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Preface


THE HOME in Laurel, Mississippi, where my family lived when I was born was built by my grandfather James Rasberry in 1955. This is what I can remember about it: The beige marbled shag carpet in the den, where I have seen video of me in a Playskool car, babbling to my mama; this is where I lay on the floor watching Pippi Longstocking on VHS over and over. The almond and brown seashell-themed guest bath in the hallway, across from my bedroom. The sunken carport turned rec room off my brother’s bedroom, where Clark played Ping-Pong with his friends, and I whined because they wouldn’t let me play because I was nine years younger. I remember the light-blue chenille bedspread that covered me on my parents’ bed, where I slept every night of my very young childhood. I remember the rattan barstools and the burnt-orange Formica countertops and the rust-colored medallions patterning the vinyl floors of the kitchen, where Mama prepared my Eggo waffle each morning, where she made the best strawberry milkshake I’ve ever had (she used a couple spoonfuls of strawberry jam, and it was what love tasted like). Christmas occurred in only one room in my memory: the formal living and dining area at the front of the house. The tree sat, lit with the rainbow of C9 color, in the bay window. There were bamboo sofas with silky floral cushions in shades of green and blue, with piping around the edges. Like outdoor furniture, but used indoors, they had the look of beachy eighties elegance. The brass peacock guarded the fireplace box, sooty from the rare and few fires Mississippi weather allowed. The formal dining table, where I once played with a brand-new electric typewriter, sat under the glow of the wood and glass china cabinet.


I cannot remember what was inside the china cabinet. I cannot remember if the floors were oak or pine in that room. I cannot remember the color of the hallway that kept us safe during the Glade tornado. Was it wallpapered? Was there paneling? I cannot remember exactly where my armoire sat in my bedroom, or if there was a closet inside my parents’ bathroom. These things I cannot remember don’t matter, not really, except that forgetting them feels like I am forgetting the eye color of someone whom I loved very much. I remember being loved and finding the first seedlings of my imagination and creativity in that house. I pass that house all the time, where baby swings now hang on the front porch. I wonder if there is still carpet in the den that those babies crawl on.


In 1992, when a local dentist made an offer on the old brick ranch, my parents built a new house next door, and we moved. It was southern traditional and very much in vogue for the 1990s in Mississippi. I slept there for the first time as a seven-year-old, and I am there two or three times a week still. I don’t have to remember everything about this house because it is not in the past yet, but I find myself taking photographs of things I will miss someday. It might not always be ours, so I must own what I can from it: making a tiger costume with my mom at the breakfast table from a foam mattress topper, paint, and electrical tape; learning from my parents how to strain a mountain of berries to make one perfect pink jar of mayhaw jelly over the ceramic-top stove; the memory of Mama dropping a pickle jar on the Saltillo tile floor the week we moved in. The crash as it tumbled from the countertop sounded like the end of the world, a movie sound effect. She warned us to stay out of the kitchen until she had cleaned it all up to save our bare feet from a billion razor-sharp splinters of glass scattered like birdshot. We still found the glitter of it years afterward when the fridge was replaced. It comes to me now that when we remember the homes we grew up in, we are really remembering the ways we felt in them, the people who lived in them, and the ways they cared for us.


In 2015, my grandmother moved to assisted living after more than a decade of living alone since my grandfather’s passing in 2001. In 1982, after selling my parents the original 1955 ranch (the one I was later born in), my grandparents had built another brick ranch on the back of the family property, over the pond and through the woods, in a thicket of pine trees, beside the two-acre garden they planted. Their house was the place my family had gathered every Sunday and holiday since. As my grandmother’s spark and health became more fragile in 2014, I had the thought to photograph a few rooms of her house with my phone—her ordinary rooms, unchanging since my earliest memory, except for the addition of a walker. I looked at the images days later and felt haunted by them. Though she wasn’t pictured in all of the photographs, she is there in every one. These photos became the impetus for writing this book, where by walking through each room and memory in the home Ben and I made together, we keep our life there alive forever. I hope it encourages you to walk through yours—rich with milestones and love and remembrance that outlasts trends and rugs and sofas—as well.


There is grief in letting a house go. This is what I wrote in March 2015, the day I realized my grandmother’s home would soon be a new beginning for a stranger who wouldn’t know that the piano in the living room, which we played on sick days spent at her house, was out of tune; a stranger who would eventually cook and eat and sleep there and paint the rooms different colors than the ones in the background of my memories:




Tonight, my heart is at her tidy little brick house just across the pond from my parents’. It’s on her back porch, in the white rocking chairs where it always smells like four-o’clocks in bloom. It’s in her bathroom with the red heat lamp that she would click on when I would spend the night as a child and take bubble baths with those flowery Avon potions. It’s in the glass pitcher of fresh sweet tea, always in her refrigerator, with a crumpled, homemade aluminum foil lid. It’s in her wallpapered and country blue dining room, and in the ring of bricks in the side yard where she would build campfires and roast marshmallows for me and my cousin Jim when we got to sleep over. It’s in the red-and-white striped flannel blanket we would use to build forts in the living room with chair backs and rubber bands. It’s in the Reader’s Digest condensed book hardbacks with the illustrated endsheets of ships and pirates that sit on the bookshelves in the living room. It’s in the secret passageway to the garage beside the fireplace, where they kept the firewood stacked for cold winter days. It’s in her utility room with the wall of canned figs and tomatoes, empty Ball jars ready for summer’s bounty. I know that those places aren’t her, that a house does not make a home, but right now it feels like it.
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And months later, I wrote about moving her objects, her belongings, her life lived well, out of that house:




But the things I wanted pertained to my memories with Mammaw in her kitchen, where she taught me to make biscuits, her spicy rice, pie crust cookies. We would have late-night snacks when I slept over (mild cheddar cheese and Ritz crackers, with hot chocolate if that’s what I wanted), and though she was the greatest cook in the world (fried chicken! macaroni and cheese! spaghetti and meatballs!), the only dish she never cared for enough to master was the grilled cheese sandwich (microwaved, yikes!). Those are the memories I return to the most of my time with her, and so today I brought home the things that made my heart cry out when I saw them: her Blue Willow and Currier and Ives china. The Christmas cookie jar she bought in 1997. The silverware we used at every Sunday lunch. One wooden chair, from the guest bedroom, sturdy and lovely. The red Dutch oven, the crevices and edges tarnished black from years of hot grease. The heavy cobalt blue canisters for flour, sugar, tea, and cornmeal. Inside the canisters I found her last ingredients, the old plastic scoops buried, ready for baking. The antique rotary phone on the wall by the door that I used to call my mama and say “Good night!” when they were away on overnight trips, leaving me with Mammaw and Pappaw to build campfires, chew sugarcane, put together puzzles. Thirty-one years of my life spent visiting my grandparents, and I pulled out of the driveway today with only a precious few things, an armload, that it felt like their souls are still attached to, even if a little dusty.








Ben and I believe so passionately in restoring old houses because it feels like we have a responsibility to keep the memory of people and places from being swept away. We recognize the humanity in a house: brokenness is not permanent, anything can be redeemed. Like people. I think that is why, back then walking through the emptied rooms of my mammaw’s house, and still at the start of every demolition on Home Town, I find the raw vacancy of a house hard to look at. In the same way it must take surgeons time to get used to the sight of the blood of their work, the sight of a ramshackle vacancy is unsettling to me. Houses are built with intention and personal preference; they are human creations that reflect human longing: living rooms and babies’ rooms, kitchens, porches—they are designed to keep us safe as we go about living and loving each other.


And so, this book is an exercise in documenting the home where Ben and I first became a family, and I invited other friends and family to do the same in their homes. We have taken staged photos of our home before, and those pictures portray a version of the truth—the most aesthetically pleasing truth. But people are not perfect, and neither are the homes that keep them. I asked these friends to photograph their rooms the way they actually live in them, unstaged, imperfect. I asked them to tell me what moments made their houses feel like family members, and I hope it will encourage you to do the same. It is not only perfection that is worth documenting, but what is personal. Your home does not look like a magazine article, and it was never meant to. It is an ever-evolving heirloom keeping step with the humans who are the custodians of it. We are passing through, but our homes live on after us; they are passed down and re-envisioned. Document the experience of your evolving home as if it were your growing baby even when it is an imperfect composition of unsorted laundry and broken toys; capture its dimples and first steps, its smells and sounds. There is so much joy in opening up the baby book, isn’t there? To compare the little black footprints to the shoes in the hall? Life is forever evolving, and our homes are proof. Look at how far we’ve come. [image: ]



[image: Image]








Contributors




[image: Image]

Keyanna Bowen


CITY, STATE: Salisbury, Maryland


PROFESSION: Photographer, designer, TV host


HOME DESIGNED BY: Keyanna Bowen


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Keyanna Bowen


INSTAGRAM: @eastandlane







[image: Image]

Cat Bude


CITY, STATE: Normandy, France


PROFESSION: Photographer, writer, business owner, and founder of Rabbit Hill Lifestyle: online shop, markets and cooking workshops, and culinary tours


HOME DESIGNED BY: Unknown; built in 1640


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Cat Bude


INSTAGRAM: @cat_in_france







[image: Image]

Caroline Burks


CITY, STATE: Laurel, Mississippi


PROFESSION: Owner of Guild and Gentry


HOME DESIGNED BY: Erin Napier, Blake Erskin, Amanda Connolly


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat


INSTAGRAM: @guildandgentry







[image: Image]

Linda Carson


CITY, STATE: Laurel, Mississippi


PROFESSION: doTERRA Wellness Advocate


HOME DESIGNED BY: Erin Napier, Blake Erskin, Amanda Connolly


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat







[image: Image]

Sandra M. Cavallo


CITY, STATE: Falmouth, Massachusetts


PROFESSION: Interior designer


HOME DESIGNED BY: Sandra M. Cavallo


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Sandra M. Cavallo


INSTAGRAM: @oldsilvershed







[image: Image]

Cassidy Compton


CITY, STATE: Gadsden, Alabama


PROFESSION: Photographer


HOME DESIGNED BY: Cassidy Compton


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Cassidy Compton


INSTAGRAM: @nightensong







[image: Image]

Louise Coster


CITY, STATE: Hingham, Norfolk, UK


PROFESSION: Antiques and reclamation dealer with her husband, Sam


HOME DESIGNED BY: Louise and Sam Coster


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Louise Coster


INSTAGRAM: @reclamationandroses







[image: Image]

Anthony D’Argenzio


CITY, STATE: Hudson, New York


PROFESSION: Designer, entrepreneur, real estate connoisseur, father


HOME DESIGNED BY: Zio and Sons


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Zio and Sons


INSTAGRAM: @zioandsons







[image: Image]

Brooke Davis-Jefcoat


CITY, STATE: Laurel, Mississippi


PROFESSION: Communications manager and photographer at Laurel Mercantile Co.


HOME DESIGNED BY: Erin Napier, Amanda Connolly, Whitney Blanchard, Gavrielle Mckinney


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat


INSTAGRAM: @brookedavisjefcoat







[image: Image]

Jennifer Faith


CITY, STATE: Searcy, Arkansas


PROFESSION: Physician


HOME DESIGNED BY: Jennifer Faith


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Jennifer Faith


INSTAGRAM: @faithmd







[image: Image]

Brian Patrick Flynn


CITY, STATE: Atlanta, Georgia, and Reykjavík, Iceland


PROFESSION: Interior designer


HOME DESIGNED BY: Brian Patrick Flynn


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Robert Peterson


INSTAGRAM: @bpatrickflynn







[image: Image]

Tessa Foley


CITY, STATE: Mariemont, Ohio


PROFESSION: Interior designer


HOME DESIGNED BY: Tessa Foley


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Tessa Foley


INSTAGRAM: @nineandsixteen







[image: Image]

Victoria Ford


CITY, STATE: Cary, North Carolina


PROFESSION: Strategist


HOME DESIGNED BY: Victoria Ford


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Victoria Ford


INSTAGRAM: @prepfordwife







[image: Image]

Emily James


CITY, STATE: Laurel, Mississippi


PROFESSION: Teacher


HOME DESIGNED BY: Erin Napier, Blake Erskin, Amanda Connolly


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat







[image: Image]

Lauren Liess


CITY, STATE: Great Falls, Virginia


PROFESSION: Interior designer


HOME DESIGNED BY: Lauren Liess


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Lauren Liess


INSTAGRAM: @laurenliess







[image: Image]

Jenny Marrs


CITY, STATE: Bentonville, Arkansas


PROFESSION: Designer


HOME DESIGNED BY: Jenny Marrs


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Jenny Marrs


INSTAGRAM: @jennymarrs







[image: Image]

Leigh and Ben Muldrow


CITY, STATE: Milford, Delaware


PROFESSION: Leigh is a landscape architecture designer, Ben is the owner of Arnett Muldrow & Associates


HOME DESIGNED BY: Leigh and Ben Muldrow


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Leigh Muldrow


INSTAGRAM: @house_1924







[image: Image]

Lauren and Jesse Napier


CITY, STATE: Laurel, Mississippi


PROFESSION: Owners of Napier Frames


HOME DESIGNED BY: Erin and Ben Napier


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat


INSTAGRAM: @napierframeslaurel







[image: Image]

Kara and Brett Phillips


CITY, STATE: Fort Worth, Texas


PROFESSION: Owners of Phillips House, a design-build firm


HOME DESIGNED BY: Phillips House


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brett Phillips


INSTAGRAM: @phillipshouse_







[image: Image]

Layla Quilichini-Rovira


CITY, STATE: Fairfax, Virginia


PROFESSION: Housewife


HOME DESIGNED BY: Layla Quilichini-Rovira


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Layla Quilichini-Rovira


INSTAGRAM: @casa_de_layla







[image: Image]

Karen Rasberry


CITY, STATE: Laurel, Mississippi


PROFESSION: Realtor


HOME DESIGNED BY: Karen Rasberry


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat







[image: Image]

Mallorie Rasberry


CITY, STATE: Laurel, Mississippi


PROFESSION: Co-owner of Rasberry Financial Services, Laurel Mercantile Co., and Scotsman Co.


HOME DESIGNED BY: Mallorie Rasberry


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat


INSTAGRAM: @malraz







[image: Image]

Rena Register


CITY, STATE: Ellisville, Mississippi


PROFESSION: Missional mobilization coordinator for Jones County Baptist Association, owner of Rena’s House & Pet Sitting Service, and founder and creator of Jones Bones Dog Treats


HOME DESIGNED BY: Erin Napier, Amanda Connelly, Blake Erskin, Whitney Blanchard


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat


INSTAGRAM: @Jonesboneslaurel







[image: Image]

Emily and Grant Saxton


CITY, STATE: Laurel, Mississippi


PROFESSION: Emily is a nurse, Grant is a pediatrician


HOME DESIGNED BY: Erin Napier, Amanda Connolly, Whitney Blanchard, Emily Saxton


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Brooke Davis-Jefcoat







[image: Image]

Linda and Drew Scott


CITY, STATE: Los Angeles, California


PROFESSION: Hosts of At Home podcast; TV host, producer


HOME DESIGNED BY: Linda and Drew Scott, Breeze Giannasio (bird room), Victoria Tonelli (attic and basement)


HOME PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Linda Phan Scott


INSTAGRAM: @athome





OEBPS/e9781982190446/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/title.jpg
Heirloom Rooms

SOULFUL STORIES OF HOME

ERIN NAPIER

With photography by Brooke Davis-Fefcoat

GALLERY BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delbi





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xi-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f000ii-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Preface



		Contributors



		Chapter 1: Front Porch



		Chapter 2: Entry



		Chapter 3: Living Room



		Chapter 4: Dining Room



		Chapter 5: Bedroom



		Chapter 6: Guest Room



		Chapter 7: Bathroom



		Chapter 8: Office



		Chapter 9: Kitchen



		Chapter 10: Back Porch



		Acknowledgments



		Survey



		About the Author



		Copyright











Guide





		Cover



		Start of Content



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Preface



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Copyright













		I



		III



		V



		VI



		VII



		VIII



		IX



		X



		XI



		XII



		XIV



		XV



		XVI



		XVII



		XVIII



		XIX



		XX



		XXI



		XXII



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		7



		8



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		59



		60



		61



		62



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		228



		229



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298











OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xx-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvii-06.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xviii-03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xviii-04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xviii-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/9781982190446.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xviii-02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xviii-05.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f000v-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xviii-06.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvii-05.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvii-04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvii-03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvii-02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvii-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/fonts/Roboto-LightItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xii-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xix-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xix-02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xix-03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xix-04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xix-05.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xix-06.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/fonts/Roboto-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/common2.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f000i-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xv-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/fonts/Roboto-Light.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/backcover.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvi-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvi-02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvi-03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvi-04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvi-05.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00xvi-06.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982190446/images/f00vi-01.jpg
SRR ——

Il

I o i m i st






OEBPS/e9781982190446/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


