My hutch
is like a red,
red rose

Mere colour, unspoiled by meaning, and
unallied with definite form, can speak to
the soul in a thousand different ways.

Oscar Wilde (1854-1900)
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MARI BOYES' LIVING ROOM in her Tustin home reflects her love of color and her vast collection of vintage memorabilia.

hat draws us to certain colors? Why does

\J" orange makes me feel young? Why does

cobalt blue make my neighbor feel at

ease? The importance of color is particularly hard to

analyze when you love a color that is not, according

to Western thought, supposed to make you feel good
— like red.

Mari Boyes likes red — a lot.

When you first enter her modest Tustin home, red
fills your eyes. For someone with an anger-
management issue, this might be a big problem. For
those who love carnival rides, diner-style eateries and
circuses, however, it could be heaven.

The first item that jumps out of Boyes’ collage of
red-accented yesteryear is a giant yellow, ‘30s-style
gas pump seated on a red and cream checkered foyer
floor. Mari likes yellow as well.

Close by is a living room full of red wicker
furniture, and shelves upon shelves of vintage
memorabilia; one could easily call this Boyes’ Museum.

But though there is eye candy galore, and the red
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