RHONA MITRA

Mitra's sense of humor, 1s well as her willimeness and abaliey 1o

slip imto chareter (even that af hier pet), s pam of whar makes
her such a naroral pertormer. Kaight noa thie Britizh ICITESS, 24, IS
|‘|1'l|.:!.‘. her rade o ABCS I'-\.!-|.'_'." cotirreooim drama Boston ||.r".:.d-'.
plavmg sharp=swimed amorney Tara Wilson, Aler the cranly long
hours she puts in on the show, Mo s grateful thar her home—
which she Bouvhe in the winter of ooy, renovated and recently
miovied Back into—provadiss o unkque refuge.

Becawse Mirra spent much of her early adule life dashing
aff po faraway places { Tunisin, Mopooco and Mexico among
them), she tele somewhat unmoored. “The home thing was
never there for me,” she saye. 1 didn't have the place where
| had my own eoom, and that can unhinge you, 50 creating
this home now is incredibly paignane.”

Located near Venice Beach, her place looks ar firse glance
like an ordinary two=story
stucco house, “When | ong-
inally saw the ourgide |
thought, This s awinl!™
shie recalls, “But when |
walked 0, even thourh it
had bamboo floors and a
mishmash of orental souff,
it was hke rhese hghrbulbs
went off Imside me, I||'||| |
sanch, “This iw g™

With the help of a friend,
interior designer Vanegia
Alexander, Mitra purred
'.'rl:' |'.l\.||,!-'~||: "’ IL-\,I Fik I'\I:'q.! |i:|_'

ceiling in the master bed

oo, adding a cozy lof
that can be reached onlv by ladder. (4Tve alwavs wanted to hawe
a tree-house situarion,” she says.) To prve the houwse a weathered
feeling, she putdown wide-plank. dark-oak floors and rereacotea
nbes and replaced aluminum-frame sliding doors leading out o
the parios with heavy wooden ones, The wills were made two
inches: thicker, plastered in a roogh texture 1o give a rostic feel,
and deliberately lefr unpainted.

Perhaps the biggest change Mitra made was converning the
dewnstnrs master smite—whose doors lead out o a bip pato—
i meedia rosony and sepacate dressing room, [On o wiarm sam
mer nights she wanted mgive dimner parmties on the panag, and the
idea of people raipsing through whar would have been her bed
rodarn sevitied odil | “This way,” she savs in a whisper, “the bovs
can sty outgide and smoke agarettes, and the girls can go up

stairs and hove the krchen all o themselves,”




