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In the dining room, Renny Reynolds stripped the great pine beam that

surmounts the fireplace. Above it hang framed letters written by gardener G

Jekyll, one of his heroines. Windsor chairs circling the huge gateleg table were
made in the Delaware Valley and, like the tin chandelier, are 18th century.
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exuberantly alive, even in late winter. As one wends up the
long drive, a hc ks over a fence, two black Australian
swans dip their necks to the pond. Cats and more cats pad in
and out of the barns, and from the birdhouse comes the
chortling of Reynolds’s exotic fowl—chukar partridges and
guinea hens, silver and golden pheasants.
's vision for his place is exuberant and in

ly does he hold a degree in landscape architecture fr

niversity of Wisconsin, but for years his special study
has been America’s great 18th-century farm estates. “When [
’s Mount Ver-
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fireplaces—two of them walk-in size. “I looked for two years
before I found this place: I wanted land—and a classic Penn-
sylvania Colonial that hadn’t been tampered with.”

The house, it turns out, has a remarkably pure provenance.
The earliest section was built by a Quaker elder in 1723; the
meeting house he attended, still active, is nearby. His daugh-
ter's marriage to the boy next door brought the farm to 200
acres, and as the family grew and prospered, a three-story
wing was added in the 1790s—Ilater doubled. Descendants of
that same family lived on the farm until the 20th century. But
when Reynolds entered the picture in 19 '
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