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sive, ™ina Kobeva hewrd 8 while sle wis groawiing
Ly i U Fremey of Masgow s busiling squares. To-
dav. she lvears misic in U hushed cobblestone side
sticets of Grreenw i Willags

[heee vears ago. when masdeling lurecd her onio
the catwalks of designers ke Karl Lagerfeld and
Armani, 1T wies quite hiflferend than the other mod
O the runseas, Ul olten think
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of miusae,”
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have thasighits on the plane! 10 et wside a book and write dovwn skeiches
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PeOple are Ialkmg about

With her soft Russian accent, the soulful eyes of a Sargent
painning=and a performing career that whisks ber from Mew
York 1o Tokyo 1o Australis—FKotova sdmits that “pan of me i
a glamour girl, But being o musician takes an incredible amount
ﬂl-qﬁh:ipﬁnﬂmﬂ.ru]'mnihilil:"r'."

el tadent, which Kestova comes by naturally, Hav-
ing grown up with a mother wha bad been a
chakdprodegy pianist amd a father whso was an in-
ternaenally acclaimed bassist, Kotova joined
the Moscow Conservatory for musseally gilied
children at the ajpe of seven, adding eight hours
of practice o her regular school day. She gave
ber first public performancs it seven and becrme a soloist al sheven,
"My firsi serious CoOMPasitons were al twelve, | was praciicing
and found myself tunking of Picuso,” siys Kotovi, whose moth-
e gave her srong schooling in the arts, “The blue picture of the
woman iting with her back 1o you—thal's my foverite of all-and
I'wrote dowm the muse.”
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SLOOP DWHER STEFANI GREENFIELD WITH ke d
L COHEN. ARG SEREMA, BOMRDMAHL.

But insperatson, for Kedova, comes from a ramge of great mas
ters: the musians of Rostropovich’s peneration; her family; asd,
surprisangly, from Americin pop. “1 respect Madonna,™ she says,
“Thank shie's a great wrtist, And Barbra Streisand.” Thowgh, she
says, listening 1o them while she was growing up took some cre-
arive thinking. “We were not allowed to bear any type of that mu-
sic in the USSR, not anvihing popecultural at all, A few musicians
who happened to travel abeoad were able 1o bring hack some LPs.
And they were 3 ireaswre.”™

Al 2], Kotova earned a scholarsbip 1o study an Yale but says,
“1 couddn’t survive. 1 didn’t have a cent to live on,™ 5o she moved
to Mew York and continued to perform and compose=and mod-
el. For her debut at Carsegie Hall in Ociober, one of the com-
positions she will parfosm is “Scenes from the Catwalk.” Mext
month, Kodova®s fiest CO adll be released, “A ko of muesicians
record and then are forever haunted by things they want io fix
I think you recoed ameoment of life, which is always unique, [&e
4 pearl. You nr-:rrru:: it, then that's Mindshed, and you go on to
the mext sep.” — KRISTINA ZIMBALIST

dressed in pinks and pistachios waiting

Tor thee dressing noom and are senn downe
slairs toy the slockroom
to change. 1 don't be-
lieve in VIP dressing
rocms, but il ] know
youl, you can change in
my siockroom,” whis-
prers Siefani,

Aviwd what YO OAveT=
hear a1 Seoop! The con-
versations thatl you pick
up on amsd deek whate
counters bulging with
Shoshanna tops and
dresies: “Cod, last
night was so Dis!™
“Can you believe they
thanked the caterer?™
“Apparently Poffy's on-
Iy having one party this
summer.” What wilh
the gossip, the beats of
the band Pink Martini
rippling in the back-
groumd, and o glossy
girl after another twirl-

EAST HAMPTON=The mavy velvel sala in
the window at Scoop Beach has scen a Fair
amount of action since Memorial Day;
Ralph, Gwyneth, Marie-Chaninl—and
Kimoea Lee deapes ber girafTebike begs over
it every Saturday, The Scoop sofa is the
place (o, well, 331 this summer.

Hardly surprising, since Scoop Beach is
the light, bright East Humpion store that is
the butest ounpest of the Scoop boutique em-
pire. Scoopees, as $efani Greenficdd, the
darkly glamarous cwner of the store, calls
her chents, are pulled from the anks.of bMan-
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hatian’s jumior style royaloy. One sumersery
Saburday in Scoop i like a walking, talking
Besi Diressed List. Thene's Aerin Laoder,
still heavidy pregnant, siocking up on Tibetan
tanics to-wear poodside. She calls up Luer in
ihe day (o order oae in every colar, There’s
Alexanidra Von Furaenbers and b fnend
Liz Cohen obsessing about “Carve™ skirs,
(Cuarve skires, For yous informmagion, ans Oeor-
length pink silk hipster skirs from the su=
pertrerydy Los Angeles store Curve.) S0 ob-
sezzed are the two that they forgothe line of
twelve very prety, very than, very tan girls

ing in front of the mirrers, Stefani Green-
Tield has created a scene that’s more cock-
taal paurty than retail. That said, she’s doing
greal business, selling hundreds of her
uniquely embroidered jeans, vintage hand-
kerchicf tops, and sheer white cotton army
pants since opening on May 18, Bui then
Stefani merpes style with the social almost
seamlessly. She was thrilled when one
Eend told her, "0 my giellrwend ever beaves
m&, I'll just sit on the couch at Scoop
at five o'clock and find a wife,” Single
ladies take noge. 0 ke {34
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