
THIS PICTURE The Hang-It-All coat rack in the 
hallway is a 20th-century design classic by Charles 
and Ray Eames. OPPOSITE, CLOCKWISE FROM 
TOP LEFT The desks in the office are by Simon 
Croft of Fusion. The metal shelves are by Terence 
Woodgate for furniture manufacturer SCP, 
London; Toby Orford; the dining room features an 
installation by Sally Arnold and the dining chairs 
are from the Conran Shop in London. 

t takes a while to pinpoint the uncanny sense of 
misplacement one experiences in this loft, with its views 
of the cityscape and its proximity to Long Street’s cigar 

bars and restaurants, but once it’s recognised, it’s suddenly 
unmistakable. From the gangway upstairs, with its white 
railings and exposed trusses, to the wooden deck with its 
simple raised swimming pool overlooking Table Mountain, 
it’s a sense of being at sea on an exclusive, luxurious yacht. 
What’s more remarkable is the fact that this is achieved 
without the use of twee nautical clichés such as blue and 
white details, portholes or Admiralty-type paraphernalia. 
The nautical feeling is a suggestion, not a directive, and it 
suits its maritime-consultant owner perfectly. 

‘Home is how I want it,’ says Toby Orford. ‘It’s a sense 
of familiarity. Because I spend a lot of time away, in other 
spaces, I’m very attached to my living space. Everything here 
is how I like it.’ Toby travels between Cape Town and London, 
Stockholm, Rotterdam and New York, sorting out a host of 
maritime dramas. These range from disputes around cargo 
(recently, the fate of a shipment of frozen chickens was in 
question) to fires on board or even arresting and detaining 
errant vessels. But it comes as no surprise when Toby admits 
that his first choice of career would have been architecture, 
and that his decision to go into maritime law was led by his 
aversion to the idea of ‘money and divorce’ disputes. 

There’s nothing of the humdrum about soft-spoken 
Toby, and his aesthetic stamp sits gently but unmistakably on 
every aspect of his generously proportioned apartment. He 
searched, he says, for two years before he found the loft space 
that was close to his idea of the ‘true loft’ – in an interesting, 
inner-city, industrial building with the proportions and 
texture of the original Manhattan loft apartments that set the 
benchmark for the loft-living trend. Before getting started, 
Toby commissioned designer Simon Croft of Fusion to help 
realise his vision of bringing some minimal London-style 
bling into a South African context. Architect Greg Meager 
was also instrumental in the redesign of the space. 

Once the team was assembled, it was out with the old and 
in with the new. The first thing that was flown were the ‘swags 
and swathes of heavy cream curtains’, replaced with aluminium 
Venetian blinds. The herringbone parquet flooring, the 
slate and the carpeting also went the way of the curtains. In 
their place is a grey cement floor with underfloor heating, 
seamlessly linking the various living spaces. The exposed 
beams, trusses and girders, which the previous owners had 
painted black, became white. The wooden stairs went from 
brown varnish to blue-grey paint. Toby had a specific, sparse, 
industrial vision in mind. 

‘I wanted it honed down to its most basic structural 
principles,’ he explains. He smiles hesitantly and gestures 
towards the vast open space. ‘Now, this is what “a loft” looks 
like,’ he says. ‘There are no suburban house features. It’s stark 
and simple.’ But, he adds wryly, ‘I know it’s probably a faux 
loft, really, because it was actually built as a living space.’ 

It’s a telling admission. Toby is clearly a stickler for detail, 
as everything in his space shows – from the pair of state-of-
the-art wine-cooling fridges (set at a different temperatures 
for red or white) in the extra bedroom to his meticulously 

arranged upstairs work studio and library space and the 
comprehensive and immaculately catalogued video and 
DVD collection in his private media room, also upstairs. 
Sex and the City box sets sit alongside an entire Marilyn 
Monroe collection; French and Saunders rub shoulders with 
Fawlty Towers, AbFab, Friends and Will and Grace. And in the CD 
collection, there’s a range of sounds from Mozart to Mango 
Groove, Beethoven to Nat King Cole. If there were any 
thoughts that this was a cold and clinical lifestyle, they’re soon 
put to rights. Dotted around the space are enough interesting 
and unusual objects to lift the atmosphere and give an inkling 
of Toby’s more quirky, playful side. There’s the metalwork 
aeroplane in the studio, for example, as well as the interactive 
‘D.I.Y’ painting by Mary Ann Francis – with its movable 
Licorice-Allsorts coloured stripes – and the bold cowhide rug 
in the sitting area. ‘I’ve always been interested in design and 
style,’ says Toby. ‘I wonder what it would have been like if I 
had got into architecture school. But I hadn’t studied art and 
had no portfolio…’ he says wistfully. 

It certainly hasn’t stopped him from exploring his finely-
tuned artistic sensibilities, nor from turning his Cape Town 
loft into a dynamic and sculptural showpiece.  
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