




















M The Las Amedacan Ares en Pars: Desads the Stadio | Mcssy MNessy T

pull of the city.
“Well yeah, I wouldn’t have lived here when I was 20. That was when New
York City was the place to be for me. Parisians just sit and eat and smoke

and that works for me now.”

Craig is somewhere in his forties and while he calls Paris home l:uda}r, New
York is close to his heart.

“The first time | showed my paintings was in a window display for Bergdorf
Goodman, you know that fancy department store in New York City. It was
my first show, right out of grad school.”

At this point, Virgile, who has been patiently sitting in the corner while I've
been nosing through Craig's world, interjects with a grin, suggesting I might

want to know how the gig with Bergdorf Goodman happened.

Craig says | really don’t need to know that story. Clearly [ do, so we whine

and moan until he tells it.

“Okay, I was so poor and I had a girlfriend who worked for Marie Claire and

she got me to do some jobs posing for the magazine.”

Oh so you were a model then?!

“Yeah I guess that's what it's called. It's actually better than working in a
shop and you get to travel. So I was drawing on set once and this woman saw
me sketching and that's just how it happened.”

Do you think that'’s how it happens?

“Luck? Yeah. But you gotta have a product too.”
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