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Kilims, textiles, and Moroccan
antiques at Boutique Majid.
Inset: The handwoven scarf given
to the writer by Yves Taralon, an
artistic director at Hermés and

~ shopper extraordinaire.
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t+1 journal | shopping

T was desperate to purchase; the
their delightful crimson-and-white coloration had me at
hello (or bonjour or marhaba in this multilingual city). But their
price, a surprisingly firm 3600 each, had me seurrying back
to the Kash:

are with me the finely
Fangier, a place he
wtly when he's at
Paris. “The blue of the sky, the yellow of the walls,
the ] c green of the mosques...™ he sighs, his gaze

d cross the Strait of Gibraltar to the coast of’ Spain.
Those nfluences have shown up in full force in the decors
lines he oversees for Hermis-

loves so deeply that he dreams of it const:

hom

~the scarlet-and-white porce-
Lun the beach towels featuring a giant Hand of Fatima.
lon came to Tangier 20-odd ye:

n ugly two-room hou

is now vastly

sxpanded and almost unbearably chic,) He
arrived from France neardy empty-handed. “1 just brought
a radio and my new boyfriend with me—the radio is still
working, anyway,” he chuckles. “I planned to furnish it with
finds from the flea marke

lot of things at that time.”

WE POP INTO A PARTICULARLY
unpretentious stall, and I am
stunned that the place does
business with Barneys New York.

. With no money you could do a

Yves Taralon, right, at his
pled-a-terre In Tangier. Below,
from left: Taralon's waterfront
patio, overlooking the
Mediterranean; his Moroccan-
chic living room.

Il can. In Tangicr, you don’t toss things out when
k, or when you've grown tired of them. Every-

Taralon’s arm

thing is repurposed irs were made by a

neighboring serapyard man; every bit of fabric in his home,
from slipcovers and seat cushions to curtains, was woven to
his exacting sp
‘nough talk! Let's hit the town! We set ou

ations by local weave

d
a steep stone staircase and walking through the mec

scending

a,
full of tiny shops open to the street that sell sheepskins
right ofl' the sheep, wooden washboards, spangled

babouche slippers, and other goods practical and

0=

lous. alon de:

s over the fake Vuitton belts and
polyester jungle-print robes; [ confess that T get a real kick
out of their exuberance.
A group of little girls in school uniforms and head

; pped to their backs,
i re, whe

Taralon proudly shows ofl the 1
Cinema Ril. He and other membe

wly restored Art Deco

of the local artistic
community got together to rescue this movie palace, part
of

ger eflort o

- Tangier’s buildings.

by streets, Taralon and [ discover

mdering the n

something we have in common—an unvarnished love for
old-fashioned shops with curved glass vitrines, here selling
suits and shoes that appear to be

untouched and undusted since the

1950%. Taralon re

els in Tang
authenticity, the landscape that
makes one th

Paul Bowles,
l)flll‘('}ll

int of the colony of
disaflected poets and dreamers »





