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ne look at Annette Roque Lauer
coming in flushed from her morning horseback ride is enough
to convince even the most steadfast urbanite that there’s some-
thing to country living after all. Last May, she moved full-time
to Laurel Hill, the Hamptons home she and her husband,
Today’s Matt Lauer, share. “I'm going to sound like a zealot,”
Annette says, settling down in their library with a cup of tea,
“but I love the pace here, and I love the peace.” Matt works in
the city during the week, joining Annette and their three young
children on weekends to soak up the bucolic vibe.

Seeing the tulips come up on Park Avenue was never her
idea of spring. “In the city you spend six months with central
heating and six months with central air, which means you
spend the year at room temperature,” she says. Of course,
while she retreated from urban life and “never looked back,”
she makes her school runs in a Marni dress and kitten heels.
“I didn’t move to the country and buy myself a rip-away
tracksuit,” she says, and the Lauers’ Sag Harbor home is no
country shack but boasts a sophisticated decor masterminded
by interior designer Muriel Brandolini, an old friend from
Annette’s modeling days in Paris. Like Annette’s rosy glow,
the house didn’t come together overnight. It took time—nine
years, which, in decorating terms, might as well be eternity.

They started at next to zero, with a rolling piece of land
secluded in the woods and plans to build a rambling take on
the classic New England cape, designed by Daniel Romualdez.
As Annette grew up in the Netherlands, she didn’t realize
just how rambling it would be. “Feet and inches don’t mean
a thing to me,” she says. “The architects showed us a model,
and I thought it was cute.” Landscaping had begun, but the
grounds were still a barren desert of dirt when Annette took
her first walk through their giant, empty hull of a house.
“It was so cold and so uninviting,” she remembers. “It had
no personality.”
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Between the Lauers and Brandolini, however, there was
plenty of personality to go around. It wasn’t the first time
they’d worked together—before the Lauers’ marriage twelve
years ago, Brandolini had designed Annette’s vibrant Tribe-
ca apartment, then worked on the couple’s Fifty-seventh
Street home. But they are three people with contrasting
opinions. Brandolini is known for her bold choices, her
whimsical use of color, and for blending unusual antiques
with contemporary pieces to create a look that’s lavish but
laid-back. Matt, on the other hand, has a quieter aesthetic.
“My husband’s idea of colorful is different shades of beige,”
Annette deadpans. Her style falls somewhere in between.

In an attempt to please everyone, initially they agreed on a
look that Annette calls “monastery chic” and Brandolini calls
“Gustavian,” which translated into austere white walls and lots
of heavy Northern European furniture. It was a compromise
all around, and it didn’t work for anyone. “Try living with
‘monastic’ on a gloomy day,” says Brandolini.

“We imagined this house without color and thought it
would be very peaceful,” Annette says, cringing. “Well, it
was like The Shining.”

Slowly, over the course of the intervening years, the trio
exorcised traces of their first mistakes, and the house took on
a colorful new patina. The rooms bloomed in striking yet sub-
dued colors, from the library’s teal-blue shelves to the kitchen’s
dusty guava-mauve walls and a subtle citron in the hall. The
sprawling gardens grew lush with magnolia grandiflora and
box hedges, and the house gradually filled with eclectic trea-
sures that Brandolini hunted down in European design gal-
leries, Belgian antiques shops, and the Paris flea market. In
the library, the simple curves of a mid-century Danish chair
by Hans Wegner set off a delicate Japanese fire screen, the
kind of scrim that praying monks hid behind, while a trio of
pieces by star minimalist Martin Szekely—a metal-mesh side
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COLOR MY WORLD
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Most of the furniture migrated from by Beth Weissman.
one room to another before finding its  LeFT: InRomy’s room,
proper place. “This dining room has custombed from City

. Joinery. Diana side
gone through three different wall treat-  {apes by Konstantin

ments,” Annette says, leading a mini- Grcic. The metal

tour. Coffee-brown wallpaper panels lounge chairwas found

hand-painted with graceful flowering in a Paris fleamarket.

trees make a genteel backdrop for a pair of ceramic bird lamps
perched on top of lacquered cabinets by Frangois Bauchet.
Offering just the sort of daring counterpoint Brandolini is
known for, the room is anchored by a dark and sleek Szekely
dining table and a lustrous mirror painting by Arte Povera
artist Michelangelo Pistoletto.

Meanwhile, the Wegner oak dining chairs, now found
in the kitchen, were stripped of their original black leather
upholstery in favor of linen, and then recovered again in
burnt-orange vinyl. “T imagined the kids spilling things,” says

wallpaper. Stonehenge
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Thijs (age four), Romy
(age seven), and Jack
(age ritfrelia the kitchen.
Digitchandelier by
Emmanuel Babled.
Solaristlining table by
Martin Szekely, Dining
chairsbyHans Wegner.
Customéeslar paint

by Muriel'Brandolini.

Brandolini. The kitchen itself is done with pink-hued walls
that seem to pull a rosy tone from the granite hearth, with the
stone, the chairs, and an understated wooden table (another
Szekely) illuminated overhead by a metallic cluster of bubbles,
a limited-edition chandelier by Emmanuel Babled.

The great room, where rattan Arne Jacobsen chairs flank
the fireplace, offers an especially rich mix. Under an ornate
wood-framed mirror Brandolini found in an antiques deal-
er’s dank basement in Antwerp, beaded and fringed tribal
hats sit on the mantel. “I am a beautiful-things hoarder,”
Annette says. “But I don’t label or quantify by provenance or
style, so any mix feels very natural to me.” A case in point: the
curvaceous bronze Frangois-Xavier Lalanne bird sculpture,
which seems to be gliding across the shining surface of an
acrylic Szekely side table.

One of the last bastions of the old monasticism was Matt’s
office—*his Calvin Klein showroom™ is how Annette puts it.
(He says “Armani.”) It’s still a more somber room, with olive-
green corduroy walls and a strong glass-topped desk. “It’s
outside my comfort zone,” says Matt, “but I don’t think that’s
necessarily a bad thing. A house is something that should live
and breathe and change with the family.”

Naturally, the addition of three children along the way—Jack
(nine), Romy (seven), and Thijs (four)—influenced the Lauers’
design scheme. Their original architectural plans left plenty of
living space for children, and in those rooms Brandolini cut
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