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FOREWORD

I have known Libby Cameron for the greater part of my professional career as an antiques dealer.

I remember first meeting Libby back in the 1980s, while traveling with Sister Parish on our way to Boston for a lecture on decorating with antiques at the Boston Design Center. A very young and newly hired Libby was Mrs. Parish’s assistant. I think it was our conversation about animals, specifically the dogs we loved, that cemented my fondness for her.

Over the next fourteen years as a designer at Parish-Hadley, Libby was a regular customer at my shop, John Rosselli Antiques and Decoration, sourcing accessories for her many projects. I was frequently intrigued by her selections, as the items she chose were often personal favorites of mine, which I had hoped to keep.

By 1995, Libby opened her eponymous design firm. Her training, passion for design, and creative abilities enabled her to hit the ground running.

Libby’s success stems from her innate ability to understand her clients’ personalities and lifestyle, thus creating livable interiors where comfort and function are paramount, ingredients that make a house into a home. Her creativeness, professionalism, and hard work have endeared her to both her clients and the design community.

For me personally, her devotion to her family and friends, and to her dogs, has made her a dear friend and a valued colleague.

—John Rosselli
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INTRODUCTION

Everyone’s life is a story unto itself, and I feel so incredibly lucky to have had the life that I have had. I suppose that is what this book is: a memoir of a well-lived and full life. I have tried to step back and look at all of my life experiences up to this point to understand what has led me to where I am today. Many people have helped me get where I am. My grandfather always told me that we all need to be inspired in life, so to figure out what holds your interest and do what you love. My father always told me to follow my instincts and be brave. I have taken from each of them, and others, and that has enabled me to pursue what matters most to me.

Decorating houses for people can be your whole life, and your relationship with your clients is essential. Helping a client to find joy and comfort in their space is what I love the most about what I do. For me, it’s not about wealth or fame or material things but about the thrill of working with people and the satisfaction that work can bring. I spend a great deal of time with my clients—I travel with them and get to know them very well. It is so important to have a good relationship with them, and trust is really the biggest part. People have to trust you—trust your judgment, your taste, and your sense of discretion. You also have to be transparent, and I have learned to wear my heart on my sleeve. We all are from such different places, but we come together with the goal of creating a suitable, comfortable, and comforting space in which to live.

The journey has been wonderful—and at times daunting—but I have landed on my feet. I’ve worked hard, and my work has given me purpose and meaning. To me that is a well-lived life. I’m extremely close to my three wonderful children and, as of now, four grandchildren. I have always prioritized what I believe matters most: simply enjoying life and what is around me by living in the moment. I’ve tried to instill the wonder and marvel of an ordinary life in my children, to show and teach them about the simple joys: the sound of a bird, the color of the leaves in autumn, the cat’s whisker shape of a new moon, or the taste of summer tomatoes and corn. We cry together when pets and people die and find infinite comfort in something as simple as the touch of a hand. My children and my animals have kept me grounded and attuned to what is real and to what matters most. I believe life is about making the ordinary feel exciting and come alive, and something as simple as recovering a chair or moving furniture around in a room can be revitalizing. The extraordinary will take care of itself.

Our society and culture puts such an emphasis on striving to have an extraordinary life, filled with power and success. Many people find the extraordinary lives of others to be a source of much admiration, but in many ways, this compels us to justify our existence in the world and can lead to ignoring what matters most. If you work too hard, you can end up sacrificing playfulness and the joy that can be found around every corner.

I try to remember to live authentically and to enjoy every moment. As E. B. White wrote, “Hang on to your hat. Hang on to your hope. And wind the clock, for tomorrow is another day.”



    
[image: A front hall has brick floor and a large cream rug. The walls are white. There is a desk with large pink flowers on top against the wall next to the open doorway. To the left of the doorway is a wood structure holding hats.]
        Photo by Kevin Kerr

        This front hall is in one of the oldest farmhouses in Greenwich and still retains its original wood siding, hardware, beams, and brick floor. The hatstand is from Meg Braff Designs; the demilune bone inlay table is from John Rosselli; the rug was made by Elizabeth Eakins.










PARISH-HADLEY



“I am lucky enough to have always lived in beautiful houses, and I suppose I grew up

assuming that all houses are beautiful.”

—LIBBY CAMERON









[image: Four people stand in front of a grass hill in front of a structure Guatemala. The picture is from 1967.]
From left to right: My grandfather Bob Hooker, Sister Parish, Katherine Coolidge, my grandmother Dolly Hooker. Antigua, Guatemala, 1967.





    
I am lucky enough to have always lived in beautiful houses, and I suppose I grew up assuming that all houses are beautiful. Although that is not always the case, it certainly can be, and it is wonderful to help people make their house into a home.

I never expected to work in the world of interior design or to have had the experience of working as a decorator for so many years. A slightly circuitous path led me to an internship at Parish-Hadley. It was absolutely the most wonderful experience on every level and it was a magical time in my life.

I knew of Mrs. Parish long before I met her. Sister Parish was a name that I had always heard growing up. I wondered about the name “Sister,” but Granny had a few friends with unusual names like that: Boysie, Girlsie, Mac, Hillsy, Avis, and Fadden. Mrs. Parish was called “Sister” because her brothers called her that, not because she had ever wanted to be a nun.

My grandparents, and my grandmother’s sister and her husband, were friends with Mrs. Parish. Parish-Hadley decorated my great-aunt’s house on Coolidge Point on the North Shore of Massachusetts, as well as my grandparents’ houses in Washington, DC, and Maine. My great-uncle, Jeff Coolidge, had an importing company based in Central America, so they all traveled there together. Mrs. Parish loved the textiles and weaving from that part of the world and was always on the hunt for new and beautiful things.

I grew up for the most part in Washington, DC, and spent summers in Maine, which was the best of all worlds—a perfect balance. Washington, DC, is terribly hot and humid in the summer, so it was wonderful to be able to go somewhere cool, to be on the water and have the freedom of Maine as a child. I love the sound and smell of water, and to this day, I still love to be near any body of water.

I come from a family of animal lovers. My father had the biggest soft spot for animals. I saw him cry for the first time as a child when he accidentally hit a mother porcupine in Maine; her baby was nearby watching. He had a big heart and although he had a sometimes gruff, aloof exterior, when it came to animals he would always melt.

        Animals have always been a huge part of my life and there have been many. We always had at least three dogs, a cat or two, many guinea pigs, mice, rabbits, and birds in our house. I had a naughty gray pony called Noodles, who would without fail immediately go down onto his knees when crossing a stream—with his saddle on and me in it—and roll with utter joy. Noodles would take off toward any lake or pond when we were close enough for him to smell it—clearly he loved the water as much as I did. At one point, I even had a pet pig named Annabel Lee. My sister saw a sign for “Piglets” while driving in Maine so, of course, being animal obsessed like I was, she got one and brought her to me. The piglet had red hair and was so adorable. She slept in my room at the foot of my bed. Her little pointed hooves looked like four tiny high-heeled shoes. She hopped, jumped, and twirled about like a baby goat does, dancing as she followed me around. By the end of the summer, she weighed sixty pounds and I was firmly told that she could not go back to Washington, DC, with us. She stayed in Maine with Arlene Brown, the milk lady, who had a small farm and was as besotted with Annabel Lee as I was. I had mice when I was little that ran up and down the piano keys while I practiced—perhaps that it why I never mastered the piano. We also had a mynah bird, who simply appeared one day flying in through my bedroom window. He stayed with us for a few years. He would imitate the sound of the telephone ringing, which drove my mother absolutely crazy.

Each summer, at the beginning of June, my mother, my two brothers, my sister, our nanny, Tatie, and I would all (quite literally) wedge into our yellow, wood-paneled Ford station wagon along with all of the animals. We left Washington, DC, for the summer with the menagerie in tow, each of us riding without a seat belt (no one wore seat belts in those days) and drove north. My father would come up to Maine on the weekends and would take us out on his boat. We would sail to nearby harbors for overnights, which I loved to do.

The first stop on the way to Maine was always my great-aunt Katherine Coolidge’s house in Manchester-by-the-Sea on the North Shore of Boston. We would stay at the “farmhouse,” a simple white clapboard house on Coolidge Point for a week or so and then drive on to Maine where we stayed until Labor Day. When the nights started to get colder in August and the leaves just started to turn, my heart would sink knowing it was about time to leave and return to school.


[image: A blue fishing boat on the water.]
The view from the house in Newagen facing east with Fisherman’s Island beyond. The lobstermen put out their lobster pots in front of the house in Newagen and usually come early in the morning to check their traps.
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