
W hen Viet-Nu Nguyen moved into the 
1961 Richard Neutra house she 
rents in Los Angeles’ Benedict 
Canyon, she wasn’t expecting to lay 
her life plans on the table along 

with her security deposit. “I had this interview with 
the owner, and he asked me about my life in crazy 
detail,” she says. “I’d never had a prospective 
landlord get so involved in my personal life. But his 
grandmother commissioned [famed modernist 
architect] Neutra to build the house, so I think he just 
wanted to make sure it was going to be taken care 
of.” Fortunately, Nguyen is well versed in the 
sensitivity required for handling masterpieces: The 
34-year-old works as curator for Creative Artists 
Agency cofounder Michael Ovitz’s immense family 
art collection, a job that entails negotiating regular 
additions to the 1,500-piece-and-counting holdings, 
and staging exhibitions with the likes of conceptual 
artist Carol Bove.

Nguyen studied architecture at Harvard’s 
Graduate School of Design after doing her undergrad 
work at Brown University, so she’s academically 
attuned to the innate value of her heritage digs. “I 
don’t think other houses have this much thought 
placed on the little things,” she says. “Everything 
is so considered, from the storage space to the 
placement of the light switches.” 
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Art curator Viet-Nu Nguyen’s LA abode is  
a study in creative expression.
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TOP: The wall in 
Nguyen’s office 
holds a print of 
a Konstantin 
Grcic chair 
photographed by 
Ryan Gander, a 
1977 poster from 
the performance 
piece Ethiopia and 
a cyanotype by 
Adam Putnam. 
LEFT: The art 
curator in her 
light-filled 
bedroom.
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A midcentury 
modern 

dining room 
table and 

chairs stand 
on the home’s 

original cork 
floors. 

44 /// foammagazine.com foammagazine.com /// 45

h
ai

r:
 e

r
iC

 J
o

h
n

S
o

n
 a

t 
B

a
r

r
a

S
 S

a
lo

n
 m

ak
eu

p:
 F

r
a

n
C

e
S

C
a

 g
ia

im
o



Nguyen moved in four years ago, bringing with 
her a closet full of swoon-worthy vintage fashion, 
a few pieces of midcentury furniture she amassed 
while living in a bungalow in Venice Beach and an 
art collection that includes the likes of Roe Ethridge, 
Elad Lassry and Lisa Sigal. 

A whimsical air greets guests at the door, with 
gleeful Moroccan rugs in seemingly exploded 
color palettes layered in the living room; Nguyen’s 
cockapoo, Tilly, bounding excitedly about the place; 
and a pair of fabulously outré winged Jeremy Scott 
high-tops perched on the original stone floors, 
creating a postmodern vignette. 

Down the hall, the office wall is salon-hung 
with works and gifts by artist friends ranging from 
a cyanotype by Adam Putnam to the slapstick-
glorifying drawing Pie Fight by Sara Greenberger 
Rafferty. Rafferty’s companion cream-pie sculpture 
is also on display in the hallway, a reminder that 
while the work may be precious, Nguyen is certainly 
not. A reupholstered couch from the ’50s spans the 
length of the room, its marble side table offering yet 
more evidence of its owner’s lighthearted sensibility,  
thanks to the side-by-side positioning of a weighty 
Caravaggio monograph with a simple white manual 
titled Is it Art or Fart? 

It’s this instinct toward diffusing stiff formality 
that echoes loudest in the welcoming space. The 
talent has come naturally to Nguyen since her 
initiation into the LA art scene, when she started 
at the now-shuttered Sandroni.Rey gallery soon 
after moving to town in 2004. “It was my first day 
of work, and I walked into Blum & Poe gallery next 
door, like, ‘Hey, I’m Nu!’” she recalls, pointing out 
that what she had intended to be a friendly my-
name-is introduction accidentally came across 
as an announcement she was “new” to the gallery 
world. “They were all like, [giggling, then adopting 
a monotone seen-it-all voice] ‘Uh, yeah, we know.’” 
Misunderstanding resolved and ice officially 
broken, “we all became friends,” says Nguyen.  

At the end of the hallway, Nguyen’s bedroom is the 
picture of Zen. A cloudlike king-size bed rests on the 
floor sans frame, and there’s scant furniture to speak 
of aside from a sleek midcentury Danish lounge 
chair poised in the corner, a gift from Ovitz. This room 
acts as the unofficial sculpture wing of Nguyen’s 
home-slash-private gallery. A wall of wooden shelves 
opposite the bed plays host to an open cabinet of 
curiosities that includes a twisted wire-frame objet 
d’art by an outsider artist known as the Philadelphia 
Wireman, a dense ceramic piece by Sterling Ruby and 
a giraffe-emblazoned vase by potter Shio Kusaka. 

The menagerie is impressive, but it’s Nguyen’s 
bedside Isamu Noguchi light fixture (and not the 
displayed Polaroid by iconic Japanese photographer 
Nobuyoshi Araki) that triggers her geek-out mode:  
“I get more joy out of buying design pieces than I  
do out of art pieces,” she admits. “But I try not to 
get so deeply obsessed with any of these things—
fashion, art or design. I have a discomfort with letting 
objects define you as a person, and I’m trying to avoid 
that at all costs.” And lest things get too serious, she 
adds a sly punch line: “I do think all of those things go 
hand in hand in an overall aesthetic, but then again, 
there are so many bad dressers in the art world, I just 
don’t know.”    

CLOCKWISE FROM ABOVE:  
The living room features 
bright Moroccan rugs and an 
open fireplace equipped with 
a hook for popping popcorn; 
a midcentury Danish lounge 
chair that was a gift from 
Michael Ovitz; Nguyen’s 
cockapoo, Tilly;  
a wall of shelving in the 
bedroom serves as a tiny 
sculpture wing featuring a 
polka-dot vase by Matthias 
Merkel Hess and a birdhouse 
Nguyen bought while 
on vacation in Northern 
California; the airy bedroom 
features a large, cloudlike bed 
without a frame; Nguyen’s 
Jeremy Scott high-tops; the 
exterior of the home, designed 
by legendary modernist 
architect Richard Neutra. 
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