








olorful, whimsical, filled with charm

ing surprises inside and out, the At

lanta home of Cay and C. D. Gann reflects the \vel

coming spirit of its owners.

Step inside and it's inU11ediately evident that Cay

Gann is a collector. She collects with passion and an

expert eye. "I just like anything old," she says, ex

plaining the choices she has made, from paintings to

antique bellpulls to her "favorite thing ~n emth"; ma

jolica. Years ago, when her friends were filling their

homes with Rose Medallion, Canton and other por

celains, she admired the collections. But she didn't

hear their siren call. Then one day she walked into a

shop and saw some majolica begonia leaves. "I loved

the glazes and the
coloration. The minute

I SavVthem, I kne\v this

was something I vvould

look at and love evelY day."
Now she and her husband have

possibly the finest collection of majolica

the South. Most of it is nineteenth-century Eng

lish. "George Jones is my favorite," she says,

"but we also have some by Minton and

\X1eclgwoocl.They all got into it."

The couple started with flora but

wound up \vith f~luna, a verita

ble menagerie. In every

room one is apt to

encounter a majolica
lion or rabbit or

deer or fish or par

rot-any creature

that caught the fan

cy of the potter. A f-ly

in the living room? Don't

s\vat! The \X1edgwoocl piece is

C. D. Gann's hlvorite. Majolica
was made to be functional with

an emphasis on fun. A tortoise,





one of a kind, stands ready in case a gentleman has

to expectorate. Lift its shell to reveal a basin. Then re

place the shell \vhen the deed is done.

Although the Ganns scam flea markets and shows

throughout the country, they credit Gail Dearing of

Dearing Antiques in Atlanta with finding rhe rarest

pieces. It \vas she who tracked down the George

Jones toltoise cuspidor (c. 1880) as well as a monkey

teapot by Mimon. The Ganns have given some of the

majolica to their children, bur rhey continue to col

lect for rheir own home. "If I love i~,I buy it," she ad

mits. "It ahvays comes to me in the miclclle of the

night where I'm going to put a new piece."

Her impetuous spirit spills into the yard, ~lcottage

garden that was parr of the 1996 Gardens for Con

noisseurs tour sponsonxl by the Atlanta Botanical

Garden. "r wanredmy garden to be groomed but nor

contained," she explains, "but my first attempts wcrl'

too 'set'." Enter Tim Stoddard of Stoddard/Lynn Fine
Gardens. "Within five minutes I could teU he knew

exacrly \vhat I wanted. He saw what I saw."

Their joinr vision included a mountain setting on

the steep lot. Stoddard planted rhododendrons,

mountain laurels, dogwoods, ferns. rvle;lI1dering

paths lead to secluded retreats. A

collecrion of antique-wood bird-

houses decorates every rurn

and level of the garden.

"I tell my friends ir's free and

out of control, just like 111<:,"

says Gann. Indeed, both garden

and majolica have an
exuberant air. \'Vel

come, they say.
\,\lelcome. 0








