


In Manhattan, even the toughest neighborhoods get tenderized eventually. Allit takes is a handful
of pioneers lured by bargain rents and the promise of street cred. A restaurant here, a contemporary-
art gallery or vintage-furniture store there, and soon all the hipsters want in on the action.

Soit is with the meatpacking district, the latest stretch of Manhattan real estate to experience the
urban rite of passage from dicey to desirable. As meat wholesalers relocate to the outer boroughs, retail-
ers are converting the processing plants into chic boutiques. Transvestite “ladies” of the night have made
way for ladies who lunch—the downtown breed that prefers Seven jeans to Chanel suits, o«

Luckily, many of the newcomers are preserving and honoring the neighberhood's past, albeit in ‘_
decidedly different ways. Rubin Chapelle arrived early on the scene, with aboutique by art-world ‘
favorite Annabelle Selldorf—whose matter-of-fact design draws attention to the act of construction in Y
much the same spirit as Rubin Chapelle's architectonic clothing. Pushing to the opposite extreme is archi-
tect William Russell's design for the Alexander McQueen flagship, an upside-down landscape of undulating
forms and ceiling-hung fixtures that update the iconic meat hook. Architect Jonathan Clarke's skin-toned
scheme for Stella McCartney falls somewhere between raw and radical with its tactile, visceral fleshiness.

Despite these overt stylistic differences, all three spaces showcase an obsession with surfaces. Selldorf peels back
Rubin Chapelle's interior to expose the beauty of the carcass beneath. Russell folds, puckers, and tailors a single con-
tinuous membrane to define a series of volumes. And Clarke celebrates touch, imbuing planes with three-dimensionality.
Muchhas changed in this part of town, but skin, it seems, is stillin. >












