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THE OTHER

ric Roberts (AS IN BROTHER
Eoﬂulia and Lisa) is doing
all right.

The ABC sitcom in which he
stars, Less Than Perfect, was
picked up for another season.
He currently appears in the
feature, Spun (Atlanta native
Brittany Murphy co-stars}. He
just did @ small part in Disney’s
Providence with Toni Colleife.
And he has another feature,
Sex and Violence, in the can
(reledse date undetermined).

Roberts, who was born in
Mississippi, grew up in
Atlanta, where his parents ran
an acting workshop. Eleven
years Julia’s senior, Roberts
says, “When | made good, |
got my sisters out of Atlanta
and tried to help them both
get started. . . . | gave them
their first jobs. They got their
union cards, and then they
both did it on their own, espe-
cially Julie, of course.” (Eric
still calls his famous sis “Julie.”}

—JANE WOLLMAN RUSOFF
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EYEBROW WAXES,
manicures, hair cuts, Bud
and Sports Mlustrated—
everything a guy could want.

By Justin Heckert

THERE IS A NEW ME.

He does not know the old
me, this new me; or more
precisely, refuses to claim he
ever existed, with eyebrows
merging, dotted-stubble face
and hair falling as leaves fall
in the yard, everywhere.

ook at him. He sits in the
waiting room of Jonpaul’s in
Duluth, sipping a glass of red
wine on a burgundy leather
couch beneath a faintly glow-
ing chandelier, sandy brown
hair dusted light gold, eye-
brows waxed of straying hair,
face as smooth from a
straight-razor shave as paper
pulled out of cellophane
wrapping.

I’ve only been this way for
a half-hour, the new me still
basking in his own light,
when co-owner Jonpaul
Leskie, a stylish man with a
salt-and-pepper goatee and
spiked hair, walks up.

“So ... how do you feel?”

A pause. On the one hand,
I feel utterly fantastic—reborn
as a completely different per-

son. On the other, as my head | the meticulosity of its services:
twists in the mirror, looking, | haircuts, facials, manicures,

I feel strange and awkward,
my skin still burning and
slightly red.
Jonpaul and his
wife, Cathy Leskie,
have come to
expect the mixed
response. They
are used to men
ogling in the mirror,
taken aback at their
own reflections. The couple is
in the business of transform-
ing people, specifically men.
Their male-only salon, opened
last December, prides itself in

ILLUSTRATION BY

In addition to spa-like
services, Jonpaul’s offers
custom tailoring and
Botox treatments.

pedicures, massages, etc. A
shave alone involves 25 steps

| (including hot towels wrapped

around the face) that
take about 45 min-
utes to complete.
“Here, a man
can go and be
treated like a dis-
tinguished gentle-
man,” Jonpaul says.
His business, which won
the 2003 Salon of the Year
award from Salon Today
magazine, has the quiescent
feel of an old-time English

GARY LOCKE
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Gentleman’s Club cont'd.

gentlemen’s club. In the
gleaming marble foyer sits a
1918 Koken shoe shine stand,
an imported antique Italian
coat rack and furnishings
from London.

“Women have always had
their own place to go, and the
men don’t,” says Cathy, who
has been in the salon business
for 12 years. (Lately, men-
only spas have popped up
from New York to Des
Moines).

The Leskies get a mostly
exccutive clientele sent by
women who don’t want their
men tagging along to their
spas. And after the guys come
once, they almost certainly
return. “Men are creatures of
habit,” says Cathy. “Once
they stick with something,
they don’t change.”

And if she’s right; if we’re
really that predictable—then
what the hell. The new me
isn’t about to argue. ©

WONDER HOW OUR SALARIES
stack up o those in other cities?

= Here's how a job with a medi-

an national salary of $60,000

B pays across the country:

= SAN FRANCISCO

G 2003 GEOGRA

SOURCE: MERCE

Los ANGELES

$62,940

DetroIT

WasHINGTON, D.C. $62,460
561,620

MINNEAPOLIS $60,300

—Mary Jo DiloNARDO
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The Thomases in 1978, middle photo,
flanked by some of his artwork.
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LOVE STORY

Sara Douglass Thomas mounted a very public display of affection
for her late husband, artist STEFFEN THOMAS. She built @ museum.

OW WIDOWED AND 96 YEARS OLD,

Sara Douglass Thomas keeps a self-

portrait by her late husband, artist Stef-
fen Thomas, propped on her nightstand. Over the
bed is a charcoal drawing he sketched of her as
a wistful young woman. The walls and floors of
her small apartment brim with his painfings and
sculptures, drawings and mosaics—the ones she
has claimed for her private space. But just outside
her door is the public gallery—the Steffen Thomas
Museum, located in the rural community of Buck-
head near Madison.

Probably best known for his public art
like the “Trilon” fountain at 15th and
Peachtree or the “Reclining Mother
and Child” sculpture at the Roswell
Library, Thomas trained as a sculptor
and painter in his native Germany
before making his way to the United
States and ultimately to Atlanta. The dash-
ing arfist furned the head of upper-crust Agnes
Scott graduate and elementary school teacher
Sara Douglass, 26, who lived with her parents
around the corner from him in Midfown.

“If you ever saw him, he would caich your
eye,” says Sara. Dressed in a vibrant pink
pantsuit, her silver hair held back neatly with
bright pink combs, the diminutive nonagenari-
an's eyes sparkle when she describes her flam-
boyant husband. “He was so full of energy that

Visit www,
steffenthomas.org.
Two of Thomas’ works
are owned by the High

Museum of Art.

everybody liked him. He was kind of electric.”

Electric enough that the two eloped after a
whirlwind courtship of two menths, raising eye-
brows and making headlines.

“He telephoned me and said, ‘Meet me down-
town for lunch,” so I got on the sireetcar and met
him,” she recalls. “He said, “We're getting mar-
ried. I've got the ring.” | had on a black dress. |
didn't know anything about getting married!”

The sudden wedding of the well-known artist
was front-page news in The Aflanta Journal That's
how Sara's parents discovered she had wed.
“She was incredibly courageous to
marry this German artist,” says her
youngest daughter, Lisa Conner, muse-
um director. “I've asked her many
times why she did it and she says she
just had no choice. She loved him so
much. When he met my mother, my
father met his muse.”

When Steffen died in 1990, Sara opened the
museum on some farmland owned by her eldest
son. The warehouse-style building, which houses
over 500 artworks and draws about 4,000 visi-
tors annually, is surrounded by fields, dotted with
sculptures, fountains and tinkling wind chimes.

Sara is usually there, in her back rooms or lov-
ingly walking through the museum.

“He’s always with me,” she says simply.

—~MaRrY Jo DiLONARDO

STEEFEM & SARA THOMAS © STAR,LF OF GA; ART FROM THE ART OF STEFFEN THOMAS BY ALAN Z. AICHES & ANTHONY F. JANSON



