


Julie delpy and ethan hawke pair up for the  
third time in richard linklater’s before midnight.
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 F
ew cultural subjects 
have enjoyed such 
sustained interest as 
Generation X, whose 
messy, meandering 

path through youth redefined 
this country’s expectations 
of adulthood. And few mov-
ies have seemed to capture 
its peregrinations as well as 
Before Sunrise, Richard Lin-
klater’s bright portrait of two 
chatty-in-love 20-somethings 
who meet aboard a train. 
When the film first appeared, 
in 1995, it seemed to intro-
duce a different kind of 
romance: cerebral, freewheel-
ing, and rooted largely in the 
magic chemistry between its 
young stars, Julie Delpy and 
Ethan Hawke. Nine years 
later, Linklater followed it 
up with Before Sunset, whose 
script, co-written by Delpy 
and Hawke, revisited the im-
passioned, self-aware char-
acters over a couple of hours 
of their adult lives. Now the 
two protagonists, Jesse and 
Celine, return in Before Mid-
night, a minor masterpiece 
that turns a lens onto the 
gorgeous imperfection of 
family life in the digital era. 
This time, Hawke and Delpy 
portray a relationship passing 
through the throes of  early 
middle age, in all its pain and 
wit and glory.

“There is no trick—that’s 
the trick,” Delpy explains over 
tea one recent afternoon in 
New York, her girlish features 
now polished to statuesque 

elegance. She’s wearing a 
gray cardigan over a printed 
indigo spring dress and sitting 
knee-to-knee with the chis-
eled, sun-brushed Hawke, 
who’s nursing a Blue Bottle 
cappuccino. “We’re not fak-
ing it. We’re not doing it to 
please people. I mean, no one 
wanted us to do it.” When 

Delpy started co-writing Be-
fore Sunset, her agent fired 
her, saying a sequel would 
be career suicide; the screen-
play went on to get an Oscar 
nomination. Now, charged 
with that success, she, Hawke, 
and Linklater worked toward 
what Hawke calls “an opti-
mistic movie that doesn’t lie.”

“With the third one, there’s 
a different fear,” Hawke ex-
plains. “In the first two, we 
were flirting with each other. 
It’s real easy to have dialogue, 
because they’re trying to im-
press one another—in a way, 
they’re performing for each 
other. But, in this one, it’s the 
dialogue of people who have 

 S
outh African artist Ruan Hoffmann’s background 
as a painter comes through in his latest collection 
for Clé, the preferred house for artisanal tiles. 
Certain to brighten any interior, the 25 hand-

lithographed geometric designs in the series, Postcards 
from Myself, come in vivid shades of blue, red, and black. 
While some tiles bear a resemblance to Matisse’s gouaches, 
others offer a whimsical interpretation of traditional 
Turkish Iznik pottery motifs. Above all, Hoffmann found 
himself inspired by the uncertain nature of firing: “I don’t 
know what will happen in the end.”—mieke ten have

summer punchdesign

line dance
hoffmann’s new tiles for Clé 
start at $27 each; cletile.com.
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