October 11, 2011
I’ve had quite a September…both highs and lows.  In the beginning of the month, I was delighted to go to New York Fashion Week Spring 2012.  Now that doesn’t help us at all as far as knowing what to buy and wear now and for the upcoming winter season.  But that’s how the fashion world is…always ahead of itself.  In March, when we’re looking forward to shedding our winter coats and waterproof boots, they’ll be foisting more winter fashions on us in preparation of the 2012-2013 season.   It’s just retail’s way of keeping us always wanting more….on to the next season…in the stores and in our closets. 
Unfortunately, the publications I write for are a bit (ahem) small for the tastes of the fashion industry, so I was unable to procure the coveted press credential I so desired.  But by the time I found out, my plane and hotel reservations were made.  Through the insatiable searching of my friend, Nicci, who knows every hotel, restaurant, store and designer on the planet, we booked the nicest room at the Empire Hotel, a smallish boutique hotel in spitting distance of Lincoln Center, the epicenter of Fashion Week.  Though we needed to haul in a rolling rack for our clothes, since the available space was only above a in-room refrigerator, and could only fit five men’s shirts, and the bathroom was a danger zone, the Empire was the place to be.  Too bad I couldn’t get into anything…so near and yet so far.  But, at least, I could soak in the atmosphere through osmosis.  Nicci’s shoes were almost worth the price of admission....wait till you see them!  Check out her collection and our daily adventures on my blog …. http://fashionistainaspen.wordpress.com/.   
Fashion Night Out, which was held towards the beginning of the event, was the public highlight of the week.  It was all over the city, uptown and downtown, and in varying degrees of hysteria in every store in the city.  There were celebrities, acrobats in windows, television cameras, and private parties everywhere.  Nicci and I chose to venture downtown, to Soho, to soak in the experience.   Swallowed up might be a more accurate way to describe our initial immersion as we were swept up the stairs of the IRS subway train and flung, like Jonah out of the mouth of the whale onto Prince St.  You couldn’t even walk on the sidewalk, as there were so many people running in and out of the stores, which all remained open until well past 10 o’clock. All of us fashionistas just took over the streets…it was pandemonium.  You’d think they were giving the clothes away!  We loved the QVC event, with Heidi Klum and Sarah Jessica Parker, always fashion trendsetters.  I also enjoyed the Ralph Lauren private party, where I purchased the FNO collectible tee shirts for friends and myself…also picked up a vintage black sequin beret that had my name on it.  It was locked up in a glass case and it took three people to find the key.  But I persevered…and it was mine. Are we surprised?
Of course, just being in New York City on the weekend of September 11, ten years after the heinous attack on our country, was very special to me…going to St. Patrick’s Cathedral for the memorial mass on that Sunday morning, presided over by Archbishop Patrick Dolan, and attended by numerous policeman and fireman, along with widows and children was quite moving.  Going downtown to Ground Zero late that evening, when they started to allow the public to enter the area was like entering hallowed ground.  The double beams of light that shone to the sky, juxtaposed with my photos of the spires of St. Patrick’s, projected a similar feeling of hope reaching to the heavens for something more.
That weekend was also the semifinals of the US Open, the culminating event of the tennis world, along with the French and Italian Opens, and Wimbledon.  Nicci and I were lucky enough to catch the women’s semi-final, sans the rain that had plagued the entire tournament.  We saw Stosur win in her match, and then Serena Williams win hers, only to lose to Stosur the next day, in a blaze of unsportsmanlike behavior.  I felt badly for her…she’s such a magnificent player to watch.  I’m sure she regrets it too.

Last week, during an otherwise quiet off-season, our town’s energy was revived by the arrival of “American Idol” complete with all sixty contestants from the Denver open call, vying for twenty eight spots, accompanied by the show’s judges, Jennifer Lopez, Steven Tyler and Randy Jackson, along with host Ryan Seacrest.  Since I watch the show, I was happy to attend the press conference, and ask my favorite judge, Steven Tyler, lead singer of Aerosmith, if he had shopped in Aspen while he was here.  “I was here in 1976, and remembered a western store, so I found it and bought myself a ten-gallon hat and these cowboy boots,” which he raised up in the air, complete with spurs…from Kemosabe.  He pulled it off perfectly with his Lucien Piccard shirt, Biya vest and Balmain jeans…talk about eclectic.  And let’s not forget about the signature feathers in his hair…We actually shared a fun moment together when I jogged his memory about Aerosmith’s early days, playing for free in front of the Student Union at Boston University where I had organized the BU Ski Club that year.  We reminisced about those days when BU gave him free space to rehearse, and they had played for one of my BU Ski Club parties, or boogies, as we called them then…ah, fun times, dancing the night away….
This exciting month was tempered by the loss of my beloved cat, May May, my buddy of seventeen years, which I brought with me from California thireen years ago.  She led a charmed life, which I was happy to accompany.  Nine lives never had more meaning than it did for May May.  I almost lost her when I first moved here in the Fall of 1998, when she was gone for four days.  I called out to her, with very little hope left, when she responded in increasingly louder meows as I got closer to her perch way up in an oak tree on Garmisch St. near where I lived.  It took two visits from our illustrious fire department, in the succeeding days to rescue her, but it was not the last time that she ran off to explore her mountain town home, leaving me breathless, until someone would call to tell me they had found her.  She struggled these last few months, as I tried to deny the inevitable.  I made this last summer as happy as I could for her, and she is buried in my backyard, the one she ruled and enjoyed for the last seven years.  She died on St. Francis’ Day, blessed earlier in the day by Father Hilton on the annual blessing of the animals, and, in my view, is in kitty heaven with all our beautiful and much loved pets.  
We’ll talk about clothes later…. 
