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In the name of the father

Mary Moore, the only child of Henry Moore, swung with
the arty 1960s crowd, but was always aware of
| her future responsibilities to her father's legacy. Interview
by Naomi West. Photograph by Ellen Nolan

Above Mary Moore, aged six, with her father, Henry Moore, and
his sculpture *Standing Figure' (1950), at their house in Much Hadham
in 1952, Right Mary Moore near her home in London
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| floral, Colefax and Fowler look. My mother loved

| ‘mcredibly generous father’, the son of a Yorkshire

| sheltered in a deal and dumb school, often going
| without food. When Irina was 11 her grandmother

y mother always used to say, “We sacrifice
Meverylhing for art”,” says Mary Moore, |

the only child of the late sculptor Henry
Moore, in her distinctive resounding tones. ‘It
was kind-of a joke, but it was true that every day |
was designed in order to achieve as much art as
could be achieved. We didn’t resent it, but it took |
up every minute.’

Mary Moore, now 58, is a small. spry woman
with her father’s broad features topped by tawny
bobbed hair. Sitting in the front room of her red-
brick Hammersmith townhouse. wearing a brown
1950s skirt decorated with brightly coloured
amphoras, she 1s reflecting that “art’ is still taking
up a large proportion of her time.

For the past two years, she has been engaged
with the Henry Moore Foundation in the long pro-
cess of restoring Hoglands — the home near the
Hertfordshire village of Much Hadham where she
grew up and where her father hived and worked
for 46 years. They mtend to carefully recreate each
room as it was. Moore has so far inventoried 2,000
items, from Degas sculptures to Sellotape tins filled
with pencils. It is hoped that the house will open to
the public by summer 2007.

“The house was totally opposite to an English

cactuses — she had over 300. She used furnishing
fabrics with a spiky print that my father designed
for [the now defunct textile company] Asher in yel-
lows, browns, black and whites. She had a bright
vellow carpet which she gnarded with her life.”
But the principal reason Moore has agreed to be
interviewed is another of her projects — the epony-
mous vintage-clothing shop she has recently
opened in west London. The entire stock 15 taken
from her own well-preserved sceond-hand ward-
robe of clothes, which she began collecting in the
mid-1960s from antique markets such as Chelsea's
Antiquarius, and from visits {0 Los Angeles and
San Francisco. "Evervone connected with music or
magazines or art was wearing vintage then, We
wore 19405 silk evening dresses to go shopping
down Bond Street - it was a look,” she says.
Inside the small boutique wallpapered with a
red-and-black poppy print from the Cole and Son
archive, the rails are filled with a mix of curios and
beautics - in sizes ranging [rom 8 to 12, and priced
from £50 to £1,000. There is a shift dress covered
with brown zebras, a pair of plastic peep-toe
shoes painted with impressionistic flowers, a burnt-
orange 1940s velvet gown, and a knee-length dress
the colour of a collared dove. set with slender lnce
panels. Every Saturday, Moore mans the shop her-
selll ‘T get a real buzz from 11." she says.
When Mary was born in 1946, her father was 47,
and her Russian mother, Irina, 39. The couple had
met at the Royal College of Art. where Henry
taught and Irina was studying painting, and had
married in 1929, Their keenly awaited child com-
pleted a tight family unit at Hoglands. The int-
macy and warmth with which Moore describes her

miner, is equalled by a sheer fascination for her
‘distant, almost absent’” mother. ‘I would like to
write a book about her,” she says.

Irina Radetzky was born to the beautiful and
restless Barbara, ‘a truly horrific character’, who
abandoned Irina aged six to be brought up by her
grandmother in Kiev. During the Revolution they:

died of cancer. ‘My mother told me how she buried






