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front center

Our Gal Esther

On the Town With Janice,
Fabio and Boys in Boxers

t has been a busy month to say the least. Janice Dickinson’s

Reality TV Show sponsored the 2xist men’s underwear line,
and it turned out to be a wonderful evening of wine, cheese,
and beautiful male models in rropical aqua, rainforest green and
canary yellow undies — hand-selected by Janice.

I had just arrived back from the Daytime Emmy Awards
in Los Angeles, where I was up close and personal with
heartbreaker Bryan Dattilo. I wanted to go to Janices’ event
in my own sexy Scanty pajamas for girls. But this being New
York, I did not wish to be arrested. Later that evening, 1 had my
photo taken with none other than Italian heart-throb Fabio at
the Beauty Ball for Locks of Love. The scoop on hair trends:
large parts of color, mixing brunette, blonde and red. Shelly,
my sister, refused to let go of Fabio long after the photographer
said, “Excuse me, please leave now.” Well, Fabio does have that
effect. So does, Ron Smith of the Venue and Lee Risuto Jr,
President of The Professional Beauty Association; I just love

tall, noble men.

Next night, I consoled myself at Claudine Gumbels’ new
Caravan Store. Shelly refused to carry my packages, including
items I had borrowed earlier from Mark Johnson at the Tribal
Art show. I really loved his collection of Tribal hats. Later that
evening at the Longchamp store launch, I sipped champagne
and felt very French, as I chatted with the staircase designer and
visionary. I was wearing a piece by Tullah, who held a fashion
show at Chez Josephine. Josephine Baker, the late American/
French Cabaret singer is her muse, so it just all came together.

By midnight, Shelly was complaining that she was famished.
Even though we never eat as a rule, after 7 p.m., we wound up at
Moomia Lounge for an Egyptian feast and then on to dancing
at Marquee, Cain, Home, Pink Elephant, and then Butter.
We went, wearing gold lip gloss, and silver and gold body dust by
Smashbox and Nars.

— Esther Nash



