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Millbrook Minded

Rolling hills andhigh-wattaf® names
abound in horse countsy =

Tha reling hills of Millbrook's harse country sesm ko
exist in their cown catagony of gresn.

his unassuming hamlet hosts a coterie of boldface names who prefer
to live humbly among their horses

Flenty of shades of green exist already in the visual lexicon—say, hunier green, cricket green, or polo green
There's also Windsor green, Farmington green, and Greenwich green. And then there's Millbrook green. Ninety
miles north of New Yark Gity, this tiny village has the aura of another time. In spite of its size {just 1.9 square miles
and 2.8 miles across at s longest), the land feels endless, almost unbounded, thanks to its rolling hills, open
pastures, and farming fields. Part plush kelly landscape, part old-monay, faded-bill green. Millbrook has a positively
viridian pafina.

2n my first tnip -t the village, | listened in disbalief as the cars GFS goaded us forward. There was no way my
companion and | could possibly be headed in the right direclion an these unmarked byways, mare suggesticons of
roads. Still, we sallied onward, pitching through mud piles and skittering over rocks. Then, miracutously, out of the
brush appeared a towering white Greek Revival house in the throes of renovation. We'd arrived at the home of my
host, Kevin "Pabbles” Smith

Febblez, in blue seersucker pants and straw hal, was preparing cockiails on the back porch. | asked i we could
squeeze in a tour of the town, but then. why would we want to leave the comforts of the refurbished kitchen
axtending from the orginal 1830s carrfage house? After all, “main street,” as it were, consists of a mane three
biocks and featuras a single stoplight (tha Millbrook YWeb site touts, ™Youll never see a Starbucks or a Home Depot
on the comer of Church and Franklin."}. For Millbrook, "village™ is almost a misnomer; it's more of a landscape than
a spacific place.

And oneg of the epicentars of thiz landscape s Fitch's Corner, the 140-acre farm of Fernanda Kellogg and Kirk
Henckels. Kellogg is the president of the Tiffany & Co. Foundation and the daughter of the late ambassadar
Francis Kellogg. More relevant to me, however. is that she-ig the mother of my friend Fernanda Gilligan. who first
itroduced me to Millbrook, Both Fermandaz—"Mrs.” and "Miss,” as they're lovingly referred to by friends
—personify the spirit of Fitch's Comear and of Millbrook itself;, they are ebullient, laid-back, Wwarm, and gracious.

Kellogg grew up in. Manhattan and Bedford, Mew York, but it was her love for horses ("l could hug a pony moming
naon, and night,” she says) that steered the avid equestmenne to weekend in Dulchess County. YWhen Fich's
Comar, whose onginal house dates 1o 1793 (and has passed through the hands of the orginal Filchas and Mr. and
Mrs. John Hanes, of Hanes pantyhose forfune ), went on the market in 1991, Kellogg acquired i,

Today the sprawling propeny probably looks no different than when the Fiiches themsalves lived there. The house
and bam, nastled among tamarack pines, alfalfa hay fields, and teeming wildflowers, are painted the same faded
grean of the aspen frees that loom in the background. Black angus catile dot the pastures and the conlours of the
hillsides are sfriped with rows of com. "The truly rural aspecl.” Kellogg affirms, "is Millbrook's charm. Until you get
into the couniryside, you don't know what its all about”

Kellogg's farm is the site of ona of the premier social evenis of the summaer, the Horze Trials at Fiich's Corner,
which are sanctioned by the United States Eventing Association and the United States Equestrian Federafion. Tha
trials, held in July, feature dressage, cross counfry, and show jumping competitions, and Kellogo opens her farm io
everyone from local aquine enthusiasts to celabrity weekenders. This year, Pebbles threw a Friday night Kickof
party at hizs home, and Kellogg and Hanckels hosted the annual Blue Jean Ball on Saturday.

Everyone | ialked with =ingled out the Fiich's trials as the epitome of what Millorook stands for—"good people,”
generasity of spirit, and a devolion to horsas. Shirin von Wulffen, the former head of communications for Tom Ford
and wife of hairstyle ace Frédéric Fekkai, put it this way: "The key for the Filch's trials is o keep everything natural
—f{otally "un-dona.” Femanda and Kirk have an amazing ability to make everyone fesl weicoma.” Kellogg, admired
as a sort of dovenne of the Millbrock horse set, shrugs humbly at any praise. "It just pleases me enormously to ba
a good steward of the land.”

Millbrook's land is a year-round playground for weekenders and full-time residents allke. There's gardening and
shooting, fly-fishing and falconry. An informal soccer league, complete with hotdog and hamburger tents, was
organized when zoma of Milbrook's foreign represeniatives—Cuban, Halian, French, and Brazilian—siarted
playing on opan fields, Perhaps mome than shooting, pitling an ltalian plaver against 2 French one can be a
dangerous sport; Fekkai broke his foot during a match in the course of my reporting.

Owar breakfast one maoming, von Wulffen, casually chic in jeans and a navy tes, described why she and Fekkai
sattled on Millbrook for their weekend house. "If's not pretentious, Mo one is trying to show off or show up anyone
else. Mo one puts up hedges and hides behind frees. Our house is right thare, on the edge of tha streat.”

For von Wulffan, who was raised on a thoroughbrad farm in Orange County, Virginia, the rusticity reminds her of
home. She and Fekkal were even married here, in-a 2006 civil ceremony. In easy Millbrook fashion, they made
their vows before their twoe dogs at the picnic table cutside their “lifile farmhouse.” a relaxed European-style country
home set on more than 350 acres of land known as Beaver Brook Farm that encompass a 30-acre lake.

Above all, Millbrookians pride themselves on their low-kay lifestyie. Theirs is an almost Jeffersonian cult of the
land—the ideal of the yeoman fammer as the embodiment of civic virtue. When Mew York giossy magazines began
touting Millbrook as the next "i” weekend retreat, amivistes started trickling in. What they didn't realize is that, while
Millbrook has its share of tony resideniz (reporiedly among them Ben Affieck and Jennifar Garner, Mary Tyler
Moare, Sigourney Weavar, and Rufus Wainwright), Millorookians are respactfully toned-down. “A lot of that
Hamptons crowd realized this wasn't for them and quickly left. There's no Citaraella in Millbrook,” one resident
gxplainad o me.

Instead, Millbrook represents an unstuffy society that lives, breathes, and breads horses, not for show, but out of
genuine love, it's an attitude and an aesthetic that runs deap, from the generations of quiet. established families
through the new who embrace it "It's just authentic American counfry,” one resident told me. "Millbrook Is regular
paopla living reguiar lives.”

Wall, almost regular. Christopher Spitzmiller, a darding of the Manhaftan mienor-design crowd for his caramic
lamps, attended the Fitch's trials this summer. "Belte Midler was sitting at the table rght next to me, and you
wouldn't even niotice her,” he iold me. "l can't imagine what crowd it is that Bette Midler would fit into, but she fits in
hera.”



