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An example of how team work, lots of love i
and just being true to yourself can help transform
a penthouse apartment into a place called home.
By Sunshine Lichauco de Leon




HEN YOU WALK INTOTHE FPENTHOUSE

apartment of Zelda and Max Kienle, vou are surrounded by such M
. v . ¢ o
an abundance of space and light that your mind, no matter its I im
. . y ® ’
previous frame, instantly brightens. Perhaps it's the high ceil -

ings that greet you, or the unobstructed panoramic view of Met
ro Manila and the Pasig River, but there is something extraordi-
narily weleoming about the Kienle home. [t is an apartment with
the energy of a house. and there i2 80 mueh natural light coming
from every direction that you could very well still be outside
Max and Zelda fell in love with the asymmetrical space the
moment they first saw it eight vears ago, as they easily started to
imagine what it could become. With rounded corners, a balcony

curved on one side yet straight on the other, and a rectangular

living room, the possibilities were endless. The space also mel

hoth their basic needs—Zelda wanted a bright place with @ view
and her hushand wanted somewhere high up where he could

open the windows and go outside.

When the Kienles first saw the bare concrete space of the main
floor, it was divided into different rooms by walls that were soon
destroved to meet their need for one big open living space, “We

have a very small family and did not need all these rooms,” Zelda

explains. “In our last home, the children were still voung and we

used to pretty much live in our rooms. Since this is a

]

¢ apart-
ment, I wanted to really [ive in and enjoy everv part of it.” A main
goal was to hawve enough shared entertaining space 80 that their

daughters—Jessica, then 11, and Stephanie, then 13—could hav

their ends over while she amnd Max entertained their own
friends and each could feel separate yet part of a whole,
Zeldn explains that instead of using walls, they divided the

rative

main living space into zones, each with a distinet dee
theme. “The living room is oriental, the family "lounging” area is
more modern and contemporary and the fover and dining room
maore traditional. T was at first afraid to mix everything within
what is really just one gigantic room, but the space turned out to
ough.”

be big e

B

Every decision that went into creating the Kienles' home was
a reqal team effort, with each detail being attended to by either
one or both of them. The sen
af
relationship. The fact that this creative duo runs & furniture

s¢ of balance and harmony that the

irtment exudes reflects the wonderful synchronicity of their




111

£ ,.3..__ J (LN

) i RS 111
3 .m* ___?_ m_ﬂm _ﬁ”._,w” Wm.,__. :

?: wul | |

_..f_!_._ L

"

>
o

Boonlerdl il il ol el
¥
3|
"
5 e
@
» wE =
E o &
L mhw
’ s *
=2 g
s =0
’ $dg8
- e
Lo = B
= WA W C
NG s T
B e
o=
Hma..m

;



11 "

)?:*‘

MUshand Max

. mg lead in designing
£ ﬂﬁnjtme. all interior
decorating decisions wes
left to Zelda Kienle's
careful consideration,
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(On a Parisian holiday,she met Yves Saint Laurent and was one of
the first American women to wear his Le Smoking tuxedo jacket,
Fifty vears my senior, she was still passionate about life. | had
much to learn,

My experience at the Golden Door was more significant than
a fleeting caprice. It wae g turning point. Until then, life seemed
like a maze of demands that left me with no sense of self. [ hegan
toask questions.

In the spring of 1980, my life changed entirely, and in a most
unexpected way. [E was traumatic and wrenching and glorious,
but it changed, 1 separated from my husband of 19 years and
moved to Mow York. the capital of the world where people went
to reinvent themselves, reexamine their beliefs and live out
their dreams. Jewelry designer Angela Cummings, who had mi-
grated from Germany as a young woman, understood this direc-
tion, Her advice was straightforward: “In this city, the only sin
is to be boring. Don't try to be like everyone ¢lse. You're a mod-
ern Asian, and that's intriguing.”

Life comes in seasons and from the outset, | was aware that
this was a season of luxury in the broadest sense of the word.
How long it would last 1 could not know. But this gift was in my
hands, this gift of utter freedom with children sertled inschools,
a terrific Polish housekeeper, and no one to please.

The first thing 1 did was to go hang-gliding. | learned to y.
With a kite for wings, I felt like a bird surrendering to the god of
the wind. The glider had no mechanical device of any kind. It
swaved to shifting waves and currents, wandering up and down,
to and fro, as though playing Lo a silent beat of its own, Suecess
and safety depended on instinet, timing and sheer guts.

In retrospect. I see that gliding was so much out of character;
it must have been a blinding burst of recklessness: Still it was
the means of opening the doorway to my freedom. Walls that
hemmed me in were shattered forever. [ arrived at a whole new
world of thinkingand being, more disparate than anything Thad
ever known.

It prepared me for the nest stage 1 had to handle: the Empty
Mest Syndrome. My alder children were in Massachusetts and
Rhode Island, and now it was time for the voungest to leave
home. 1 was deluged with every ward of warning. and decided to
grieve in style,

As my son prepared for his departure, | prepared for my ar-
rival, for that startling instant when Iwould return to my apart-
ment, Alone. 1 set an exqguisite table for one, using my finest
china, sterling and crystal. Long white candles were ready to be
lit; Dom Perignon was being chilled. To ereate a festive air, there
were flowers In every room, including & sumptuous arrange-
ment by floral artist Ronaldo Mais who was the rage at the time.
Classical music played.

The drive to Andover was filled with anticipation. [ settled
my son, conferred with the headmaster and, fully reassured,
headed for home. As soon as 1 glimpsed the Manhattan skyline,
feelings of lightness and jov welled in my heart, catching me by
surprise. It was the last thing I expected. Fear and apprehen-
sion began to fade. | became deeply happy. luxuriously free.
Why, my dance with Life could begin!

I would dance with the arrogant, irreverent; eloquent, ele-
gant, brilliant, creative, compelling, curious people of New
York. The very thought was intoxicating.

[ became a foreign visitor in the Cosmopolitan Club, avolunteer
al the Asia Society, a member of the Metrapolitan Museum of
Art, the MoMA, the Whitney, and the Film Society of Lineoln
Center. Previews of New Directors/New Films were particu-
larly interesting because after each scréening, the director
spoke and took questions from the floor. On one oceasion, there
was an intense discussion ahout symbolism in the film. The di-
rectar threw up his arms and said, “When I was making the pic-
ture, none of vour ideas even oceurred to me. Don't put mean-
ing into everything, don't over-analyze. Enjoy life, Feel it and
held it. That's all vou need to do.” ‘

Teddy Abueva was one New Yorker who knew how to hold life,
He gave scintillating dinners and achieved the art of mixing di-
verse people together. Tt was here that [ met Nancy Groves, an
extraordinary artist who did prints, paintings, installations,
seulptures, and films; She broke away from formulas and creat-
ed wild explosions of form and eolor, much like strong dreams
that stayed in the subeonscious long after they were seen, A
contrast to her radical art, she loved to dress like a Vietorian
lady with antique jewelry, stylish hat, ruffled lace blouse and
leng Aowing skirt, Life wos her play.

Involvement in the arts invariably meant fund raising. And
New York thrived on being extreme. At a benefit ball of the Met-
ropolitan Museum, | stepped into a world at once resplendent
and restrained. A full orchestra performed in the grand entry
hall, and string quintets plaved in open galleries throughout the
museum. Lavish buffets were served in smaller exhibition
rooms, giving the ball a feeling of intimacy, Dancing was held in
the Temple of Dendur where nothing was spared to make it
breathtakingly beantiful. Amid a whirl of music and art and daz-
zling finery, it was a scene suspended in [lusion.

Time moves and vet one may not sense s movement. In New
Yark, it felt as though time had come to a standstill if only for
me o stop running and to pause, to seize the moment and to
become. | learned that life is a point of view, and that one needs
silence to discern its language. To recognize one's season is a
gift. To be present for it, and to delight in its subtleties, is having
the luxury of time. ®
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manutacturing and retnil |'l||:-ii11|_ ss gave them the |I-|_'[|{';'| toods b

make their ideas a reality,

“Part of the fun was putting things together,” Zelda says. “We
|'||:'|'L'I.":| with t |'.III{.L!~ Wi :|||'|.-‘-..|||_'|' had., got new [!],|'|_-_;}. and ]H.It thi ngs
together.” The couple would just visualize what would be best in
one area and once they fit a piece toa space, they would see what
they needed to fit the next space

Although Max designed most of the wood and rattan furniture
created specifically for the apartment, Zelda provided him with
deas of what she would like to see developed. Max explains,
“One day she said she needed a bar so T drew a sketeh, and sent it

fo the factory Lo make a one off piece, Other times, however, we
just modified the designs on our existing line of furniture
Whereas her husband may have taken the lead on furniture
design, all interior decorating decisions were left to Zelda's care-
ful eonsideration. She descripes her well-thought-out solution
to the challenge presented by the mainly cement; metal and glass

L LR

¢, “If not balanced correctly with ather elements, the space
could have given off a very cold feeling. The only wood was the
fHooring and this was not enough. | was determined to make it
warmer by bringing the outside mside: I brought nature inside
in order to tie everything together”

The ]'l:-:lcll| lile and fresh lower arra 1Eement= _\::It{_':ll,l I.i1:'|:|||l_\l_h-
out the home provide the color that brings the space to life. The
lant-filled terr:

potted e, strategicallv located between the din

ing and living areas, has been turned into a garden and the ability
to see it from anywhere you sit is refreshing and relmxing
Zelda chose a spectrum of earth tones and woven fabrics be

cause she teels they are warm and best suited to living in the

tropics. “1I 1 lived in P

she says, The couple’s ingenuity is evidenced by both the use of

aris: | would furnish my home differently,”

mirrors under the staircase to provide more depth and continu-

ity to the area and the jungle-themed Chinese sereen enclosed in

TOWNECOUNTRY

a specially made wooden frame and hung on a second-storey
wall which overlooks the living room

T'he Kienle family travels twice every year and the majority of
decorative elements scattered strategically throughout the
house, from primitive art statues to a Ramon Orling glass seulp-
ture, are representations of these journevs. Max says, “There is
nathing really of great monetary value in our home. [Fs more
filled with things which remind us of where we have been, or are
gifts from loved ones.™

Every ohject is a memento of a special meaning or a story, and
Max relates the history behind one such piece. In 2002, he
joined the “Paris-Dakar™ race, known as the “*mother of all rac
s, a 12,000 km, '.’:I-rln_x' motorcyc e -_'|||:'|F'|1_'[_|_i|;|||_ ||1:|;||_|_:Ll"]1 the
dessert, which starts in France and ends up in Senegal. “When 1
fimished 1t," Max savs, “my good friend, who was a sculptor in
Zurich, made me a beautiful sculpture of a motoreyele.” Zelda
provides a finishing touch to the story: “He then joined the race

a second time but crashed, so the same friend made a second

sculpture but this one resembled a bent-up motorcyele which
had been in an sccident.”




Zelda speaks clearly
of the inspiration
behind it all: " want
people to feel at home
when they visit.”

Ihe collection of antique ceramic Chinese vases, which Zelda

painstakingly pieced over the years, is what she treasures most
ind their sense

e story, dating back to the 10th century

of history—the fact thal

dearly. “1 love the shap
each one has an incredit
and that they are still intact after all that time.”

Fhe Kienles just celebrated their 25th wedding anniversary,
and the story of how their life together began reinforces the no
Hon that sometimes you can find love in the most unexpected

cios. Max, o Swiss-German engineer who spent the first ad

P
venturous 15 years of his life in Zaire, had been sent to the Phil-
ippines to work for an American company: he soon became s0
enamored with the country that he decided to set up his own
husiness invalving luxury handicrafts, Max spotted the 19-year-
ald Zelda one night when she was out with friends at Q disco, a
alked to the

1980s nightspot. “I was sitting at the bar when she w

comfort room,” he recalls with o smile. “Luckily, the way the

«d meant she had to pass the bar on the way: |

place was design

stopped her and asked her to dance, She said no.”
Zelda glances at her husband with a quiet smile and then en-

ters the story asif on cue. “Lhad the typical conservative Filiping

The open terrace with
its garden of potted
plants is a refreshing
sight from anywhere in
the apartment.
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The dining room (bottom left)

is done in traditional style but
with Zelda's contempaorary touch
of plain cut grass centerpieces.

upbringing and of course was wary of any man I had not been

properiy introduced to. But he then came over to where 1 was
tring and asked again, this time looking me in the eve and say-
ing “It's mow or never.” Everything was history from that point
. After that first dance, we neverquit.”
M

ax and Zelda have worked '.'.'l_'“_ HE |'||J_\i_'||_':.:- partners smeoe

they first met, |:II.'I'.!I.I[|.- becanse I;|||_-}-' each have their own do
main. “We have a good balance aciually,” says Max. “Zelda is in

harge of marketing and | eversee production, and although
sometimes we don't agree, we have learned to understand each
others' jobs well enough to reach a compromise,”

Max describes their taste as “Haolo-halo,” and speaks of the

ease with which they work together. “Although we come from
different cultures, we surprisingly have the same tastes,” he says
“IT you showed usa few choices, we would pick the same thing
She rarely shows me something 1 don’t like." With her arm af
fectinmatbely I'IFZI|!"’I' ICr0ss Jlr.'l |I'.I!~|l.':l'.i| [ !-|'!'I'. |L'E!.'I'. FZelda III.:'l|.‘-'
fondly, *[ guess we grew into each othe

When asked what the secret is to working so closely with a
spouse on so0 many projects, the Kienles' answers are as clear ag
the trunsparent walls in their home. “First of all, you really have
to be in love with soméone, in that special way that vou can't de

scribe” saye Zelda spect and understanding
I have always said that he is a companion, friend, business part
ner, husband, ind father of my children. This keeps our marriage

TOWMN GCOUNTRY

g0 strong,” She pauses, her demeanor serene vet full of feeling
“He is everything to me, and consistently from Day One it has
alwaye been like that,'

Max ades, “It is a little work daily. If you don't communicate
vour differences every day, it builds up until the time where
vou can't make up for the difference so it's best not to let the
gap happen.”

Perhaps the most striking feature about what they have cre
ated together is simply that their home reflects exactly who they
are and it is filled with what they love. “We are not suphisticat
ed,” Max contends. “We are simple and natural. We do not do
anyvthing to impress or have any artificial elements. We just do
something or choose something because we feel like it.”

Zelda speaks clearly of the inspiration behind it all: “I want
people to feel at home when they visit. ['don't like anything stiff
People should feel free to throw a pillow around and sit wherev-
gr. When I invite friends over to chat, it's alwavs casual. A home

is for living in, enjoyving and most of all a place to 'be well"in!® x




