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Introduction




People often come up to me and tell me they love my
        “look.” I’m always flattered, but part of me is wondering, “Which one?” Since my first home
        was published in the New York Times Magazine a thousand years ago, my
        definition of Country has never stopped evolving. Refreshing it and finding new things to
        add to it are what make it so much fun. 

When I was starting out, the classic Country look was popular again, thanks to the
        Bicentennial, but it sorely needed an update. Being in the magazine business, I always knew
        where country was going and always had an opinion about where it should go. In August of
        1977, House and Garden ran a story about my take on country called “A
        New High: Country Cottage 10 Floors Up.” My name was forever linked with that wonderful
        word. 

As I look back, it’s a happy blur of eclectic collections and details that warm my heart:
        striped fabrics, framed American flags, folk art, leopard touches, blue-and-white china,
        wooden watermelons, watering cans, dried flowers, straw hats, baseball hats, redware, glass
        kerosene lanterns, chandeliers, English antiques, pumpkins, dried wildflowers, topiaries,
        linens, shells, bird’s nests, sea grass, rag rugs, ladder-back chairs, farm tables, antique
        rattan, white upholstery, hooked rugs, glass bottles, country blankets, homespun, quilt
        pillows, gingham, bandanas, barrels of red geraniums, local paintings of lighthouses or
        beach scenes, and candles—there can never, ever be too many candles. 

When I was a little girl, I never could have dreamed of having such a long and crazy
        career. It’s truly been a joy to meet so many wonderful people and help shape a style that I
        love so much. From New England Country to Beach Country to Cottage Country Style and Country
        Modern, it always needs a little something new, but it never seems to get old. 

Decorating is a way of telling a story. Never stop telling yours. I know I won’t. 

XOXO 

Mary Emmerling 
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My
                            Story

                    

                

            

            I was born and grew up in the Georgetown neighborhood of
                Washington, DC. It was a time and place so classic I still can’t believe it was
                real: picturesque streets made up of rows of gorgeous townhouses, every home filled
                with small, intimate rooms, which must be where I got my love for lamp light and
                adorable, intimate spaces. Everyone knew everyone; even our dogs were best friends
                with each other. My grandmother lived across the street and had a backyard rose
                garden. This was back when roses still had their natural scent, and I can still
                recall that heavenly feeling of walking through her gate. 

            In summer, our family would go to Rehoboth Beach, Delaware, to escape the swamp of
                Washington, D.C. My life has been defined by certain locales, and the beach is one
                of them. 
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                    My parents, Marthena Williams Traynham and Paul Franklin Traynham.

                

            

            I went to college in Virginia and got a job at the Shoreham Hotel in personnel after
                graduating. It was the place to be at the time, with movie stars and famous athletes
                coming in the door every day for the Washington Senators baseball games, the
                Redskins football and, of course, the famous Blue Room. Even the Kennedy men would
                come by, giving the staff something to gossip about. I’ll never forget walking
                through a hall and Marlene Dietrich popping out of a door to ask me to zip up her
                dress. That was the day I learned that movie stars don’t always wear underwear. My
                boss’s name was Mr. Hollywood, and I worked with him in the beautiful marble lobby
                doing secretarial duties. There were yearly book conventions—where I got my first
                glimpse of the publishing world—and a magazine stand, where every summer I bought
                the August issues of 
                    Glamour
                 and 
                    Mademoiselle—all I could afford at the time! 
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                    I always do a fun tray or bowl with things I have found or gifts from friends
                        (photos, letters). 

                

            

            After a couple of years, a girlfriend invited me to go with her to Europe. I knew I
                just had to go, but I was nervous about losing my job. I walked sheepishly into the
                hotel owner’s office and told him my plan. He looked at me and said, “Young lady,
                you’ve been here a long time and worked hard. Here’s some money. Here’s my phone
                number in case of emergency. And we’ll hold your job until you return.” I would have
                fainted if I hadn’t been so excited to go start packing. 

            I left for a three- month trip to Europe with two girlfriends and a huge smile on my
                face. We traveled to England, picked up a white Triumph, drove to Copenhagen,
                Greece, Mykonos Island, Italy, southern France, Barcelona, Ibiza, Paris and back to
                London. It was amazing to be in so many countries in such a short time. One day,
                fate decided it was time for me to go to Tivoli Gardens, where I met a cute 6'4" guy
                from Michigan named John Emmerling. He was meandering around Europe for a few months
                before moving from San Francisco to New York City. He was writing and selling
                greeting cards to Hallmark as he went to fund his trip. We met up several times
                along the coast and took trips together to Barcelona and Ibiza. 

            After the fun came to an end, he went to New York and I went back to DC. I tried to
                get serious and be a secretary at a law firm. That experiment lasted six months. I
                got a great Christmas bonus, but it was not the life for me. That’s when I headed
                back to the Shoreham Hotel. In 1964, my best friend from Washington, DC, Judy
                Scanlon, called and invited me to take her extra bedroom. She had moved from
                Washington, DC, to New York City to work for the Ambassador to Jamaica at the 1964
                World’s Fair. It seemed crazy, but I thought, “I’m not in love with anyone and John
                is in New York, so why not?” It was the best decision I ever made. 

            When I arrived in New York, it was just exactly as it was in 
                    Breakfast at Tiffany’s.
                 I had no idea it was so incredibly livable, with a new great neighborhood
                every ten blocks and a good coffee shop every ten feet. Everyone walked, yet somehow
                people seemed to move faster than in other places with cars. It was charming,
                elegant, and fun all at once. One year, there was a subway strike and all the girls
                switched from high heels to tennis shoes. They were so comfortable they never went
                back, even when the subway started up again. After work, you’d meet the best people
                at local bars. If a girl needed a date for the weekend, the secret was to go to the
                Bloomingdales men’s department on Thursday night. I met two guys that way. It was
                fun and mostly innocent dating. 

            I lived on 74th Street and 1st Avenue and had a job at Lord and Taylor, until a buyer
                told me that my taste was too select and I should leave and find another job. (Years
                later, I did a lecture there for the employees and thanked her for her honesty.) I
                found another job in personnel at Condé Nast, which is when the seeds of my career
                were planted. 

            John and I got married in 1969, just as both of our careers were starting to take
                off. We started out in a studio apartment on the Upper East Side. My weeks were
                becoming filled with things I never could have imagined: press trips, three-martini
                advertising lunches (one white wine spritzer for me) and assignments covering all
                the country’s best furniture, housewares, kitchen and bath and gift shows. We had
                our first child, Samantha, in 1973 and our second, Jonathan, in 1976. 
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                    The first publicity I got was in 1976 in the Sunday 
                            New York Times
                         Magazine.

                

            

            
Mademoiselle Days 

            We had moved to E. 57th Street and lived above Lillian Gish in 1976. I
                loved going to work every day. I was being paid to be out and about covering
                fashion, home furnishings, boutiques, and the latest trends. There was a saying, “If
                you are at your desk, you are not doing your job!” If editors weren’t out covering
                their markets or in the office for meetings, they were probably in the “closet.”
                There was a big closet full of the latest shoes, bags, and clothes. There were also
                jewelry, scarves, bathing suits, and hats. The closet was to put together outfits
                for the big fashion features of each magazine. Each issue was worked on at least
                four months in advance, so we were always aware of up-and-coming fashion statements.
                Since we were a fashion magazine, we could wear what was on the pages—jeans, riding
                clothes, short and long skirts, hot pants. Nothing has changed; trends come and go. 
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