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Moby, the ultimate downtown New York
musician, reigns in the Hollywood Hills.
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A Castle for the King of Techno

By JOYCE WADLER

Los ANGELES

HERE are a number of things that

delight Moby, once the ultimate

downtown MNew York musician,

about his castle in the Hollywood

Hills: the gatehouse turret, from

which the original owner's pet mon-

key screamed across the canyons

when the house was built in 1920s; the lore, both
rock 'n' roll and literary and decadent, that has the
Rolling Stones living here for a spell, Aldous Hux-
ley residing across the street and porno films shot
around the pool; and the hidden room — a lormer
tiki bar — that at one time had a fake grass celling
and pletures of Hawalian dancing girls, which he
cannot show you, because this house is so new (o
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Kips Bay
Decorated,

And Curated

By PENELOPE GREEN

AKASH NIHALANI is a 24-yvear-old
Brooklyn-based street artist who
uses elecirical tape to sketch
three-dimensional shapes on pub-
lic surfaces like sidewalks or brick
walls. His work is playful, even
joyous, and suggests all sorts of

possibilities. Imagine a bright yellow doorway on a
pocked concrete wall, or an enormous pink cube
careering along the pavement.

This week, one of his pieces — a cascade of rec-
tangles tumbling down the sky blue walls of a
swoopy clreular staircase — can be seen in an un-
likely place, the rotund front hall of a double-wide
town house on East 63rd Street in Manhattan, the
site of the Kips Bay Decoratar Show House, now in
its 39th year,

That a young conceptual artist like Mr. Nihalani
would be on view al this show house, which has
traditionally been better known for its designers’
pFIme! art or their cu!lectiolls of 19th-century bo-

him that he can't find the key,

There is also what he calls the “penultimate”
Hollywood view, for which you have to go up the
stairs to the master bedroom. Be careful: Moby's
one rule is no shoes on the rug. 0O.K., now plop
down on the rumpled bed. Looking through the
window straight ahead, you can see the canyon fall
to the Hollywood Reservoir; to your right and up
the hill is the famous Hollywood sign. If he were a
Hollywood producer and wanted to impress some
actress, Moby says, he'd use that view,

Has he had the opportunity to impress anyone
here so far?

“1 had a date, which ended up making out un-
der the view of the Hollywood sign, but nothing too
crazy,' says Moby, who is so slight as to be almost
as much of a caricature as the drawing on his gray

T-shirt. Make that a caricature in pencil. I don't fit
in here? No problem. Rub me out. I'work alone a lot
of the time anyway. In appearance, Moby is either
Jules Feiffer’s illegitimate son, or he was drawn by
him.

But back to the view from the bed and that
date. How's that relationship going?

"Al present, it's ambiguous. Back in my drink-
ing days, 1 used 1o be a little more promiscuous,
but now insobriety, I'm like a nun.” A quick correc-
tion: “A monk."

Itis a heck of an impressive view, he is told; it
should have had some effect.

“She came from a very wealthy background,”
Moby says. (Anyway, what fellow wishes his ap-
peal to be property based?) "Hopelully she was

Continued on Page 6
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AN APPETITE FOR ART Amanda Nisbet's room at Kips Bay Decorator Show House, with a
photo by Marilyn Minter, whose work has been in the last few Kips Bay show houses.

tanical prints, is an acknowledgement that de-
signers are increasingly flexing their curatorial
muscles Lo animale clients® spaces with contempo-
rary art. It also suggests that Kips Bay organizers
are reaching for a younger audience.

“It's more aboul curating a room than decorat-
ing it" is how Wayne Nathan describes his job, Mr.
MNathan, who brought in Mr. Nihalani, is one of 21

designers participating in this year's show house.
You could call him an art [air veteran {Art Basel
Miami Beach and Frieze, in London, are his habit-
ual shopping grounds). Nonetheless, on this room
he collaborated with Helen Varola, an art adviser
and curator, though the slick pink disk that looks
like a giant Skittles at the foot of the stairs here —a

Continued on Page §

FRESH START Moby's Hollywoaod Hills
castle, built in the 1920s, has views of
the Hollywood Reservoir (top), a guest
house remodeled by the architect John
Lautner in 1961 (center right, the spiral
staircase in the guest quarters) and peri-
od details throughout. Clockwise from
above, a seating area in a bedroom, the
dining table and a sideboard in the din-
ing room, and an entry. The furnishings
are mideentury modern.

INSIDE

DOMESTICLIVES
Mourning the loss of

a spotless kitchen.
By Sean Wilsey

SHOPPING
Versatile
garden stools.
By Tim
McKeough
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YOUNG AMERICANS Brad Ford's "slereo lounge,” left, has a wood slab turntable/coffee table. Above, Richard Mishaan
updated a 40-foot room once decorated by Sister Parish with his own Botero charcoal. Below left, Celerie Kemble
decorated with copies of the Paris Review set on Lucite shelves. Below right, Robert Stilin's manly, art-flecked space.

Decorated and Curated
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Matteo Bonetti coffee tahle — is his own.

Ms. Varola noted a long tradition of artists play-
ing with domestic objects or, as'she put it, of “art-
ists exploring how design functions as a sub-
versive tool and expanding their practice into do-
mestic settings.” She ticked off examples, from
Surrealists like Méret Oppenheim (who made that
furry teacup) and Warhol (who made wallpaper)
to, say, contemporary artists like Andrea Zittel
(who makes entire rooms). So it seemed intuitive
to Ms. Varola, who was asked by Kips Bay organ-
tzers tolead an art tour of the rooms next Tuesday,
that decorators would be overtly acknowledging
that tradition with interactive pieces like Mr, Niha-
lani's or with video art.

“It's all about reinvigorating space,” she said,
"Transforming décor into a matrix of associa-
tions.”

Playing in Campion Platt’s terse library upstairs
was a video piece by Alex Prager, a young sell-
taught photographer of staged narratives (Cindy
Sherman meets Gregory Crewdson) who was in-
cluded in a show at the Museum of Modern Art last
fall. The short film, of spectators at & horse race,
was Mr. Platt's nod to John Hay Whitney, the club-
by, horsey and progressive philanthropist and
newspaper publisher who was once an owner of
this house. (The house was lent to Kips Bay by the
family of Disgue Deane, a real estate developer
and financial adviser who died last year.) Also on
view was a painted drama of '60s-era womanhood
by the time-traveling ariists McDermott and
McGough, called “You Said Your Lips Were Mine
Alone to Kiss." Tubular wall sconces designed by
Mr. Platt looked like sex aids; the Venetian plaster
walls, done by Ricardo Brizola, looked like ancient
porcelain.

I a small study by Aurélien Gallet, a 31-year-old
art appraiser, furniture designer and decorator
showing at Kips Bay for the first time, a neon-and-
mirror wall sculpture by Ivan Navarrs, a Chilean
artist, invited you to peer into infinity.

THE DETAILS A
swoopy back stair-
case was papered
in a giant [kat
wallpaper by Jan-
et and Carolina
Rauber, who also
assembled a
clutch of giant
gilded finials. Ina
room by Jeff Lin-
coln, the artist
Yen-Ming Tsai
drew a chalk tree

" and painted a bird
directly onto the
Gracie wallpaper.

At Kips Bay, contemporary
artists ‘expanding their practice
into domestic settings.’

As the designer Richard Mishaan put it: "My job
is to give context to people’s collections, to find the
commonality in disparity.”

Mr. Mishaan had drawn the prize, the 40-foot liv-
ing room once decorated by Sister Parish for Mr.
Whitney. Or was it a booby prize?

Modding at the florid gilded mirrors at one end,
he said, “AL first 1 thought, "Oh, no!" But you know
what? Everyone has stuff. Everyone 1 work with
has their collections. 1t doesn't matter what it is;
Eiving il context is my task.”

Furthermore, he said, pointing out the dark blue
Leleu dining table, the vintage Moroccan rug, the
mercury glass mushrooms sprouting on a side-
board and the blown-glass tears sliding down
grass cloth walls (both pieces by Rob Wynne), "All
good things go together.”

Mr. Mishaan had dene some of his art shopping
al Other Criteria, the Gagosian emporinm, with a
guartet of Damien Hirst butterfly prints. He had
also made his own artwork, printing photographs
he had taken of significant architectural ceilings —
one by Tiepolo, for instance — on canvas and
mounting them in ornate gilded [rames.

“1 eall those Guilty Pleasures,” he said.

On another wall were two rather stunning Ab-
stract Expressionist paintings. It took him two
weekends Lo paint those, he said: “MNobody can un-
derstand what they are. They're like, ‘Clifford
Sills? Helen Frankenthaler?' 1'm like, ‘Whatever
you want them to be! It's more about the vibe il
gives your room."”

Amanda Nishet, a gregarious Upper East Side
decorator with a taste for barogue minimalism,
had also made her own artwork, superimposing

her face on a copy of a voluptuous nude by Bou-
cher.

“My daughter would just die,” said s, Nisbet,
the mother of two teenagers.

There was & Marilyn Minter photograph over a
gold-flecked bed; on the walls, Ms, Nisbet's own
fabric, called Pink Lemonade, looked like a child’s
finger painting.

The house has a complicated layoul and a lay-
ered architectural history — style overlaid upon
style, like the cities of Troy. Built in brownstone in
1870, it was enlarged into a second lot and refaced
in painted stucco in 191% In 1955, when Mr. Whit-
ney bought the place, the architect Ellery Husted
gave it a brick front, and Mr. Whitney imported
and installed a paneled library from England. He
also hired Philip Johnson to design a fourth story.
As it happened, however, Johnson's modern glass
room was too stark and modern for the Whitneys,
who asked Sister Parish to mediate. Needlepoint
pillows and throws were involved, according (o a
Kips Bay press release.

This week, the ghost of Philip Johnson would
seem to have won out, or 50 it appeared (0 a reporl-
er who stumbled up into the sunshine on the fourth
foor, after climbing another swirling staircase,
this one cocooned in shiny black paint and a giant
yellow lkat-print wallpaper put there by Janet and
Carolina Rauber, a designing sister act who had
assembled a collection of man-high gold finials at
the base of the staircase, reminiscent of “Alice
Through the Looking Glass” chess pieces.

David Bowie's “Young Americans” roiled the
fourth-floor room, which had been divided in two
by a raw-edged wood bookease, and decorated by
Brad Ford and Robert Stilin, Mr. Ford told Kips
Bay organizers he would agree to decorate his side
of the room only if Mr. Stilin took on the other, and
indeed the two halves were much of a piece: Ama-
ganselt beach house meets TriBeCa loft, a nod to
the appetites of the young money manager or en-
tertainment lawyer who would appreciate Mr, Sti-
lin's taste in art — Richard Prince, Gregory Crewd-
son, Alec Soth and Damien Hirst, all plucked from

ONLINE: SLIDE SHOW

More photos of designers' rooms at the Kips
Bay Decarator Show House:
nytimes.com/homa

the Gagosian Gallery — and Mr. Ford’s decep-
tively post-collegiate taste in furniture.

After pointing out his Gagosian finds, Mn, Stilin
wondered aloud about the provenance of Mr, Mi-
shaan's Abstract Expressionist paintings down-
stairs. Then, in a bit of the art one-upsmanship, he
noted proudly that his Damien Hirst butterfly was
an ariginal, not a print.

But back to the furniture: That massive slab of
wood under the four-foot Moguchi shade on Mr.
Ford's side of the room is also a tlurmtable — yup, a
record player — and one of an edition of five
custom-made pieces, lent to Mr, Ford by BDDW,
beloved outfitters of deep-pocketed TriBeCa resi-
dents (you can have the table for $45,000). He had
arranged his vinyl collection (Patsy Cline; Michael
Jackson) on the raw wood shelves, “I love a live
edge,” said Mr. Ford, a soft-spoken, Arkansas na-
tive, running his finger along a shell.

Downstairs, another young American was fin-
ishing up her room. The manly paneled library Mr.,
Whitney had brought over whole from England
had been re-gendered by Celerie Kemble, a Har-
vard-educated 37-year-old decorator with an appe-
tite for education reform and other progressive
causes, whose clientele is largely drawn from the
world she inhabits — a Palm Beach/East Hamp-
ton/Manhattan axis,

“We kicked off the Belgian loafers” is how Ms.
Kemble put it, Like Mr. Gallet, this was her first
Kips Bay show house, and the lead time, just six
weeks, had been punishing. Still, she had corralled
an impressive collection of custom-made and an-
tigue objects, like an 18th-century leather chair de-
signed, she said, so its owner might keep his sword
on. Or her sword, she corrected, explaining that
this was now a lady's library. Bookshelves were
lined with cream-colored faux leather, and fitted
with Lucite shelves (a decorating tip, she said, is o
switch out wooden shelves in dark rooms with Lu-
cite ones). Ms. Kemble had lined the shelves with
titles from Assouline, the fashion and art book pub-
lisher, and with old copies of The Paris Review,
“Nobody makes a better colored spine," she said of
the magazine. “1t's stull you should read, in colors
you can use.”

Above her, a tentacular mideentury Italian chan-
delier erupted from a ceiling painted with tree
branches against a swirling, smoky sky (it was
done by Miriam Ellner in verre églomisé, a tech-
nique of painting glass with layers of gold leaf and
other precious metals),

*We ficidled this into a room for repose and prob-
ably some drinking," Ms. Kemble said, to reflect
the library's new status as a lady's study. Ms.
Kemble, who has three children under the age of 5
and a multistate design business and who, the oth-
er morning, was on her way to a school interview
for her d-year-old son, was al that moment

crouched in front of a custom-made Lufted sofa, *

braiding its double fringe into a neat twist.

What kind of lady?

Ms. Kemble grinned. "A beleaguered decorator
who needs someplace to drink,” she said.

The Kips Bay Decorator Show House, to benefit
the Kips Bay Boys & Girls Club, is open through
May 26. Admission, 330; (V18) 893-8600, eéxtension
245, or kipsbay.org,



