THE BRIARCLIFF LODGE

Michael Molinelli AIA LEED ap

The following appeared in their original form as articles in Here At Home
Magazine in 2003. The document an attempt by the author to stir
support for saving the Briarcliff Lodge and subsequently an epitaph for
the building destroyed by fire late in the year.

November 14, 1907

Gwendolyn looked persistently out the window, careful that her large
brimmed hat would not touch the glass and shift unfashionably on her
head. She was so excited she wanted to press her nose against the
glass to see every hill, village and depot the train passed. Even though it
was mid November some trees clung greedily to their leaves. In her
seventeen years she had never been out of lower Manhattan; Grand
Central Station was just a place to say “Good bye” to other people as they
went off on adventures.

Here she was with her beau, Donald, and his family riding the heralded
Putnam Railroad to Briarcliff. Briarcliff? It was a mysterious name she
knew from the milk cans that horse drawn carts carried down her street
each morning. Briarcliff was the home of internationally honored dairy
produce: milk cream and butter won the Gold Medal at the Paris
Exposition of 1900. Some say it is because the cattle are treated gently
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and never hear a harsh word. The Briarcliff Roses would also be know
internationally with as many as 2,000 flowers cut in a single day.

Donald’'s father was a business colleague of Walter William Law,
Briarcliffs founder. Today was his seventieth birthday. A huge
celebration was being held with the Manor at Briarcliff opened for public
inspection.

At the station, a horse drawn carriage with fringe met them to take them
to the Lodge. The fields were divided by rambling stonewalls that
generations of workers had pulled from the fecund soils and stacked
neatly into lines on the treeless landscape. A few motorcars chugged
noisily passed them. Donald’s father said that the first American
International Road Race was being held in Briarcliff in April with $10,000
in prize money. One hundred thousand people would be expected in
Briarcliff that day and rumors say some of the cars would exceed 60 miles
per hour.

The turnout climbed the winding road up the hill. Like an English Manor
house in the Tudor style, the Lodge presided over the grand rolling
farmlands. The architect was Guy King famous for his country clubs.
Gwendolyn had memorized many facts so that she could appear
intelligent should she find herself in conversation with a Vanderbilt or an
Astor.

The surrey parked under the porte-cochére, which covered them like a
mother protecting a child from the wind. Inside the great hall the walls
were covered with dark rich woods but sunlight from the tall windows
made things bright. A fire blazed ferociously in the great stone fireplace.
The room had electric chandeliers and Gwendolyn heard that guests
could make long distance phone calls. A grandfather clock at the first
landing of the grand stairs chimed, it was 1 PM.

The luncheon was served. The guests toured the grounds, including the
stables the automobile garage and the greenhouses. In the evening a
dinner was held in the palm dining room at a table with a continuous row
of Roses. An orchestra played while the guests feasted on a meal with
individual courses including martinis, essence of celery, grilled salmon,
iced cucumbers, larded tenderloin with mushrooms, stuffed Briarcliff
Tomatoes, a cigarette course, (from which Gwen abstained), punch,
Boneless Milk-fed Briarcliff Chicken and ending in with coffee liqueurs
and cigars.

’|Iib MOLINELLI ARCHITECTS  BUILDneatSTUFF page 2



MOLINELLI ARCHITECTS BUILDneatSTUFF page 3



