The figgy pudding is 
no less ad hoc. “I kind of freaked it, 
to be honest. I read a couple recipes 
and went rogue with what was in the 
house. This lunch is the product of 
its wild upbringing.” 

Those words provide an apt de-
scription of  Lorde’s third album, 
Solar Power, which emerged out of 
a period of  feral exploration in her 
home country of  New Zealand, of 
time spent in the grass and the wind 
and the water, gazing up at the sun 
rather than down at the phone. It 
is a celebration of the natural world, 
a meditation on the hazards of  a 
plugged-in existence, and, like her 

previous work, an update on Lorde’s 
life since our last glimpse of  it. In 
conversation, Yelich-O’Connor not 
infrequently refers to herself as a pop 
star, as if  by doing so she might be 
able to work through the tempera-
mental mismatch of her fame. Ever 
since the song “Royals,” a precocious 
critique of contemporary star culture, 
brought her at the tender age of  16 
the very thing it cautioned against, 
Yelich-O’Connor has politely insisted 
on a furtive, sparingly dosed celebrity. 

“I’m great at my job, but I’m not 
sure I’m the man for the job,” she ex-
plains. “I’m a highly sensitive person. 
I’m not built for pop star life. To have 
a public-facing existence is something 

I find really intense and is something 
I’m not good at. That natural cha-
risma is not what I have. I have the 
brain in the jar.” As the frittata sets 
up, Yelich-O’Connor hacks at a tall 
pile of herbs with which to adorn it, 
in the manner of Yotam Ottolenghi, 
a kitchen hero of hers. “But for what-
ever reason people have allowed me to 
say, Okay, I’m going to come and do 
the thing—do the shoot, do the red 
carpet, speak to the journalists, put 
the music out—and when I’ve done 
it to the point of  total exhaustion, 
when I have completely quenched 
that thirst, I’m going to go home, 
and you’re not going to see me for two 
or three or four years. I’ll be doing 
the other thing, which is being there 

for every single birthday and dinner 
party and cooking every single meal 
and going on every single walk and 
taking every single bath. And when 
I’ve done that, and I’m like, all right, 
that’s enough of that for a little while, 
I’ll come back again.”

Pure Heroine, Lorde’s first studio 
album, chronicled suburban disaf-
fection and teen angst; it was the por-
trait of a girl standing at the edge of 
a party or walking home through an 
empty, moonlit golf course, imagining 
a world bigger than her own. Told in 
lush harmonies and austere electroni-
ca, the album’s avant-garde populism 
found a global audience of  adoles-
cents and other yearners. Melodrama, 

her second effort, reflected on 
a painful breakup, on enmesh-
ment and aloneness, in a suite 
of  songs that seem to catalog 
each labile mood of a teenager 
on a single, endless night out. In 
contrast, Solar Power sets child-
ish things aside. It is Lorde’s 
answer to the question of how, 
exactly, to enter adulthood amid 
a crumbling natural world, a 
ceaselessly surveilling digital 
landscape, and a consumer cul-
ture that would commodify our 
every breath if  it could. Solar 
Power’s soft acoustic guitars 
testify to a few years listening 
to Joni Mitchell, Crosby, Stills & 
Nash, and the Mamas & the Pa-
pas, and indeed the spirit of the 
counterculture underpins the 
set like the insistent shake of a 
tambourine. Yelich-O’Connor, 
who turns 25 in November, says 

that her albums can be distinguished 
by the drugs she was using when 
making them: Pure Heroine is alco-
hol, Melodrama is MDMA, and Solar 
Power is cannabis—not bong hits in 
the bedroom so much as gummies on 
a bluff at sunset. 

In 2018, Yelich-O’Connor came 
home to New Zealand after tour-
ing for Melodrama. She was fried.
That second album had felt awfully 
high stakes, as second albums often 
do. It had been a collaboration with 
the songwriter and producer Jack 
Antonoff, whom she met in early 
2014 when he brought her a can of 
pineapple juice at a Grammy party. 
Yelich-O’Connor was never in the 
same place for long in the breathless 

“I’m a highly 
sensitive person. 
I’m not built for 

pop star life.  
To have a public-
facing existence  

is something I find 
really intense”
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THE OUTSIDER

Since 2018, Lorde 
has successfully kept 

herself away from 
social media. “I’m 

not, like, lurking  
on a Finsta. I’m really 

off.”  Dior dress. 
Tiffany & Co. earring.



early days of  her success, jumping 
from Auckland to L.A. to Brooklyn 
(where Antonoff  has a recording 
space in the apartment he kept with 
his then girlfriend, Lena Dunham). 
If  there was a period in which she 
lived the fantasy cynically laid out 
in “Royals,” this was it. “California,” 
she says, “was a Cadillac Escalade. 
All these beautiful young people 
drinking all this tequila. Then I’d 
come home to Auckland for two 
weeks and have a massive blowout 
party at my house, and have some 
romantic entanglement happening 
that was very compelling and confus-
ing, and then sort of leave in a cloud 
of  smoke and go and write about 
that, then repeat the process.”

Melodrama was a critical darling 
and earned her an album of the year 
nomination at the Grammy Awards 
in 2018. (The prize went to Bruno 
Mars’s 24K Magic.) In its aftermath, 
Yelich-O’Connor settled into the 
house she had bought at 18, a villa in 
an enclave just outside Auckland. She 
adopted a dog, a retriever mix she 
called Pearl. She tended her garden, 
deepened old connections. A group 
of friends would rent a big house on 
a cliff, and they would spend a whole 
summer there walking down to the 
water, swimming, fishing, and cook-
ing sprawling dinners. It was a heady 
period, and New Zealand itself began 
to nourish her in unfamiliar ways. 

“I totally agree and disagree with 
Ella that she’s not suited for celebri-
ty,” says the photographer Ophelia 
Mikkelson Jones, a close friend who 
shot the cover art for Solar Power 
during a road trip along the New 
Zealand coast at the end of last year. 
“She’s a shy and reserved woman, 
but she has this incredible intelli-
gence. She’s so alert, always awake 
and watching, and she has the most 
insane memory. I’m stoked by the 
idea that someone in her position 
would have these qualities, and they 
also make her a great friend.”

“We’re probably less than two 
years apart, but she’s my mom,” says 

BACK IN THE SWIM 

Jenny Odell’s 2019 book How to Do 
Nothing strongly informed Solar Power’s 

sultry, summery, stoned-at-the- 
nail-salon sensibility. Dolce & Gabbana 

embellished bodysuit. 
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another friend, the singer-songwriter 
Clairo. “Even from a distance, you 
feel her presence, like she’s watch-
ing over you. I think she’s had this 
effect on so many young people. I 
think she’s made a lot of people feel 
understood and comfortable in what-
ever state they’re in.”

A
t home in Auckland 
these last years, 
Yelich-O’Connor 
recalls feeling young 
in a way that some-
how eluded  her 

when she was a teenager. “I was so 
serious and shy and tough. And I 
think that coming home, having a 
second record under the belt, I just 
felt like I could relax and play,” she 
explains. “I don’t know—something 
started to happen, and it was all to do 
with spending time outside.”

Up to now, Yelich-O’Connor had 
never really connected to the outdoors; 
she may have clocked the beauty of a 
pristine forest or the imperiousness 
of a range of tall mountains, but soon 
enough she’d be back inside, phone 
in her hand. In 2018 she got off social 
media altogether. “I could sense that it 
would be very bad for the work and for 
me if I stayed online,” she explains. “I 
don’t think I’ve met too many people 
for whom social media is a net positive. 
It’s producing crazy chemicals, form-
ing crazy neural pathways that are not 
rooted in positivity. You don’t want to 
be the person shaking their finger, and 
I’m totally aware that it’s an immense 
privilege, a social privilege and kind 
of an economic privilege to be able to 
abstain. But I think we’ve got to be up-
front about the things that are making 
us sick as a society.”

Yelich-O’Connor does not think 
much of her own willpower, and she 
recruited a coder friend to block sites 
in the source code of her devices. “So 
I’m not, like, lurking on a Finsta. I’m 
really off,” she says. In due course she 
became a person who doesn’t under-
stand the prevailing meme, the joke 
of  the day, the newest catchword. 
“I think I was known for having my 

finger on the pulse, so it was actually 
a huge decision philosophically for 
me to step back from that. But I start-
ed to see the phone as a portal. I can’t 
keep going through that portal, in the 
same way that I wouldn’t just take 
mushrooms all these moments of  a 
day. It’s too deep a tunnel.”

Solar Power is another collabora-
tion with Antonoff, who has written 
songs or produced for Taylor Swift, 
Lana Del Rey, and St. Vincent, 
among others. Yelich-O’Connor ex-
pects that the two will always make 
music together. “Jack listens really 
well,” she says. “He’s in therapy. He’s 
good to talk to about the kinds of 
things that people writing deep shit 
into a song want to talk about. I 
think there’s an understanding with 
us that we’re going to do this for a 
really long time, and it’s going to be 
one of the great relationships of both 
of  our lives.” If  Solar Power had a 
master text, it was the Oakland-based 
artist and writer Jenny Odell’s 2019 
book How to Do Nothing, which ar-
gues for the value of retraining one’s 
attention to the natural world while 
reconsidering what it means to be 
productive. Yelich-O’Connor de-
voured her ideas. She read broadly 
about the dropping-out movement 
of  the late 1960s and was struck by 
the similarities between that era’s uto-
pian idealism, disillusionment with 
government, and engagement in civil 
rights and environmental issues and 
the passions that innervate her own 
generation. Those who have seen the 
video for Solar Power’s titular first 
single, in which Lorde plays queen 
to a band of midsummer merrymak-
ers, dancing on the sand, smoking 
from a pipe fashioned out of  a fen-
nel bulb, may discern some of  the 
flower-power vibes of the “I’d Like to
Give the World a Coke” commercial 
from 1971. Yelich-O’Connor is aware 
that her character in the video has 
been compared to a hippie cult leader. 
“I’m getting Wild Wild Country,” she 
says, laughing. “A little? I’m calling it 
a community more than a cult.”

A few weeks later, Yelich-O’Connor 
and I are both in New York, and she 
asks me to meet her at Kalustyan’s, 
the bounteous Murray Hill spice 
shop beloved of  both ambitious 
Manhattan 

A NEW KIND OF BRIGHT 

The new album is another collaboration 
with producer Jack Antonoff. “Jack listens 
really well,” Lorde says. “He’s in therapy. 

He’s good to talk to.” Marni gown. C O N T I N U E D  O N  PA G E  1 4 5
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THE LONG GAME 

Lorde’s relationship to 
fashion is enthusiastic,  

if complex: “I can 
register fashion as both 

beautiful and absurd.” 
Balenciaga gown. 

Tiffany & Co. earring.



TAKE IT ALL IN 

“It’s an attachment 
like any other,” she 

says of her young 
fans’ devotion.  

“You want it to be a 
healthy one.” Gucci 

bustier. Celine by 
Hedi Slimane skirt.  

In this story: hair, 
Jimmy Paul; makeup, 
Fara Homidi. Special 
thanks to The Castle 

Inn of the Lost  
Coast. Details, see  

In This Issue.P
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Down the 

Rabbit Hole
For decades, Annie Leibovitz has created entire worlds in a single  

frame. Vogue celebrates the publication of her new book,  
Wonderland, by looking back at some of her most iconic images.

BRIDGE BETWEEN WORLDS

above: In 1999, Vogue sent Annie to Paris to cover the 
couture collections for the first time—and surprised 
her by casting Sean Combs alongside Kate Moss.  
“The shoot was a cross-cultural straddling of two 
worlds: rap culture and high fashion,” the photographer 
writes in Wonderland, out next month from Phaidon. 
“And of course they weren’t all that different.”  
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WHAT A TRIP 

above: With Natalia 
Vodianova as Alice 
and Marc Jacobs as 
the Caterpillar—and  
a cast of designers  
in additional roles— 
Annie and Grace 
Coddington, her 
frequent collaborator, 
created a unique 
fantasia for Vogue  
in 2003. 

ALL ON THE TABLE

left: Inspired by the 
Metropolitan Opera’s 
2009 production  
of Hansel and Gretel, 
by Engelbert 
Humperdinck, Annie 
and Grace cast 
Andrew Garfield and 
Lily Cole in their own 
production, with Lady 
Gaga as the witch. 

“The opportunity Vogue gave me coincided with the moment I bought  
an apartment in Paris and also started a family. Some of the early fashion stories  

I did were based on fairy tales that I would read to my children.”
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HORN OF PLENTY

above: Annie’s second 
big couture shoot  
for Vogue in 2001, 
featuring Ben Stiller, 
was a tribute to the 
giants of fashion 
photography infused 
with her own whimsy, 
style, and personality. 

A HOMECOMING 

right: “I had 
photographed 
Penélope Cruz several 
times before, but  
the shoot in Spain  
was different,”  
writes Annie of this 
shoot from 2007. 
“Penélope ... was 
proud to be at home.” 
Cruz appears here 
with bullfighter 
Cayetano Rivera 
Ordóñez.
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“A shoot can become so charged and intense that you enter a kind of zone.  
You are taken in. The rest of the world just disappears”

PILLOW PARTY

below: In 2005, Annie 
photographed Sarah 
Jessica Parker in the 
Plaza Hotel, just before 
much of its contents 
were liquidated and 
many of its interior 
spaces were converted 
into luxury apartments.  

FLOWER CHILDREN

right: Stella McCartney 
with her children, 
photographed in 2019. 
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CAMILLE COTTIN HURRIES into  
the café, crunching on a nibbled-
down apple core. It’s early summer 
in Paris: windy, wet. Cottin shakes 
off  her umbrella, takes one last bite 
of  the apple, and, flying breakfast 
finished, orders a double espresso 
at the bar before settling in at a win-
dow table. The Art Deco façade of 
the Folies Bergère glints behind her, 
infusing the clattering breakfast hour 
with a reminder of the intimate, tan-
gled world of the French entertain-
ment industry, against which Call My 
Agent!—the Netflix comedy-drama 
in which Cottin stars as the trueheart-
ed talent agent Andréa Martel—is 
set. Cottin, a lifelong theater rat, lives 
in the neighborhood. She was up late 
the night before, watching France 
fall to Switzerland on penalty kicks 
in the Euro championship. “It’s just 
crazy,” she says, a little mournfully. 
“What happened?”

This was the second time I’ve met 
Cottin in the course of  a couple of 
months. During our first encounter, 
she was expansive and carefree, chat-
ting about her favorite local purveyors 
of caviar and cheeses and about her 

More than two decades 
into her acting  

career, Camille Cottin  
has suddenly become  

an in-the-know sensation.  
By Lauren Collins. 

Photographed  
by Mark Peckmezian.

children—she has two, a 10-year-old 
boy and a 6-year-old girl, with her 
architect partner Benjamin. Today, 
she is just as lovely, but, whether 
it’s the misadventures of  Les Bleus, 
the unstinting rain, or pre-premiere 
nerves, her energy is more pensive. 
We talk about the complicated com-
mute Cottin has been making between 
Paris and London (where she’s film-
ing Killing Eve), and joke about the 
recent news that the British health 
secretary has been caught kissing 
an aide on CCTV and, thus, fired 
for breaking social-distancing rules 
(“Hilarious!” Cottin says). But, when 
the subject turns to podcasts, Cottin 
gets unexpectedly serious. “I really 
love this one called Les Chemins de 
la Philosophie,” she says. The show, 
she explains, starts with a snippet of 
a song or film and “quite quickly be-
comes very abstract…touching the 
echoes of  existence and the vertigo 
of living and the spectrum of death.” 
Cottin has insomniac tendencies, 
she says, but the show helps her sleep 
better than any pill.

In less than two weeks, Cottin is set 
to walk the red carpet at Cannes—
in a black Dior sheath slit nearly to 
the peplum—for the premiere of 
Stillwater, a cross-cultural thriller, 
set in Marseille. Cottin stars in it as 
Virginie, a bohemian single moth-
er who becomes involved with Bill 
Baker (Matt Damon), a laconic 
Oklahoma oil-rig worker who is 
dead set on exonerating his Ameri-
can daughter of  a murder she may 
or may not have committed. “It’s a 

The    
 Adventurer
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LA PARISIENNE

Camille Cottin,  
who appears in  

House of Gucci next 
month, wears a 

Saint Laurent by 
Anthony Vaccarello 

wool cardigan,  
shirt, and choker.

Fashion Editor:  
Tati Cotliar.





weird thing when you’re in a scene 
with somebody and you’re constantly 
checking in with them,” Damon says. 
“But there are actors you’re in a scene 
with, and you can just go somewhere 
else. The only way I can put it is that 
they’re good enough for both of you. 
I never doubted a thing Camille did.” 

Tom McCarthy, Stillwater’s direc-
tor, calls Cottin “the glue” of the film, 
the person who connects each char-
acter to the others. “It’s almost like 
she’s the host,” he says. In Marseille, 
where Cottin’s Algeria-born mother 
once lived, she literally was. (Her pro 
tip on Marseille real estate: “To find a 
flat, you’ve got to look up.”) McCa-
rthy recalls, “We all kind of  looked 
to Camille, as the senior French cast 
member, for traditions. She told us 
that every Friday night, one of us has 
to take the crew out to drink beer. 
She’s like, ‘I’m gonna do it tonight. 
You do it next Friday night.’” McCa-
rthy adds, “It’s really exciting to see 
where she can go right now, because 
I think she’s just going to explode. 
She’s put in the work, and it shows.”

Cottin was born in the 2nd arron-
dissement of  Paris in 1978. Her 
parents split up before she was born 
but maintained a tight relationship, 
becoming neighbors. Between them, 
they eventually had another four chil-
dren, forming a blended family of 
which Cottin is now the undisputed 
sibling-matriarch. (Until recently 
graduating from boarding school, 
Cottin’s youngest sister, 18, spent 
weekends with Cottin and her family 
in Paris.) Her father—a studio artist 
who painted buildings to stay afloat 
financially—was not thrilled when 
Cottin announced, as an adoles-
cent, that she wanted to be an actor. 
“He was completely depressed,” she 
remembers, laughing. “He was like, 
‘No, don’t do that!’ But at least I 
was prepared.” 

As a teenager, Cottin spent five 
years living in the South Kensington 
district of London with her mother 
and stepfather, whom she adored. As 
a result, she speaks elegant English, 

which she puts to use in Killing Eve, 
the BBC America thriller in which 
she plays the cosmopolitan assassin-
trainer Hélène with inscrutable 
aplomb. When Cottin was 17 she 
returned to Paris for university, earn-
ing a degree in English and Ameri-
can literature at the Sorbonne. (She 
still reads widely and adventurous-
ly, and was recently blown away by 
Katharina Volckmer’s debut novel, 
The Appointment.) She also entered 
the Jean Périmony drama school, 
which emphasized working togeth-
er and taught students how to act 
in a physical style, using drama-kid 
exercises—be a bird! move like a 
robot!—that Cottin thrilled to. Cottin 
studied Molière and Shakespeare. 
“They would always give me men’s 
parts,” she says. One of her special-
ties was Don Juan. It’s a measure of 
Cottin’s resourcefulness as an actor 
that her stint as an antique Spanish 
libertine ended up informing her 
interpretation of  Call My Agent!’s 
Andréa, a contemporary Parisian 
lesbian. “She’s an adventurer,” Cot-
tin says. “She likes seducing and love  
and dressing and sex. But Don Juan, 
he’s a hypocrite, and Andréa could 
not ever be a hypocrite.”

One legacy of Cottin’s bohemian 
upbringing is that she loves a crowd. 
(She recently bought a farmhouse 
in Normandy, where she passed 
France’s lockdown with her family, a 
passel of friends, and a pair of goats.) 
For years she was part of a band of 
actors who 

CAFÉ SOCIETY  

Cottin, photographed in Paris, wears a 
Gucci double-breasted jacket, shirt,  

and pants. Giuseppe Zanotti shoes. In this 
story: hair, Alexandry Costa; makeup, 

William Bartel. Details, see In This Issue. C O N T I N U E D  O N  PA G E  1 47

“It’s really exciting  
to see where she can 

go right now,”  
says director Tom 

McCarthy, “because 
I think she’s just  
going to explode.  

She’s put in the work, 
and it shows”
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LAND OF 

PLENTY
During the pandemic many artists  

turned to outdoor—en plein air—painting.  
What began as a necessity became  

a balm. Dodie Kazanjian speaks with the 
artists reinventing the genre.

 “A
t the beginning of the 
pandemic, I stopped 
going to my studio 
for several months,” 
says Patricia Treib, 
a Brooklyn-based 

painter of  subtle, melodic, poetic 
abstractions. “Just traveling the 
20 minutes on the train or the 30 min-
utes on foot seemed perilous at the 
time. I brought materials to my apart-
ment, but it was difficult to concen-
trate. Eventually, I began to work 
outside at various parks in Brooklyn, 
and it was more of a meditative activ-
ity. For several months during the 
pandemic, painting outdoors was my 
only means of working.” 

Treib had worked in parks before—
she and her best friend, artist Aliza 
Nisenbaum, had painted each other’s 
portraits in 2015 in Fort Greene Park. 
And as it happened, another portrait 
project turned into an outside adven-
ture once the pandemic limited her 
movements. Patricia Treib’s former 
student, Heidi Howard, had planned 
to paint Treib’s portrait in her Long 

RAGNAR 

KJARTANSSON 
“Hell yeah, I’m a plein air cat,” 
Kjartansson says.  
“I’ve been doing it always.”

Skálarfjall at Sunset, 2020. 

Island City studio. But when gentri-
fication drove the artists out of  the 
building and then COVID struck, 
Treib suggested to Howard that they 
all meet and paint in Prospect Park. 
“It was such a beautiful day, with the 
blooming trees,” says Howard, who 
painted Treib that day. (She often 
does her portraits in a single three- 
or four-hour sitting.) “I loved being 
in the park, discussing ways of seeing 
as a shared experience, without the 
baggage of  the studio. Sometimes 
the art world can become too self-
reflexive, so actually experiencing the 
pleasure of sun and flowers together 
is very important.” 

“It seemed like the safest way to 
get together,” Treib tells me. “This is 
a very different act for me, and takes 
me out of  my element, considering 
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time, they were able to buy portable 
easels and oil paint in tubes. The idea 
was to make portraits of nature under 
the changing conditions of light and 
weather and season. Going out into 
the landscape became an important 
element of  French Impressionism, 
as it had in the United States with 
the Hudson River School and the 
Luminists, who practically deified 
Mother Nature in all her bounties—
mountains, forests, wildlife.

Variations of  the practice have 
popped up through the years, from 
Thomas Cole’s 19th-century allegories 

of nature to the bravura abstractions 
that Julian Schnabel painted on his 
Long Island tennis court starting in 
the 1980s to Cecily Brown’s first out-
door mural, a collaboration with local 
artists and students in Buffalo, New 
York, this summer. And of  course, 
there’s David Hockney, the grand-
daddy of modern plein air painting 
with his Grand Canyon works in the 
1990s and the famous Yorkshire land-
scapes he made in the 2000s with his 
iPhone and iPad. He’s continued in the 
medium, recently painting  a 288-foot-
long frieze that goes on view at the 

ELIZABETH PEYTON
“The portraits took on the color  
of sunrises—the sky,” Peyton says. 

Lara, July 2020 #2, 2020.

LUMIN WAKOA
“I had been making small, 
abstract, nature-inspired 
paintings in my studio for 
many years, but when the 
pandemic hit, things started 
to shift,” Wakoa says.

Roses (Front Garden), 2021.

ESTEBAN CABEZA DE BACA
“Reality is so much more interesting than  
fictional painting in a studio,” Cabeza de Baca says.

Medicina Lunar, 2020.

that I usually work in isolation. But, 
occasionally and especially now, I find 
it important to work side by side with 
other artists and to feel a connection 
among us.” Or as the artist Jeremy 
Miranda put it to me, “painting out-
doors has always been an intensely 
joyful experience. But now there is 
this layer that makes it feel as though 
I’m there seeking medicine.” 

The tradition of plein air painting—
painting outdoors—grew in pop-
ularity with French artists in the 
mid–19th century, when, for the first 
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Musée de l’Orangerie, in Paris, this 
month. It celebrates the passing of 
the seasons at his property in Nor-
mandy, where he’s had a top-notch 
COVID experience because he's been 
able to get so much work done.

The idea of  an artist going out 
into nature with palette and easel 
had become a cliché—something for 
Sunday painters. Since the pandem-
ic struck, however, more and more 
artists are working outdoors. The 
reasons are obvious: safety, freedom 
from masks, an escape from the great 
indoors and the ubiquitous online 

viewing rooms—not to mention 
that many artists lost their studios 
for financial or health reasons. Over 
the past couple of  months, I talked 
with a number of new-wave plein air 
artists about how and why they’re 
reinventing the genre. 

Howard’s partner, Esteban Cabeza 
de Baca—who joined Howard and 
Treib’s springtime painting picnic in 
Prospect Park—has painted outdoors 
all his life. “As a kid, I would paint in 
the backyard of  my great-grandma 
Bonita’s farm,” he emails me. “I love 
painting from nature because if  we 

PATRICIA TREIB 

AND  

HEIDI HOWARD
“Sometimes the art world can 

become too self-reflexive,” 
says Howard, who painted  

her friend Patricia Treib, “so 
actually experiencing the 

pleasure of sun and flowers 
together is very important.” 

Patricia Treib, Billows, 2021 
(above); Heidi Howard, Patricia 

Treib Spring, 2021 (right).

AUSTIN EDDY
“Plein air seemed to take on a  
new meaning for me,” Eddy says.  
“It became more about being in 
nature, internalizing the landscape.” 

Orange Morning Sun Looking 
Towards Home. (Rip Van Winkle 
Bridge, Spring 2021), 2021.

SHARA 

HUGHES
“I wanted to create 
something that the 
viewer felt engulfed in.”

The Bridge, 2021.

listen, it teaches us the best way to 
live. I became really serious about 
painting en plein air when I met Heidi 
and Patricia.” Cabeza de Baca was 
born in San Ysidro, California, on 
the Mexican border, and his work 
imagines, as he puts it, “what Amer-
ica would look like without borders; 
but reality is so much more interest-
ing than fictional painting in a studio. 
Plein air painting helps me talk to my 
ancestors, but also shows me how to 
really listen to the land.”

“Hell yeah, I am a plein air cat,” 
says Ragnar Kjartansson, Iceland’s 
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best-known contemporary artist and 
a galvanic presence on the interna-
tional art scene. “I’ve been doing it 
always, seriously since around 2006. 
Love the performative quality of it.” 
Kjartansson does it the old-fashioned 
way, lugging an easel and paint box 
into the countryside. The most 
provocative example is Architecture 
and Morality, his 2016 paintings of 
new houses in the contested Israeli 
settlements on the West Bank. “An-
selm Kiefer says there is no innocent 
landscape—and he is probably right. 
This plein air urge—it is almost the 
artist under the other artist who al-
ways wants to break free, the art-
ist who just wants to go out in the 
weather and paint what there is. I 
love that approach.” 

Kjartansson has a remote farm 
in the south of Iceland, where once 
a year he helps his neighbors round 
up the sheep in the highlands and 
move them to lower ground. “I do 
the shepherd thing to dig deeper, to 
get ready for my pastorale,” he tells 
me. “The whole society is focused on 
sheep. They are like the Pinot Noir 
and the Chardonnay grapes in the 
Champagne region—the bass drum 
of  life.” He painted a grassy sunset 
landscape, a work that came to him 
like a thunderclap. “I was alone, fix-
ing the roof  of  my house. I did not 
know how to do it and felt helpless, 
overwhelmed, and weak. I poured 
myself a drink and sat in the kitchen, 
alone at twilight, complete silence for 
miles. Then, I realized I have to paint, 
that’s something I know how to do. 
I ran with the colors and the canvas 
out to the field and knew who I was. 
Always when I paint en plein air I 
know who I am.”

For other artists, firmly estab-
lished in their style and approach, 
painting outside this past year has 
opened up 

DAVID 

HOCKNEY
“Photographs have 
gotten more and more 
boring,” Hockney  
says. “It’s much better 
to draw things.”

A Year in Normandie, 
2020–2021.
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GROWING UP, the model Quannah 
Chasinghorse—whose Indigenous 
ancestry is both Hän Gwich’in (from 
Alaska and Canada) and Oglala 
Lakota (from South Dakota)—rarely 
saw her culture represented in the 
fashion she voraciously consumed. “I 
was obsessed with watching runway 
shows on television—Dior, Chanel, 
Prada—and I was always posing for 
pictures,” she says, but because of 
this lack of  representation, “it was 
really hard for me to feel like I had 
the potential to be a model.”

Fast-forward a few years, though, 
and Chasinghorse, 19 and now liv-
ing in and working from Fairbanks, 
Alaska, is one of modeling’s freshest 
new faces after first being cast in a 
2020 Calvin Klein campaign that 
stressed the importance of  voting. 
A few months later, she signed with 
IMG Models, and it’s about time. 
Chasinghorse is breaking barriers in 
an industry that has long overlooked 
Indigenous talent.

Armed with her traditional Hän 
Gwich’in tattoos, the model is at 
once redefining beauty, honoring a 
Native practice dating back more 
than 10,000 years, and challenging 
the notion that all models should 
be a blank canvas. Her striking face 
tattoos—which are called Yidįįłtoo 

Gaining 
With her recent arrival on the modeling scene, 

Quannah Chasinghorse has signaled an 
exciting new era for Indigenous representation 

in fashion. Here, she takes fall’s best feathers 
and furs—both real and faux—into Colorado’s 

wide open spaces. By Christian Allaire.  
Photographed by Jackie Nickerson.

Ground
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SOFT POWER 

Chasinghorse’s 
tattoos, called 
Yidįįłtoo, are a tradition 
of the Hän Gwich’in 
people in Alaska and 
Canada going back 
thousands of years. 
She wears a Givenchy 
faux-fur blouson; 
givenchy.com.  
Ralph Lauren hat. 

Fashion Editor:  
Jorden Bickham.



FLYING START 

A Valentino sweater 
punctuated with  

plumage (Valentino 
boutiques) puts the wind 
beneath Chasinghorse’s 

wings in Paint Mines 
Interpretive Park.  

Victoria Beckham dress; 
victoriabeckham.com.



ROCK STAR 

It’s transitional 
dressing on an entirely 
different level: A snug 
Givenchy dress, 
sweater, and faux-mink 
mittens (givenchy
.com) travel ably from 
day into night—and 
from the indoors  
into the elements. 
Bottega Veneta bag. 
Altuzarra shoe.  
De Vera headpiece. 



Chasinghorse—whose vibrant 
wardrobe is full of Indigenous labels 
such as Jamie Okuma, Thunder Voice 
Hat Co., and Bethany Yellowtail—
also champions her heritage through 
her personal style, which leans toward 
the grungy (she’ll mix elegant beaded 
earrings with ripped jeans or camo 
pants). She’s incorporated her own 
cultural jewelry into shoots, and sees 
fashion as an impactful, eye-catching 
medium to educate and share her cul-
ture with others. 

Prior to breaking out as a model, 
Chasinghorse gained a large following 

and, in accordance with tradition, 
hand-poked by a woman, in this case 
her mother, to commemorate events 
in one’s life—are proudly displayed 
as lines on her chin and at the cor-
ner of her eyes. “The lines represent 
overcoming generational and per-
sonal traumas,” says Chasinghorse, 
referring to both colonization and to 
the prohibition, in recent centuries, 
of Yidįįłtoo. “To be able to bring [the 
tattoos] back is a powerful thing—you 
feel empowered knowing that you’re 
carrying on a tradition that was meant 
to be erased.” 

THE LAY OF THE LAND 

clockwise from top left: Chasinghorse, 
at one month old, with her mother,  

Jody; dog-mushing in Alaska; dressed  
in a Louis Vuitton dress and  

Prada bag; caribou hunting near  
Eagle, Alaska; boating with her dog, 

Puppy, in Koyukon territory.
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IN FINE FEATHER

Growing up, 
Chasinghorse was 
dazzled by fashion’s 
wild glamour. Here,  
she does some  
dazzling of her very 
own in a fantasia  
of a Lanvin dress; 
lanvin.com. Saint 
Laurent by Anthony 
Vaccarello hat.

beauty note

Layer your lids. 
Hourglass’s refillable 
Curator Eyeshadow 
Palette allows  
you to customize your  
own selection of 
40 vegan, highly 
buildable pigments. 



on social media for her activism 
work—and she’ll continue to use her 
ever-growing platform to address key 
issues close to her heart, including 
climate activism. In the past, she has 
fought to conserve Alaska’s Arctic 
National Wildlife Refuge—a vast, 
20-million-acre ecosystem that con-
tinues to face endangerment due 
to fossil-fuel extraction. “I grew up 
seeing my mom work so hard for her 
people—she taught me that there’s no 
shame in speaking up.” 

Along with such old-soul qualities, 
though, Chasinghorse has a new and 
eager love for meeting people and see-
ing different places through model-
ing. “This is what I’ve always wanted 
to do,” she says, not long back from 
Mexico’s legendary Costalegre, a 
“magical place” on the west coast 
of Jalisco where she was shot for the 
cover of Vogue Mexico. “These expe-
riences have been insane.”

She’s constantly grounding herself  
on set—“I’ll listen to music, or text 
my mom or aunties”—but spends 
her free time hiking, sled-dog racing, 
and making fry-bread tacos with her 
family. This summer, she attended a 
weeklong fish camp on the Yukon 
River, where she learned about the 
local salmon runs. By bringing some 
of these life experiences to the fash-
ion world, she’s making sure more 
and more people like her will feel 
seen. “Being able to be an Indigenous 
youth in this space is so important,” 
she says. “I grew up never seeing any 
representation—now I get to be that 
person for a lot of others.” @

“I grew up seeing  
my mom work  
so hard for her 
people,” Chasinghorse 
says. “She taught me  
that there’s no shame 
in speaking up”
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HANG TIME 

Chasinghorse  
treads softly—and 

magnificently!—in a 
Burberry mohair 

coat, bag, and hat; 
us.burberry.com. 
Altuzarra shoes. 

Calzedonia tights. In 
this story: hair, 

Mideyah Parker; 
makeup, Romy 

Soleimani. Produced 
by Suzanna Rees 

Production. Details, 
see In This Issue.
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Selection
These aren’t your garden-variety 

florals. For fall, shop a new  
crop of sprightly separates and 
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JOHANNAORTIZ.COM. 2. MOSCHINO 
BAG, $955; SAKSFIFTHAVENUE.COM.  
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RING; TWISTONLINE.COM. 
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WALK THIS WAY
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 72

made sense for our family as we fac-
tored in isolation as one of many new 
health concerns—I found myself  
living in a small exurban town, my 
life upended. Feeling that same over-
whelming urge to calm my nerves, I 
fished out a pair of  Nikes from my 
hastily packed bag, pulled from my 
growing stockpile of  tie-dye sweat-
pants, and suited up for a jaunt.

My mother had always liked walk-
ing, so one day we decided to give it a 
try together. Realizing that we rarely 
took advantage of  the lush nature 
right at our doorstep, we made it 
a regular activity. Walks were also a 
simple and safe way for her to recov-
er her strength post-chemo. Every 
day we’d meander down the hill from 
our house through the abundant oak 
and maple trees and toward a pic-
turesque lake, watching the swans 
on the water—breathing it all in—
grateful to be alive in that moment 
of profound loss. We weren’t the only 
ones: In a town where people exclu-
sively drive, we started to see more 
and more of  our neighbors timidly 
venturing out onto the pavement, one 
foot in front of the other.

Americans had a walking revolu-
tion during the pandemic. Accord-
ing to a survey conducted this past 
April by Rockport—which has built 
a brand around the humble walking 
shoe—53 percent of  us are walking 
one to five miles more per day com-
pared to pre-2020 statistics. “I started 
walking out of necessity,” Beth Cart, 
a 34-year-old brand strategist in Los 
Angeles, says of  the regular walks 
she took with her German shepherd, 
Frannie, when the local doggie day 
care closed and paying a dog walker 
seemed silly while she was stuck at 
home. But the activity quickly turned 
into a habit. “I’d block out two hours 
a day to walk five-plus miles. Walk-
ing is different,” she says of how the 
activity compares to more punishing 
forms of exercise. “You notice your 
surroundings more, make eye contact 
with people you pass. It’s a totally 
different headspace.” 

Even celebrities have taken to 
walking—everyone from Shawn 
Mendes to Dolly Parton is espous-
ing the virtues of the stroll. “I do my 
best thinking when I walk,” Parton 

explained of her partnership earlier 
this year with Apple Fitness+, which 
capitalized on the moment with Time 
to Walk, a programming series for 
users to listen to curated audio stories 
while they get their steps in. Newer epi-
sodes featuring actor Gina Rodriguez 
and fitness expert Jeanette Jenkins, as 
well as walking playlists curated with 
music from Lady Gaga and Jennifer 
Lopez, launched over the summer.

All this tallying, which has evolved 
into dinner-table one-upmanship, 
goes beyond the mania that has 
consumed essayist and competitive 
step-counter David Sedaris and oth-
er people he wryly identified in The 
New Yorker as being “obsessive to 
begin with.” Walking’s cardiovascular 
and immune-boosting benefits alone 
caused Thomas Frieden, M.D., the 
former director of  the Centers for 
Disease Control and Prevention, to 
refer to the low-impact exercise as 
“the closest thing we have to a wonder 
drug.” Walking is beneficial to your 
mental health, too, and avid walkers 
tend to have lower rates of stress, anx-
iety, depression, and improved cogni-
tion: A new yearlong study of  mild 
cognitive impairment and exercise 
identified brisk walking as a way to 
improve brain health as we get older. 
“Walking decreases the rate of  reg-
ular age-related mental decline, and 
Alzheimer’s disease as well,” confirms 
Kirk A. Campbell, M.D., an assis-
tant professor of orthopedic surgery 
at NYU Langone Health. But even 
if  you can’t get in the recommend-
ed 10,000 steps a day, any amount is 
worth feeling good about, says Josh-
ua Dines, M.D., a New York–based 
orthopedic surgeon who treats players 
on the Mets. “My entire family has 
been walking, partially as a way to get 
out of the house,” Dines says, noting 
yet another benefit: “It’s good to get 
outside. In the game of life, walking 
is never a bad thing.”

Friends, family, and strangers 
have all relayed similar stories about 
the walking habits they developed 
during the pandemic, that they have 
become lifelines—and have helped 
manage anxiety. Simone Waugh, a 
37-year-old Manhattan-based project 
manager, started walking as a way 
to honor Ahmaud Arbery, who was 
fatally shot last year #runningwhile-
black in Georgia. “I tried to walk in 

my 20s and it was kind of  lonely. I 
didn’t know how to connect with 
others, or that there were communi-
ties,” Waugh says, revealing that she 
recently started a walking group with 
friends to raise awareness around 
#walkingwhileblack. Because simply 
walking as a person of color can be 
a fraught experience. In a news anal-
ysis conducted by ProPublica and 
the Florida Times-Union, 55 percent 
of pedestrian violations in Jackson-
ville, Florida, were given to Black 
people, who made up just 29 percent 
of  the city’s population at the time. 
The local sheriff  claimed ticketing 
was to keep people safe, as Jackson-
ville has one of the highest pedestrian 
fatality rates in the country, but the 
report couldn’t find a correlation 
between where people were ticket-
ed and where they were being killed. 
New organizations, such as Hike 
Clerb and GirlTrek, are sprouting 
up to increase interest among wom-
en, and specifically women of color, 
in going for walks outdoors so they 
can collectively—and safely—heal in 
nature. Because while walking, “one 
lives in the whole world rather than 
in interiors built up against it,” the 
essayist Rebecca Solnit wrote in her 
beautiful book Wanderlust, A His-
tory of Walking. Published in 2000, 
long before COVID-19 entered our 
vernacular, Solnit’s work argues for 
the necessity of preserving the time 
and space walking requires in our 
increasingly isolated and accelerat-
ed world. “On foot everything stays 
connected,” she suggests.

There’s also a lesson here in being 
kinder to ourselves—and to our bod-
ies. “Walking may not help you reach 
your fitness goals, but it’s a great 
way to start,” says Dines. “One day 
you can go a little farther, and then 
even farther—or it might lead you 
to doing other forms of  exercise.” 
Those months I spent slowly moving 
up- and downhill with my mother 
ended up being a gateway to a more 
steady workout regimen: I actually 
look forward to sessions with my vir-
tual trainer now, and to my regular 
yoga practice. And my relationship 
with my mother, whose cancer is in 
full remission, is stronger than ever. 
We still walk almost every day while 
talking about this new phase of  the 
pandemic, and how lucky we feel to 
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have made it to the other side moving 
at our own pace, one foot in front of 
the other. @

LAKE EFFECT
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 80

thing with architecture is to under-
stand the character and the behavior 
of the people you’re working for, so 
you can try and do something for 
them that makes them feel comfort-
able.” What Edie detailed—a desire 
for openness rather than coziness, 
a sense of  flow between inside and 
outside, to be able to occasionally see 
her horses from a distance—ended 
up being a manifesto. “She was ada-
mant about the fact that she didn’t 
want a ‘designer’ house,” recalls 
Sophie. “And I don’t like statement 
architecture either. I like things to be 
discreet and a bit restrained, to settle 
into their position and use a bit of 
local vernacular. So I totally got what 
she was saying.” 

Nevertheless, neither mother nor 
daughter could resist a “fuck-off 
location.” Rather than choose the 
site of  the former owner’s home, in 
a sheltered corner of the plot where 
Edie now has a manège for her hors-
es, they decided the narrow strip of 
land between the two lakes was the 
optimal dramatic spot. Steel rods 
going 60 feet into the boggy ground, 
onto which a steel frame was welded, 
provided a simple modular structure. 
Almost every addition from then on 
was standard-issue, from the glazing 
to the corrugated fiberboard to the 
precast concrete planks that com-
prise the ceiling and floor. The only 
deviation was a “visor” of corrugat-
ed fiberboard, which softens the flat 
roof and stops water running down 
the glass windows, and two swooping 
interior walls, enlivened with a rough 
sand-and-cement mixture in putty 
pink, which conceal the functional 
stainless-steel kitchen at one end 
of  the house and the bedrooms at 
the other. “I was worried the house 
would feel a bit miserable and cell-
like if every room had straight lines,” 
explains Edie. “They’re a nightmare 
for hanging any art. But they’re really 
nice to live with.”

The Campbell women are a frugal 
bunch, and a tight budget dictated 
much of the project. Hicks, a lifelong 
hoarder, wanted to reuse materials 

from past homes and projects that 
have lain dormant “in various coun-
try barns” for several decades. Old 
oak bookshelves and wardrobes that 
once graced Edie’s childhood home 
in West London were trimmed down 
and inserted in the living room and 
bedrooms, while a brass door that has 
acquired a weathered golden tinge 
since it was salvaged from a 1990s 
project of  Hicks’s lends a grandeur 
to the entrance.

In the living room, the freestand-
ing sofa was a castoff  from Edie’s 
father, and the dining chairs were $7 
each, snagged on the auction web-
site the-saleroom.com. Artwork was 
the major expense. Sculptural ceiling 
lights inspired by a Franz West exhi-
bition Edie visited at Tate Modern in 
2019 were made by her best friend, 
the artist Christabel MacGreevy, and 
side tables were crafted from chunks 
of  pine from the property by the 
designer James Shaw. 

Resolutely unflashy, the house now 
possesses an airy, tranquil feel. Edie 
and her girlfriend, Hanna Hanra, a 
journalist, awake early to red-
streaked sunrises. They putter down 
to the stables to muck out and exer-
cise the horses—Bruno, Tinker, Dol-
ly, Ed, and an as-yet-unnamed pony, 
a gift from Edie to Hanna on her 40th 
birthday, now reside in a “horse pal-
ace” in a field behind the bigger of 
the two lakes—and raid the green-
house for lunch provisions. Lazy 
summer afternoons are spent reading 
the Lonely Planet guide to Guatema-
la (they’re planning a trip), swimming 
in the lake, or sunbathing on an 
inflatable unicorn float left over from 
a recent party. (“Three farmers gate-
crashed!” Edie says, giggling, quickly 
adding that the gathering was out-
doors and COVID-compliant. “They 
were very sweet, so I let them stay.”) 
Come nightfall, in front of an open 
fire in the winter, the couple work 
their way through 2021’s Oscar-nom-
inated movies on a television inge-
niously concealed in the lid of  the 
ottoman. When we meet, though, 
they’re gearing up for a summer of 
Love Island. “I watch it with my dad 
and then we text about it. It’s fab.” 

The house has become a sanctu-
ary for Campbell. In May 2019, she 
suffered a serious brain injury—
with faultless timing, she notes 

wryly, during Brain Injury Awareness 
Week—after falling off her horse. It 
took her more than six months to 
recover. “I’m back competing again, 
which is good,” she says, “but I am 
very forgetful.” She seems to me to be 
back to her caustic, clever best, point-
ing out an Eglantyne rose in full bloom 
and then stopping to laugh at herself. 
“I’m obsessed with rose names—
such an old woman these days.” 

On the subject of  roses, Sophie 
and Edie were determined that the 
unglamorous, boggy scrubland sur-
rounding the house and the lakes 
should remain relatively wild, though 
a tidy up was required. For that, 
they enlisted the help of  Sarah and 
Steve Husband and their son Alfie, 
who cut back the brambles and the 
undergrowth, and planted bird cher-
ry, damson, alder, silver birch, crab 
apple, and hawthorn trees native to 
Northamptonshire, and positioned 
ferns and water mint under the deck-
ing. In time, wildflowers and grasses 
will flank the quarry stones that lead 
from the driveway to the front door. 
“It’s about playing the long game,” 
Edie says, “which is strange for me. 
My life was always about things hap-
pening right now—‘You need to go to 
New York, today!’—or not at all. So, 
it’s a new feeling, being patient, letting 
nature take its course. I love it.” @

A WORLD APART
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 115

home cooks and restaurant mix-
ologists in search of  the most rar-
efied cocktail garnishes. Despite 
her self-imposed media embargo, 
Yelich-O’Connor allows herself two 
iPhone news apps, The New York 
Times and The New Yorker, and she 
read about Kalustyan’s in a recent 
paean in the Times’ food section. 
We do a slow, dumbstruck invento-
ry, past cardamom-scented sugar-
plums, orange-blossom ice cream, 
salt smoked over Chardonnay oak, 
puffed water-lily seeds, and bags of 
bright purple dried forget-me-nots.
Yelich-O’Connor counsels a fellow 
patron on the pleasures and challeng-
es of black tahini: “It will make some 
things ugly and others beautiful.” She 
buys herself a tin of smoked mussels, 
a bag of shucked Sicilian pistachios, 
and a handful of  Uzbekistani apri-
cots, dried on their pits. 
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Food played a crucial role in the 
family rituals of Yelich-O’Connor’s 
childhood in Auckland, in a com-
fortable middle-class suburb on the 
city’s North Shore. She is the second 
of  four children of  Sonja Yelich, a 
poet and the daughter of  Croatian 
immigrants, and Vic O’Connor, a civ-
il engineer. It was a home with books 
and open newspapers on every sur-
face, and spirited discussions enliv-
ened the family’s nightly sit-down 
dinners. Yelich-O’Connor recalls a 
mix of  structure and freedom. She 
could often be found sitting high up 
in a magnolia tree in the backyard, 
arranging for books or snacks to be 
ferried up in a basket tied to a rope. 
“I was very aware as a kid that my 
mom’s position was—no, you guys 
play, I have my own things that I do,” 
Yelich-O’Connor remembers. “She 
wasn’t trying to get down there and 
play Sylvanian Families with us, and I 
realize now what a nice approach that 
was, to give us that freedom.”

Her parents held her to high intel-
lectual, if  not academic, standards. 
Yelich-O’Connor once estimated that 
she had read more than 1,000 books 
by age 12. When she was 14, she edit-
ed her mother’s 40,000-word master’s 
thesis. “Words were really prized,” she 
explains. “I don’t think I realized then 
that it wasn’t the same in other fam-
ilies. But for some people, it’s like a 
religion.” Yelich-O’Connor has never 
felt herself to be a natural performer, 
and she was not a ham as a kid, but 
she liked the way that drama class 
and public speaking animated her 
language. She started performing 
in school musicals and singing with 
a classmate. When she was 12, the 
father of  a boy who accompanied 
her on guitar sent a recorded perfor-
mance to an A&R executive, who 
passed over the guitarist but signed 
Yelich-O’Connor on the spot. 

It became clear almost immediate-
ly to the management at Universal 
Music New Zealand that Lorde, as 
she decided to call herself, would be 
writing her own lyrics. At around 
this time, she fell under the spell of 
short stories, and Raymond Carver, 
especially, helped to shape her style 
as a songwriter. “Carver was huge 
for me because the parlance was so 
domestic, and the words were really 
basic, and there was such economy,” 

she explains. “I understood that 
someone was speaking to me the 
way people speak to one another. I 
didn’t feel intimidated by it, and that 
was probably the beginning of  my 
understanding of  myself  as a pop-
ular-culture maker.” As a listener 
of  music, she was likewise struck 
by artists who had found ways to 
make pop hits out of  complex and 
ambitious music. Justin Timberlake’s 
FutureSex/LoveSounds and Frank 
Ocean’s Channel Orange dominated 
her imagination. “I think it’s a better 
test of  people’s skill for something 
to be really clever and really simple. 
That impresses me because I know 
it’s harder. I had friends who were 
like, ‘Oh, you mean you don’t under-
stand the polyphonic intricacies of 
The Mars Volta?’ There was a lot 
of  highbrow musicality around me 
in my friend group, and I was like, 
I don’t know anything, I can’t play 
anything. I’m smart, but that’s not 
doing anything for me.”

Straightaway Lorde’s music 
declared her an outsider, an ugly 
duckling. Pure Heroine takes numer-
ous shots at the cool girls. “All my 
fake friends…” she sings on “A World 
Alone,” “they’re studying business, 
I study the floor.” Her frank and 
searching exploration of  the trials 
of  adolescence have built her an 
intensely loyal fandom. But far from 
clamoring for daily drips of  manu-
factured content, Lorde’s acolytes 
tend to express protective impuls-
es online. They know that privacy 
is important to her and that this 
makes the rare glimpses of  her life 
more special. They patiently await 
the newsletters—Lorde’s preferred 
means of  communication with her 
fans—that slip into their in-boxes: 
diaristic, stream-of-consciousness 
musings wrapped in long hugs. 
Yelich-O’Connor is widely believed 
to be in a long-standing relationship 
with a music executive named Justin 
Warren, though she has never spoken 
of it publicly. “I love when all famous 
people can say is, ‘I’m very happy.’” 
she tells me. “You can write that she’s 
very happy. Healthy boundaries.”

Yelich-O’Connor understands that 
she does not have a lot of casual lis-
teners, that the public has tended to 
respond to her with strong feelings 
or no feelings. She is pleased to know 

that she connects with LGBTQ+ 
audiences. “I have a big young, queer 
contingent to my fan base, which 
is so divine to me,” she says. “You 
think you know what your kids will 
be like—you think they’ll just be like 
you, like, a million little yous. In the 
same way that if  you wrote a book, 
maybe you’d imagine it would only 
be interesting to people like you. But 
it’s different.” She digs into her bag 
for a pair of apricots, dark and rich-
ly perfumed, one for each of  us. “I 
have much cynicism,” she goes on, 
“but not about what I know to be 
the alchemical thing that happens in 
my work. The work is very powerful 
to people. My fans are young, and I 
just know that they look to me for a 
lot emotionally and spiritually. But 
it’s an attachment like any other. You 
want it to be a healthy one. It needs 
to be right for both of us, and there 
needs to be that understanding that 
mummy does go away to the other 
room, and she will come back!”

We jump into a southbound taxi 
and make our way to her hotel, the 
kind of place where paparazzi keep 
vigil outside, and where, she says, some 
in the fame game take up residence for 
no reason other than to engage these 
paparazzi. Not Yelich-O’Connor, who 
has the key to a secret entrance and 
weaves us through the giant laundry 
bins that line long subterranean cor-
ridors before we emerge into a tran-
quil garden. She orders a bitters and 
soda, because though it is teatime, 
she cannot tolerate caffeine. Yelich-
O’Connor wears an old Dries Van 
Noten slip dress, in black with black 
flowers. Her sandals and bag come 
from The Row. She is into fashion, 
even if  “The Path,” Solar Power’s 
opening track, contains an ambiva-
lent allusion to the Met gala. “I can 
register fashion as both beautiful and 
absurd,” she says to me. “I do remem-
ber that visceral moment”—at the 
gala in 2015—“of thinking, A pha-
raoh is lying right there, and we’re in 
couture. But I kind of love it. There’s 
tons to be gotten from all of it.”

Solar Power finds Lorde basking 
in a corporeality that the artist once 
banished. The much-chattered-about 
album cover captures her from direct-
ly below, mid-leap, an unapologetic 
crotch shot. The woman who once 
sang “pretty girls don’t know the 
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things that I know” is now calling 
herself  “a prettier Jesus” in the title 
track. The brain may be in the jar, but 
the bod is on the lam. “When I said I 
felt young for the first time—it meant 
feeling like I’m confident enough to 
put my butt out there. I wouldn’t have 
been able to do that as a teenager,” 
she explains. “When you’re really 
famous as a young person, feelings 
get magnified. At that time, people 
were discussing my body on Twit-
ter, and the natural response was to 
shrink away from it. Now I have a 
sense of my worth and my power, and 
my body is—awesome, for one thing. 
But it’s also not as central as my brain 
is to the whole operation. I don’t 
think you could make me feel bad 
about myself  now by saying some-
thing about my body, but that’s the 
difference between 16 and 24. When 
I talk about being playful in the mak-
ing of this album, there was, for want 
of a better word, a sexual component 
to that. Engaging the natural world 
in a big way is like a flirtation. That’s 
how it felt to me. Playful and joyful 
and a little bit nasty.” 

By the time we get up, dusk has 
started to paint the sky over the Hud-
son River—a toxic oil slick of a sun-
set that Yelich-O’Connor has learned 
to love as much as the pristine skies 
of her mythical home country—and 
she is making moves to return to her 
room to watch what would be the 
deciding game of  the NBA finals. 
(As for how and why she became a 
fan of American professional basket-
ball, the answer may reside behind the 
“healthy boundaries” firewall.) It will 
be another early night in the gnarly 
season, as she is expected in the stu-
dio at 8:30 a.m. to sing the album’s 
second single, “Stoned at the Nail 
Salon,” for a taped performance on 
one of the late-night shows. 

For all its feel-good summer 
vibes, Solar Power can’t help but be 
a Lorde album, plaintive, nostalgic, 
tinted with loss and the uneasiness of 
change. In that second single, Lorde 
laments, “All the music you loved at 
16 you’ll grow out of.” But maybe 
that isn’t a lament after all. “This 
music came from a very joyful period 
of life for me,” Yelich-O’Connor says. 
“I’m very comfortable in a place of 
vulnerability or contemplation of the 
future or my own mortality. Those 

are not necessarily scary or sad spac-
es for me to occupy, and the fact that 
they’re on there means that I kind of 
moved through it and have felt the 
joy coming out the other side. I only 
come back because I’ve had one of 
these epiphanic periods. I’ve shifted 
shape, and I want to do that justice. 
And then I know when it’s time to go 
back and spend another year reading 
on my couch.” @

THE ADVENTURER
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 125

all scraped by together, traveling 
around putting on shows and pitching 
in on one another’s shoestring proj-
ects. She met her partner Benjamin 
during this period, through a drama 
school friend, who had fallen in love 
with his brother on a production. 
When Cottin was 20, her stepfather 
died suddenly of a heart attack. “It 
was a really deep grief, and I lost all 
my bearings,” Cottin recalls. “The 
next day I was onstage, acting in a 
theater with 10 people, and for a few 
minutes I didn’t think about it, and 
then I realized that that work was, 
like, this very solid ground.” Too sol-
id, maybe: Cottin admits to feeling a 
sense of resigned disappointment as 
she entered the second decade of her 
acting career without having landed 
a single role in television or film. “I 
was like, Okay, it doesn’t seem like it’s 
happening,” she says. 

Call My Agent! was already in its 
fourth season when the pandemic 
hit, and the show, on Netflix, became 
a word-of-mouth sensation with 
American audiences. For this reason, 
Cottin is often presented as an over-
night success story, but she has been 
a star in France since 2013, when she 
first appeared in Connasse, a comic 
series of sketches about a privileged
Parisienne wreaking oblivious hav-
oc around town. The show was shot 
on hidden camera, capturing peo-
ple’s reactions to the title character’s 
entitlement—at the supermarket, she 
enlists a shorter woman to help her 
reach something on the bottom shelf; 
at the gym, she asks the guy on the 
treadmill next to her to hold her ciga-
rette while she sends a text. The word 
connasse means something between 
“bitch” and “asshole” in French. “I 
remember sitting in the office with the 
producers, and they were saying, ‘I’m 

not sure we should call it that. It’s 
going to be too tough for Camille,’” 
Cottin says. But a sarcastic alterna-
tive title—Charming—didn’t offer 
the same specificity. Cottin went for 
it, future reputation be damned: “I 
said: I endorse the responsibility.”

In 2019, Cottin played the title 
character in what even she admits was 
probably a superfluous French adap-
tation of  Fleabag, Phoebe Waller-
Bridge’s Amazon hit, based on her 
one-woman show. The two women 
have never met, but let us indulge, for 
a moment, in a bit of alternative his-
tory, in which Cottin was possessed 
of  the sort of  organizational skills 
which would have enabled the Girl-
crush Summit that never was. There 
they are, sharing a bottle of  wine…
Oh, wait. “I went to see her at the 
theater in London, but I have a little 
bit of  a planning problem,” Cottin 
recalls. “So I’m like in the Eurostar, 
right, it’s five o’clock, and I’m writing 
‘I’m coming to see you tonight’ in an 
email. So she answered the day after 
like, ‘Why didn’t you tell me before? I 
didn’t see the email until now!’” 

In the forthcoming House of Gucci 
from Ridley Scott, Cottin plays Paola 
Franchi, the woman for whom Mau-
rizio Gucci (Adam Driver) has left 
his wife (Lady Gaga). (Franchi, an 
interior decorator, left her own hus-
band, once pointing out that he was 
“even richer” than Gucci.) The film 
is shrouded in secrecy, or at least 
pseudo-secrecy, to which Cottin has 
been sworn, but judging from paparaz-
zi pictures that have emerged from the 
set, Cottin’s Franchi, in a white body-
suit and full ’80s frosted-and-feathered 
hairdo, exudes a delicious hauteur. 
“She was really concentrated and 
really into it,” Cottin says of working 
with Lady Gaga. “And she was really 
nice. But the thing is, we are rivals. So 
she couldn’t really hang out with me. 
She was like, ‘Sorry, I hate you. But 
promise we’ll be friends.’” @

LAND OF PLENTY
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 131

new channels. Elizabeth Peyton 
made her mark with small, aston-
ishingly intimate paintings of friends, 
celebrities, and historical figures 
she admires. “When the pandemic 
began, I wasn’t able to have any sit-
tings, inside or outside,” she tells me. 
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“Then, in July 2020, [studio manager 
and dear friend] Lara Sturgis, and 
[the composer] Nico Muhly came to 
sit for me outside. I was grateful 
to be drawing from life again. I was 
becoming more focused on nature 
unfolding, watching the colors of the 
sunrise. This opened me up to the 
colors outside. The portraits took on 
the color of sunrises—the sky. I was 
echoing gestures of  the way plants 
move, in the gestures of the way the 
sitters were sitting.” 

“I had been making small, abstract, 
nature-inspired paintings in my stu-
dio for many years, but when the pan-
demic hit things started to shift—I 
felt the need to paint from direct 
observation,” says Brooklyn-based 
Lumin Wakoa. “I walked through 
the cemetery near my house every 
day with my two daughters, since all 
the playgrounds were closed. Each 
day there were at least three tractors 
digging graves. Refrigerated trucks 
were parked around the block at the 
hospital to store all the dead. On the 
other hand, spring was beautiful, and 
somehow it was easier to pay atten-
tion to this, with the city so still and 
silent. I started painting and sketch-
ing in the cemetery on small 8-by-10 

canvases. I’d forgotten how exciting 
and intuitive that was. For me, paint-
ing from life is incredibly freeing.”

Izzy Barber, who lives and paints 
in Queens, also found herself  con-
fronting a subdued city during the 
pandemic, but she discovered inspi-
ration in the empty urban streets. I 
think of her as a Saturday Night Live 
painter because, as she puts it, “Sat-
urday nights became my big painting 
night during lockdown. My boy-
friend would help me wheel around 
supplies and keep me company for a 
few hours.” She had previously been 
making paintings of  bars in New 
York City’s Chinatown. “When I 
returned early in the lockdown, the 
same busy streets were silent, and the 
paintings took on a different feeling 
and meaning. The whole city was 
going through this collectively, even 
though we were so isolated from each 
other, and it was felt on the streets,” 
she says. “There was an urgency to 
capture the experience of the trans-
formed city, and it’s reflected in the 
paintings—viewing strangers at a dis-
tance and feeling their hidden pres-
ence inside silent buildings.” More 
recently, Barber has been turning to 
the reemergence of the city: “There’s 

a lot of pent-up kinetic energy, and I 
see that celebratory chaos emerging 
in the newer paintings.” 

Piotr Uklański, born in Warsaw, 
is a subversive and continually sur-
prising artist who lives and works on 
Long Island. “Initially, when I lost 
access to my studio in Greenpoint 
because of  COVID restrictions, I 
used part of  our home in Brooklyn 
to paint in,” Uklański says. “After a 
month or two, I occupied the build-
ing’s roof as well.” He and his wife, 
curator Alison Gingeras, and their 
two children eventually moved to 
an Andrew Geller–designed house 
on the North Fork of  Long Island. 
“I’ve embraced it so much that I’m 
orienting most of  my practice to 
working outside during the good 
weather months,” he says. Off  the 
upstairs studio, Geller added a roof 
deck: “Naturally it became my out-
door studio,” Uklański says. “In the 
Greenpoint studio, I had no win-
dows, no daylight. Here it’s all-day 
light—the changing outdoor light 
has allowed me to really hone the 
optical tricks in my painting. I work 
from dawn to dusk.” 

Shara Hughes and Austin Eddy 
also escaped the city, renting a house 

O C T O B E R  2 0 2 1   V O G U E . C O M148



AMERICAN BEAUTY
133: Hat, ralphlauren
.com. 135: Bag, bottega 
veneta.com. Shoe, 
similar styles at 
altuzarra.com. Comme 
Si socks; commesi 
.com. Headpiece, devera 
objects.com for 
information. 136:Top 
right photo: Dress, 
louisvuitton.com. Bogner 
boots; bogner.com. 

Blumarine arm 
warmers; blumarine
.com. Bag, prada.com. 
Ami Amalia scarf and 
leggings; amiamalia
.com. 137: Hat, ysl
.com. 138–139: Shoes, 
similar styles at 
altuzarra.com. Tights, 
calzedonia.com.

INDEX
142–143: 1. Dress, 

$3,250. 3. Necklace, 
$6,310. 5. Blazer, 
$2,250. 8. Cardigan, 
price upon request. 
10. Bag, $3,200. 
12. Ring, $2,480.

LAST LOOK
150: Watch, rolex.com 
for information.

ALL PRICES 
APPROXIMATE

VOGUE IS A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF ADVANCE MAGAZINE PUBLISHERS INC. COPYRIGHT © 2021 CONDÉ NAST. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. PRINTED IN THE U.S.A. VOLUME 211, NO. 10. VOGUE (ISSN 
0042-8000) publishes monthly, except combined issues that count as two, as indicated on the issue cover, by Condé Nast, which is a division of Advance Magazine Publishers Inc. PRINCIPAL OFFICE: 1 World Trade 
Center, New York, NY 10007. Roger Lynch, Chief Executive Officer; Pamela Drucker Mann, Global Chief Revenue Officer & President, U.S. Revenue; Jackie Marks, Chief Financial Officer. Periodicals postage paid at 
New York, NY, and at additional mailing offices. Canada Post Publications Mail Agreement No. 40644503. Canadian Goods and Services Tax Registration No. 123242885-RT0001. POSTMASTER: Send all UAA 
to CFS (see DMM 507.1.5.2); NON-POSTAL AND MILITARY FACILITIES: Send address corrections to VOGUE, P.O. Box 37617, Boone, IA 50037-0617. FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS, ADDRESS CHANGES, ADJUST-
MENTS, OR BACK-ISSUE INQUIRIES: Please write to VOGUE, P.O. Box 37617, Boone, IA 50037-0617, call 800-234-2347, or email subscriptions@vogue.com. Please give both new and old addresses as printed on 
most recent label. Subscribers: If the Post Office alerts us that your magazine is undeliverable, we have no further obligation unless we receive a corrected address within one year. If, during your subscription term 
or up to one year after the magazine becomes undeliverable, you are ever dissatisfied with your subscription, let us know. You will receive a full refund on all unmailed issues. First copy of new subscription will be 
mailed within four weeks after receipt of order. Address all editorial, business, and production correspondence to VOGUE Magazine, 1 World Trade Center, New York, NY 10007. For reprints, please email reprints@
condenast.com or call Wright’s Media 877-652-5295. For reuse permissions, please email contentlicensing@condenast.com or call 800-897-8666. Visit us online at www.vogue.com. To subscribe to other Condé 
Nast magazines on the World Wide Web, visit www.condenastdigital.com. Occasionally, we make our subscriber list available to carefully screened companies that offer products and services that we believe would 
interest our readers. If you do not want to receive these offers and/or information, please advise us at P.O. Box 37617, Boone, IA 50037-0617, or call 800-234-2347.

VOGUE IS NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR THE RETURN OR LOSS OF, OR FOR DAMAGE OR ANY OTHER INJURY TO, UNSOLICITED MANUSCRIPTS, UNSOLICITED ART WORK (INCLUDING, BUT NOT LIMITED 
TO, DRAWINGS, PHOTOGRAPHS, AND TRANSPARENCIES), OR ANY OTHER UNSOLICITED MATERIALS. THOSE SUBMITTING MANUSCRIPTS, PHOTOGRAPHS, ART WORK, OR OTHER MATERIALS FOR 
CONSIDERATION SHOULD NOT SEND ORIGINALS, UNLESS SPECIFICALLY REQUESTED TO DO SO BY VOGUE IN WRITING. MANUSCRIPTS, PHOTOGRAPHS, AND OTHER MATERIALS SUBMITTED MUST 
BE ACCOMPANIED BY A SELF-ADDRESSED STAMPED ENVELOPE.

The work Eddy did—paintings, 
drawings, and bronze sculptures, 
which were shown at two galler-
ies, Berggruen in San Francisco 
and Baldwin in Aspen, during the 
summer—was different from what 
he’d done before. “It became less 
invented and more referential,” he 
says. “Not necessarily depicting the 
specific location but how the light fell 
on the river or how the atmosphere 
changed the color of the hills or how 
an area felt. After all this, plein air 
seemed to take on a new meaning for 
me. It became more about being in 
nature, internalizing the landscape, 
rather than depicting what was right 
in front of me.”

Hughes took many walks across 
the bridge over the Hudson that con-
nects Cole’s house to Church’s. “On 
the bridge, you have the feeling of 
being large and small at the same time. 
I wanted to create something that the 
viewer felt engulfed in. During the 
time I was in this region making 
the painting, I was experiencing a 
loss. This painting is about life and 
death—a full beautiful life over the 
span of one day, sunrise to sunset.”

How has the concept of  painting 
en plein air changed? “In the past, it 

was about in-person observation,” 
Hughes tells me. “I think the term has 
changed because our ways of seeing 
are not just visual. Psychologically 
we can ‘see’ things through other per-
spectives. Adding the human con-
dition and personal experience into 
the equation, the same field could be 
painted completely differently from 
one day to the next. In today’s world 
there is more—what’s important 
is who’s painting it and from what 
perspective. Surrounding myself  in 
nature during this time helped me 
understand how nature can be so 
much more powerful than we are.”

David Hockney couldn’t agree 
more about seeing psychologically. 
“As everyone is now a photographer 
with a camera in their pocket, pho-
tographs have gotten more and more 
boring,” he emails me. “It’s much bet-
ter to draw things. I made 220 iPad 
paintings in 2020, all plein air. I’m 
now doing eight iPad paintings that 
make one picture. I think they are 
much more real than photographs—
remember, cameras see geometrically, 
we see psychologically. Think about 
it. As Edvard Munch said, photog-
raphy can’t compete with paintings, 
as it can’t deal with heaven or hell.” @

in the Catskills this spring. It was 
directly across the street from the 
historic home of Thomas Cole and a 
short walk across the bridge to Fred-
eric Church’s estate Olana, on the 
opposite bank of the Hudson River. 
Eddy went specifically to investigate 
plein air painting—he bought a bike 
and a portable easel. And Hughes, 
who often paints imaginary, vertical 
landscapes, made her first horizontal 
one—a 40-footer, The Bridge, which 
will be shown in November, in her 
exhibition at Yuz Museum Shanghai. 
The outdoor experience didn’t exact-
ly turn out the way they planned—it 
was more like inhaling the landscape 
than painting it. 

“Though the new paintings were 
not made in the truest sense of 
plein air,” Eddy explains, “they’re in 
step with the way Frederic Church 
worked—go out and see the world, 
draw, come back, then paint in the 
studio. I did have every intention to 
paint in the landscape, but I found 
that there was more of  a need just 
to be out of  doors, to readjust and 
absorb the world again. There was 
a tranquility and stillness that I saw 
in nature that seemed important to 
bring back to the studio.” 
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Last Look

Rolex watch

Rolex’s new-generation Oyster Perpetual Explorer II is a wholly waterproof technical watch meticulously 
constructed from Oystersteel, a corrosion-resistant alloy. The 24-hour-hand timepiece—a prototype version 

equipped the first ascent to the summit of Everest by Edmund Hillary, in 1953—now features a redesigned case 
and bracelet, though it’s still impervious to shocks and magnetic fields, should you encounter either 

(or both!) of those on the regular. In short: This is the watch you need if you’re aiming to reach the mountains, 
the heavens (Rolex watches have also been worn in space by NASA astronauts for decades), or the depths 

of the sea—but it will look just as stylish on your adventurous outing to that new restaurant downtown. 

P H O T O G R A P H E D  B Y  D A V E E D  B A P T I S T E 
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A new podcast hosted by 

KARINA LONGWORTH, 

creator of YOU MUST REMEMBER THIS,

and VANESSA HOPE

WHEN A HOLLYWOOD MOGUL SHOT THE AGENT 

HAVING AN AFFAIR WITH HIS WIFE—ONE OF 

THE KEY FEMME FATALES OF 1940S FILM NOIR—

SHE WAS THE ONE WHO PAID THE PRICE. 

Featuring 

JON HAMM, ZOOEY DESCHANEL, and GRIFFIN DUNNE












