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				Présentation de l'éditeur


				“Every successful life has something of a fairy tale about it. But dig deeper into the details and it’s clear that behind the myth there is energy, perseverance, intelligence and courage – and also, unfortunately, a few tragedies. Fred Samuel, more than most, lived in a fantastic world full of emeralds, sapphires, diamonds, chalcedonies and tiger eyes. The walls of his magical caves gleamed with precious gemstones. He engraved thousands of rings, wove thousands of bracelets, created and recreated hundreds of necklaces worthy of a queen. He was a magician, creating animals from enamel, topaz, amethyst and gold.”


				JEAN DUTOURD


			


			

				From Buenos Aires to Los Angeles, Paris and the Riviera, A Jeweller’s Memoirs takes readers on a tour of the twentieth century, from the Roaring Twenties through World War II and on to the magnificent era of the Trente Glorieuses – telling the dramatic tale of a visionary and vibrant man who lived life to the full.


			


		
A Jeweller’s Memoirs





			

				
 Foreword to the new edition


				

					For Lilas, Sasha, Emma, Andréa, Lya, Blanche,
Zelda, Paul, Yaël, Karl and Nina,
his great-grandchildren


					Lights, camera, action! My story of my grandfather’s life has all the trappings of a Hollywood movie. A life filled with adventure and travel, encounters and glamour, love, of course, passion for his profession, tragedies and great joy. Too good to be true, one might almost say. And yet, from his childhood in Argentina to his unique career as one of the world’s leading jewellers – not to mention his participation in the French Resistance and his work with the Tribunal de Commerce de Paris – these pages will reveal to readers that “Monsieur Fred,” as his family, clients and colleagues called him, could very well have been a star of the silver screen. But for his wife Thérèse, his sons Henri and Jean, his grandchildren Jérôme, Anthony, Gregory, Géraldine and myself, he was above all a loving husband and an affectionate father and grandfather who lavished his family with unconditional love. 


					 


					Boldness – both creative and personal – was the defining characteristic of Fred Samuel, the jeweller who did everything his own way. He added the words “Moderne Joaillier Créateur,” (Modern Jeweller Designer), to his eponymous brand name, a novel term for the time. And rather than setting up his Paris boutique on Place Vendôme, he opted instead for Rue Royale. Unthinkable at the time in this industry, he opened his shop on Saturdays and had croissants from Ladurée delivered to his staff to thank them for their commitment. 


					Forever going against the mainstream, he would also be the first jeweller to open a boutique at Orly Airport in the 1960s, a revolutionary undertaking at the time, followed by another on the Champs-Élysées. 


					 


					He was only twenty-eight years old when he launched his Maison, in 1936, but he already had a crystal-clear vision of “his” jewellery and his style, informed by his tireless sense of joie de vivre, which was second nature to him. His brand reflected his personality and his values. His jewellery, which he designed for men as well as women, was conceived for everyday wear and embodied a relaxed chic, an informal glamour, regardless of whether the piece was set with the most beautiful diamonds and pearls – Fred Samuel was one of the first to import cultured pearls from Japan in the 1930s – or with precious and semi-precious stones. In the 1970s, other jewellers considered the latter to be less “noble” and therefore of less interest, freeing him to rewrite the codes of this rarefied world with bold new designs. 


					 


					Driven by this unique philosophy, the man who would today be described as a “disruptor” and whose sense of humour kept him from taking himself too seriously – even though he never approached his work with anything other than professionalism and precision – always stood apart. When tradition looked to the past for inspiration, he turned to modernity. A pioneer, he “looked to artists for invention,” Cocteau, Buffet and Braque, to name but a few, ushering in the phenomenon that is so popular today: artistic collaborations. He was thrilled with one particular creation, offbeat to say the least – the now-legendary Force 10 bracelet, an innovative combination of a steel marine cable and a gold buckle, designed by my father Henri as a gift for my mother Béatrice, and inspired by the family enthusiasm for the sea. 


					 


					He did not hesitate to lend his name to a famous film, when other jewellers refused to loan pieces, as the script was considered scandalous. The film, of course, was Pretty Woman, featuring the unforgettable ruby and diamond necklace worn by the magnificent Julia Roberts. I am proud to have recently participated in a tribute to it, through an eponymous collection embodied by Julia’s niece Emma Roberts. Sometimes, or rather I should say often in our case, one lovely family story leads to another. 


					 


					We have been jewellers over successive generations. Fred Samuel was born in 1908 in Argentina, where, at a very young age, he learned the trade from his jeweller father Albert, and his uncle, who dealt in gemstones. In the 1960s, my father Henri and my uncle Jean joined the business. As complementary partners, backed by their father’s utmost confidence and propelled by the same entrepreneurial spirit as him, they lit the spark that fuelled the Maison’s international development, transforming it from a Parisian jeweller into a recognised and respected global brand. Henri, the elder brother and an outstanding manager, instigated our operations in the United States and oversaw creation for more than thirty years. Through his love of jewellery and stones, he discovered, named and sold one of the world’s most fabulous yellow diamonds, the Soleil d’Or – an unforgettable moment in his career. And with it Fred gained entrance into the highly select club of jewellers possessing diamonds of over 100 carats. Jean, the younger brother, inherited his father’s exceptional interpersonal skills; he met with clients and managed our public relations and communications. He moved to Los Angeles, then later to New York to be closer to a clientele whose thirst for glamour he was able to satisfy. He passed away suddenly, much too soon, although his instincts and his daring – a quality unquestionably strong in the Samuel family genes – would open many doors for Fred.


					 


					And the fourth generation? As children, my cousins and I used to play in the safe on Rue Royale, which was like a magic chest containing fabulous treasures. How could we not fall under the spell of this mysterious world? I can still see a carefully conserved photograph in which I am about two years old, at the Hotel du Mont-d’Arbois in Megève, surrounded by my grandparents. We were attending a costume ball inspired by the opera Les Contes d’Hoffmann (with some of Robert Manuel’s company) and organised by Fred Samuel with his family and his friends to coincide with an exhibition of his most beautiful jewellery for the hotel’s clients. That evening, as often happened, his two lives – private and professional – intermingled. Throughout my entire childhood and to this day, I myself have a difficult time separating the two. And I loved these moments. Is there some theme to be drawn from these two memories? At the age of eighteen, as I was beginning to study law, I also took my first official steps in the Maison. 


					 


					I was fortunate to be able to observe a father and son working side by side, to savour their emotion and pride in each discovery of a new gemstone, or when a new piece of jewellery left the workshop. I started to look at their hands in a different way: as a child, my grandfather’s appeared huge to me, while I loved how soft they were, like the dulce de leche he had loved since childhood. When I was a young adult, I was fascinated by the delicacy with which he caressed the multicoloured stones, his dexterity in bringing jewels to life. Without any family pressure, nor any great discussions about my direction in life, I decided to follow this same path. Armed only with their faith in me, and barely of age, here was “Mademoiselle Valérie,” my nickname in the Maison, travelling the world to deliver a gem or a parure, bringing jewellery to some distant destination – New York or Kathmandu, to the Nepalese royal court. The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. My cousin Géraldine has also become an extremely talented jeweller. My brothers and male cousins, who work in finance, real estate, natural gas transportation and commerce, also perpetuate the enterprising spirit and sense of family inherited from our grandfather.


					 


					We are a family of jewellers, certainly, but a family first and foremost. Our affectionate patriarch, wildly in love with my grandmother Thérèse, took great pleasure in gathering us all together on weekends. It was the ideal time to learn and be inspired by this great man. And what an example he set for us! Determined and brave, guided by his sense of duty, Fred Samuel stepped up to join the Foreign Legion in 1939, the only way that he, an Argentine national, could defend France. Taken prisoner three times, he escaped and became an active member of the French Resistance and marched with the Americans during the Liberation. He was also an accomplished athlete, member of the Société Nautique de la Marne where he rowed single sculls and eights. He passed on to his sons his determination to excel and his love of the sea, encouraging them in their sailing pursuits – to the extent that, in 1962, they won the European championships in the Olympic-class Flying Dutchman category. 


					 


					A great man indeed, in every sense of the word. Standing 185 centimetres tall, athletic and elegant, he always wore a stylish three-piece suit. He dressed impeccably, even on holiday, when he exchanged his waistcoat for a knitted cardigan. He could have been intimidating, but he was the opposite, a reassuringly kind man. And his sunny disposition naturally spilled out onto those around him, a group of faithful friends that grew larger through new encounters and the parties he organised for Fred. This was only natural for a man whose name – his real one, not a diminutive – sounded like a nickname for a close friend, a confidant.


					 


					Always bending over backwards for his clients as well as for his close friends and family, he instilled in us the importance of respecting other people above all things and of demonstrating empathy. I remember the story of a Mexican client my grandfather allowed to leave one day without paying. The man was so grateful that he later sent many of his friends to the boutique. Having faith in people, knowing how to give in order to receive, taking risks, these were all real life lessons!


					 


					His eternal optimism and joie de vivre, despite the ordeals of war and the loss of his son Jean, something he never got over, taught us to appreciate each and every moment, to fully enjoy all the gifts, large and small, that life has to offer, and to cherish family above all. From this man who was convinced he was born under a lucky star, we learned that we have to believe in our destinies and in life – no matter what – with boldness and, like him, create our own luck when necessary. A timeless philosophy for living.


					 


					Charismatic and elegant, athletic and sporting, generous and committed, a visionary and a trailblazer: this was Fred Samuel, my grandfather, founder of Maison Fred, where I am now honoured to be Creative Director and Vice-President. And because he continues to illuminate the memories of all those he met, our family wished to reissue his memoir, in conjunction with Flammarion, thirty years after its original publication. Fred Samuel remains an icon and an endless source of inspiration. For us, his descendants, for the Maison, as well as for all those who knew him, his emotional intelligence, his courage and his determination continue to guide our moral compass. 


				


				Valérie Samuel


			


		


			
 Foreword


			Fred, the Jeweller of Free France


			

				Every successful life has something of a fairy tale about it. But when you dig a little deeper and look at the details, you realise that behind the fairy tale there is energy, perseverance, intelligence, courage... and sadly, tragedy too sometimes.


				More than anyone else, Fred seems to have lived in a fairy-tale world, surrounded by emeralds, sapphires, diamonds, chalcedony and tiger’s eye. The walls of his cave sparkle with precious stones. He has engraved thousands of rings, braided thousands of bracelets, designed and redesigned royal necklaces, without posing any threat to the monarchies of the world.


				He has been a magician, creating animals from enamel, topaz, amethyst and gold.


				Lastly, he reigns over time, which is no small feat. When we glance at the time on our wrist, we might also see the name of Fred, the kindly spirit who guarantees on his honour that hours have sixty minutes and minutes sixty seconds, no more, no less. I like to write little poems for my friends, and this is what I penned in honour of Fred’s birthday in 1983:


				

					

						

							Is it not natural, dear Fred,


							That the wise and industrious man, 


							Who captured hours,


							Braving time, should be eternal?


						


					


				


				In 1939, Fred was an Argentinian citizen – but that did not stop him enlisting in the Foreign Legion and becoming a French soldier. Nor did it stop him, a little later, from joining the French Resistance. It took no less than the German occupation for him to realise, not that he was a Jew (he was obviously aware of this), but that at times it is not easy to be a Jew, and no matter your fairy-tale hero status, you may suddenly find yourself more vulnerable than others.


				My fondness for Fred began the first time we met. He is a man in whom one immediately senses that rare quality, philosophy, by which I mean that he has no pride or malice, as much from reflection as from temperament. That is normal enough for a craftsman, a creator whose mind is occupied with the need to embellish the world with small, perfect objects that were not there before him. We also realised that we shared certain passions: De Gaulle, Free France, the Resistance. Such things bring people together. Although neither he nor I cultivate our veteran status, to realise – even twenty years later – that we had been brothers in arms sparked an immediate sense of intimacy and trust between us.


				Fred travels the world with his treasures and his name is known on all five continents. It is quite remarkable that a man who is one of the best in his business should have no enemies. Proust, who was fond of the word “kindness,” would have detected the most irrefutable signs of that quality in Fred Samuel. Kindness is apparent in his face and manner, and you sense it is also in his heart, as it is in the heart of his wife Thérèse, with whom he has experienced the joy of celebrating a wedding anniversary that was, unsurprisingly, golden.
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