ONE-ROOM LIVING
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ONLY ONE PERSON COULD
ever live here,” says interior designer
David Richardson, shaking his head
at the thought of sharing either space
or design decisions at home. In 1992,
he moved into what was to be tem-
porary living and office quarters, an
18th-century carriage house in an
old residential neighborhood of
St. Louis known as Soulard.

The first floor was tagged for office
space, leaving a mere 400 square-
feet upstairs for home—not much
room for a man who calls himself
“one of the original pack rats.”

Basically, David shops for a living,
and it’s one of the things he does
best. With a sharp eye, he’s always
after the next great thing for his
residential clients, as well as for
Rothschild’s, an antiques and home
furnishings shop in the city’s Central
West End neighborhood. Purchases
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are usually a matter of love at first
sight. So what if drawers don’t open
or a leg is missing? “I love three-
legged chairs!” he insists. Comfort?
It’s expendable. “Sometimes it’s more
important to have a sore rear than a
sore eye.” Besides, a chair makes a
marvelous table for books or sweaters.

In a small space, though, dragging
in even one piece of additional
furniture can completely alter the
existing arrangement. “You bring a
chair home, and it doesn’t fit where
you think it will. Next thing you
know; it’s Pandora’s box. Everything
has to move.”

Reconfiguring, however, is half
the fun.“I’'m a chameleon. Every

four or five years I shed my skin.”
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DAVID HAD HIS OWN PLANS
for the nook originally designated
as the bedroom. The closet was
tiny, especially for a confirmed
clotheshorse. So he turned the
bedroom into a gentleman’s walk-
in closet/dressing room that rivals
the finest English haberdasheries.
“I'd never do without a dressing
room again,” the designer says. “It’s
the most personal place a man can
have, sort of like a giant scrapbook.”
David didn't feel limited by the
small space—he furnished it with
big, heavy pieces. An American
Federal dresser and cheval mirror
“lend a sense of grandness to this
tiny area.” As for the portrait above
the lowboy, “I tell people it’s me.” 8k
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