the sweet life

when beauty icon and perennial nylon
favorite gwen stefani came to new york
recently—husband gavin rossdale and sons
kingston and zuma in tow—we figured it
was a good opportunity for a chat about
her makeup memories, her harajuku

lovers fragrance franch|se and her preteen
deodorant preference. by hﬁé%g siegel

go and do makeup.
I'd be, like, burning
everyone's neck
with a curling iron.

I was always giving
somebody a mal

ver.

Emmylou Harris at
the Palomino. My
parents took me.
She had to take a
break because she
was going to nu
r in the back

e

her the

story. She's like, “Oh!

Now xv)f oaqg
like, 30

| feel like musicis in a
really place right
now. | judge it all by
[if] 1 would be jealous,
like, “I wish | wrote
that song” | like that
Ting Tings song. | love
the Killers. There's not
much great stuff r%gh?
now that I'm super
mspxreu by, to be
honest. Is that rude?

| think everyone feels
the same way. Is there

anything that's great?
There's no Beatles.
i th nk there's a ;0&

, the Cure~

re you have an
interesting, amazing,
sexy guy who wrote a
thousand good son,
that the whole world
wants to liste
over and over again.

| §ove Hm (\"r’m"ex
I actually got to meet
her and have dinner
with her. Thv only

+

Julie Andrews. At
a certain point it's
like, come o

But | m,nk pfc:dablv
Love s Bab/ Soft or

ldavuuam‘
that used to be
called Tickle. | used to
always want to get it.

Because it was
always on TV, an
it looked really

cool. When y
preteen, you just w.
everything the




