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Participating Photographers

Timeless in an Instant

To celebrate 10 years of creative and cutting edge outerwear 
Holden is joining The Impossible Project on their mission to 
bring analog instant photography back to life by offering 
limited edition Holden x Impossible camera kits and film.  
These will include Holden customized and refurbished vintage 
SX-70 Polaroid cameras, Holden x Tanner Goods leather 
camera cases, and custom Holden x Impossible co-produced 
instant films. The camera kits and film will be available in 
Fall 2012 at holdenouterwear.com, select boutiques worldwide, 
and at Holden x The Impossible Project exhibitions.

Holden has chosen 10 well-known photographers to use 
Impossible film to shoot and capture their vision of an inde-
pendent lifestyle through instant photography. The photos 
will be traveling in a multinational exhibition series at The 
Impossible Project galleries and at Art Basel this Fall. 

Yone
Jimmy Fontaine
Vincent  Skoglund
Kevin Zacher
Andy Wright

Brandon Long
Alessandro Simonetti
Angela Boatwright
Kassia Meador
Bryce Kanights

holdenouterwear.com
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EMPLOYEES OF THE MONTH

BRYAN DERBALLA
Bryan grew up skateboarding in Asheville, North Carolina. They call it the San Francisco of 
the South, which is fitting because his mom is a lesbian. He went to school in Berkeley, mostly 
so he could skateboard in the actual San Francisco. After college he started Lovebryan.com, a 
blog that details the visual exploits of camera fiends Sandy Kim, Danilo Parra, Mike Belleme, 
and others. Then photojournalists started photoblogging and bloggers started getting journal-
ism gigs, and now Bryan’s an officially credentialed member of the media who shoots for the 
Wall Street Journal and the Financial Times. For this issue, he shot the cover and a spread of 
deviant doggies getting dirty in a miniature red-light district.  
See DOGGY DISTRICT, page 82

JENNI AVINS
Jenni used to work in fashion production, which meant running around factories on behalf 
of designers in Peru, Madagascar, and the New York City garment district. This experience 
made her think fashion’s most compelling characters work waaaaay behind the scenes, so 
she stopped making clothes and started making videos and writing stories for magazines 
like New York, Marie Claire, and Dossier and her own website, closettour.com. Jenni lives 
in Brooklyn with her fish, Rick, and shortly after accepting her assignment for this month’s 
issue—to attempt to make a vest by hand out of a living, breathing fox—she dreamed she 
was drowning. 
See FREE-RANGE FUR, page 140

LYNN YAEGER
Lynn started her career at the Village Voice, where she reported on fashion and politics and the 
intersections between the two, eventually moving on to write about those subjects for the likes 
of Vogue, T, and the New York Times Magazine. This might seem like an odd pairing of topics 
considering most politicians dress like Ken dolls or asexual pantsuited aliens, and most lefties 
regard fashion as just another bourgeois-manufactured opiate of the masses, but, hey, what’s life 
without contradictions? Can’t you spend the morning at Occupy Wall Street and the afternoon 
at Bergdorf Goodman? Fuck yes, you can, because this is America. That’s why, for this issue, 
Lynn surveyed the connections between revolutionary political movements and fashion trends.
See LOOKS LIKE A LEFTY, page 44

MICHAEL BADER
Michael grew up as a photography-obsessed kid in Munich, and unlike some kids, he didn’t 
outgrow his obsession. He worked his way through school shooting for fashion magazines 
like Futureclaw, Regia, and Kinki, and finally finished his studies last year. These days he uses 
a large-format camera and never Photoshops his images. Michael told us that he wants his 
photos to “resemble paintings and include a sense of mystery and beauty and try to capture 
emotion, mystique, and soul.” Michael is also one of the maybe three people in the history of 
VICE who’ve sent a completed and unsolicited fashion shoot that wound up in the magazine. 
But we beg of you, photographers: Please do not let that encourage you. 
See FLIM FLAM, page 100

KRISTOF WICKMAN
Kristof is the extremely talented sculptor who built the aforementioned miniature red-light 
district for doggies—which included a strip club (Humps) and a garbage-strewn alley. Unlike 
the first few prudes we talked to, Kristof didn’t bat an eye when we described the scenes of 
canine carnality we were aiming to document and quickly enlisted the help of a few friends 
to fire up the glue guns. Googling doggie S&M during one particularly heated work session 
almost tore the team apart. But they are pros and played “Purple Rain” on repeat until every-
thing was OK again. 
See DOGGY DISTRICT, page 82

http://adultswim.com/delocated/index.html
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VICE: How do you select your 
clothes?
Ionut  Cercel: Clothes are the only 
thing I spend a long time thinking 
about. I am very picky. I usually 
choose a suit, together with a shirt 
and a tie, depending on how they 
match and on my mood. I’ve liked 
wearing matching items since I was 
little. It makes people respect me, 
and it also shows I respect myself. 
If you are a serious kid, you don’t 
like to dress casual.

ROMANIA’S POSHEST TWEEN POP SENSATION
Ionut   Cercel is the Justin 
Bieber of manele, a genre 
of Romanian music that 
can best be described as a 
questionable combination 
of Gypsy folk and modern 
dance pop. He is 14 years 
old, has five solo albums 
under his belt, and is 
the subject of dozens of 
fan-created Facebook 
pages. All of this while 
dressing like a 45-year-
old Vegas lounge singer 
(which, unsurprisingly, 
is a popular style in 
Romania). Recently, his 
brother started a clothing 
label under Ionut ’s name. 
Its target demographic? 
“Posh people.” I met 
Ionut for a coffee at a gas 
station—a place he “felt 
comfortable”—where he 
told me more about his 
style and I had a hard time 
resisting making jokes 
about coffee and Ionuts.  

BY 

IOANA MOLDOVEANU 

PHOTO BY 

ZOLTAN LORENCZ 

Sometimes you don’t know what’s missing 
in your life until you see it. Such is the 
case with earrings made out of koala feces 
sold by the True Blue Roo Poo Company, 
an Australian business that specializes in 
making products out of animal poop. For 
the low price of $20 you can own a pair of 
plain brown drop-style earrings, or you can 
splurge and get koala pellets covered with 
23-carat gold leaf for $35, which is surely 
the bargain of the year.

After poking around the internet to learn 
more about koala caca, I came across a 
site called Diary of a Koalawrangler, written 
by a woman who cares for injured koalas 
in Port Macquarie. According to her blog, 
koalas excrete “uniformly shaped pellets” 
that look “almost mechanically produced” 
(except for when they have diarrhea, of 
course). And their shit truly doesn’t stink—
thanks to the eucalyptus leaves they chew, 
the scent of their poo is “barely distin-
guishable from the general eucalyptus 
haze that prevails in an intensive [koala-]
care unit.”

The bad news is that after I placed our 
order for the earrings, I was informed the 
item was no longer available. Pissed off 
about the shitty situation, I found True Blue 
Roo Poo’s phone number and called them 
to give them a piece of my mind. Why were 
they out of koala shit that was designed to 
hang from your earlobes, and when the fuck 
would they have more? A heavily accented 
woman answered, muttering something 
about her sister, and hung up. We called 
back, and before we could say anything, 
the woman screeched, “You be careful! 
Don’t call this number. Goodbye.” 

KOALA DUNG 
EARRINGS ARE A 
REAL PIECE OF SHIT 

BY HANNAH BROOKS

Silky 
Canadian 
Beavers

Last October, Canadian senator Nicole 
Eaton called the beaver, one of Canada’s 
offi cial emblems, a “dentally defective rat.” 
She made the case that the country should 
instead embrace the “stately” polar bear, 
setting off a mini-debate over what the 
beaver truly means to Canucks. 

In the 1600s, one of the region’s most 
lucrative occupations was clubbing, 
skinning, and selling these bucktoothed 
critters, which basically sustained Canada’s 
economy until the 19th century. But in 
modern pipeline-building, oil-exporting 
Canada, you might think that beavers don’t 
serve a purpose outside of being cute and 
gnawing on things; you’d also be wrong. 
Canada’s fur exports brought in more than 
$450 million in 2010, up 36 percent from 
the year before and more than triple the 
paltry $148 million the industry brought in 

BY BEN MAKUCH 

ILLUSTRATION BY

KARA CRABB

How would you categorize the 
items in your wardrobe?
Stage costumes, school outfits, 
TV-show outfits, and accessories. I 
have about ten hats and 20 pairs of 
glasses. I like the round ones from 
Ray-Ban, because they cover up 
my face when I’m tired. I always 
wear this chainlet I got as a present 
from a Brazilian guy who owns a 
disco in Greece. I have to alter the 
watches I buy, because I have small 
wrists. When I want to look older, 
I wear a tie.

What is the difference between 
your stage and school outfits?
The stage outfits are more seri-
ous—very elegant and expensive. 
The school clothes are classical. 
Everybody knows who I am at 
school; I don’t need to show off. 
But I have to look good onstage, 
because that’s what my fans care 
about. I dress quite posh.

What does “posh” mean to you?
Fashionable. Clothes should show 
your best features. If it’s cheap, but 
I like how it looks, price doesn’t 
matter. Still, I feel expensive 
clothes fit you better. The shirt 
doesn’t need to have cufflinks, but 
it has to have a hard collar. I prefer 
fitted clothes; I don’t like clothes to 
hang about me.

during recession-tastic 1992. The upswing 
in the fur economy is the result of exploding 
consumer demand in emerging markets like 
Kazakhstan, Mongolia, and northern China, 
where the middle class is growing and dis-
covering how smooth and snuggly Canadian 
beaver coats and stoles can be. And suc-
cessful beaver conservation efforts over 
the past few decades means there should 
be enough warm, fuzzy beaver to wrap our 
bodies in for the forseeable future. 

LISTEN OUT LOUD
STREAM ALL THE MUSIC ON EARTH WIRELESSLY IN EVERY ROOM
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ROADKILL 
IS THE NEW 
BLACK
Gerry Armsworthy is a 
73-year-old “roadkill 
specialist” who makes 
stylish and practical winter 
wear out of animals he finds 
dead on the street. His home 
in Regina, Saskatchewan, is 
also his workshop, where 
he keeps seven sewing 
machines and a giant freezer 
for storing his collected 
carcasses. He creates 
upward of 100 pieces per 
year, selling them at local 
craft markets and through 
his made-to-order business. 

VICE: How did you get into this very unique line of 
business?
Gerry Armsworthy: Back when I was working and 
traveling around the province, I saw all these lovely 
animals whacked and lying on the side of the road. 
I had a hobby of sewing leather and needed some 
trim for my slippers, so I went to the library and 
got a few books on skinning, fleshing, and tanning.

Is useable roadkill hard to find? I imagine the 
majority is all torn up.
Not in Saskatchewan. On the highways there are 
a lot of wild coyotes, foxes, badgers, and raccoons 
that are always out forging for food. Most of the 
time they get hit at night.

BY KARA-LIS COVERDALE

ILLUSTRATION BY 

MAIA RUTH LEE

The laws of Saudi Arabia are based on strict Sharia principles, 
which require genders to be segregated and forbid women 
from driving, traveling alone, and achieving the same profes-
sional status as men. Of course, the effects on civil rights 
are a total bummer, but perhaps the most awkward Sharia 
by-product has to do with lingerie. Strangely, almost unbeliev-
ably, most of the Saudis selling women’s underwear are men. 
And in a country where a man and woman dancing together 
is the Western equivalent of having anal sex in the middle of 
a nursery, many ladies fi nd it uncomfortable to speak with a 
dude about panties and bras. 

Saudi women have been protesting this situation for years—
activist Reem Assaad, for instance, was the leader of a campaign 

BY EZRA POUNDLAND

ILLUSTRATION BY GRACE WILSON

But don’t the animals’ bodies basically explode on 
impact with the car?
No, the only way they fall apart is if the vehicle 
runs directly over them, but even then it’s not very 
much. They’re only not useable if they get hit by a 
16-wheeler and they become completely flat. But I 
don’t pick up the ones that are stuck to the road. I use 
the ones that are off to the side and in the ditches.

Do you price your furs according to scarcity?
Absolutely. My most expensive item is a hat made 
out of badger fur. The badger is one of the meanest 
animals of the weasel family and has beautiful fur, 
but it hibernates in the winter. They only get hit by 
cars when they wake up to eat.

Have you ever come across a cat or dog hit by a car 
and thought, “Hey, they’d make a nice hat!”
Oh no, I wouldn’t do that, but I have had some 
strange requests. I once had a guy who wanted 
me to process his dog. I told him he’d have to go 
somewhere else. I also had some fellow phone me 
up and tell me he wanted the skulls. My wife and I 
thought that was pretty strange. There’re all sorts 
out there.

Do you have any advice for someone who wants to 
do this? 
Most people don’t think of this, but when an 
animal gets hit by a car, one of the first things that 
happens to it is its bowels break. It can be very 
messy and stinky, and it’s rather discomforting 
when you skin it. When you’re cleaning the blood 
and innards just use water, but never hot water 
because it will cook the blood and you’ll never get 
it out. 

Mentioning 
Unmentionables in 
Saudi Arabia 

to boycott lingerie shops that employed men. Last July, their 
demands were fi nally heard by King Abdullah, who gave knicker 
merchants six months to lay off their male employees. (The king’s 
decree also extended to cosmetics stores.)

This isn’t the fi rst time offi cials tried to put the kibosh 
on men selling women’s undergarments. The labor ministry 
brought up the idea of banning lingerie salesmen three 
years ago, but for very stupid reasons it was opposed by the 
nation’s powerful clerics, who went so far as to issue a fatwa 
against women selling bras or lipstick. Women across the 
country protested the decision, culminating when a woman 
named Fatima Garoub launched a Facebook campaign called 
“Enough Embarrassment.”

Though the clergy remain opposed to the idea that a woman 
might be embarrassed by talking about bras and such with 
men, Abdullah stood by his decision, and the ministry of labor 
recently hired 400 inspectors to make sure the country’s lingerie 
sellers are complying with the new law. 

While women in Saudi Arabia only recently won the right to 
vote and run for offi ce (but can’t do so until 2015), and have far 
fewer employment opportunities than men, this small measure 
to make them comfortable under  their abayas is certainly a step 
in the right direction.

http://pfflyers.com
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F R O N T  O F  T H E  B O O K

Rapper Isaac Mutant was born and raised in the 
Cape Flats, so he seemed like a good person to ask 
about passion gaps. He wouldn’t tell me whether he 
himself had a gap but happily answered nearly all 
of my other questions.

VICE: How did this whole passion-gap trend start? 
Isaac Mutant: Ah, man, it was never a trend at all. 
Hell, the passion gap is a fucking way of life, my bra. 
It’s always been there as a part of colored culture.

When you say “colored,” do you mean people who 
don’t fall into the classifications of black or white? 
Yeah, colored people are, like, between black and 
white. It’s kind of a political thing, but colored 
people could be defined as all the fucking leftovers 
of South Africa. Doesn’t matter what their back-
ground is; colored is just all the people in poverty 
who were forgotten about. Poverty is what linked 
us all together, and also what forced us to deal with 
shit ourselves, so the passion gap came out of that 
as, like, a way of identifying yourself as part of 
colored culture.  

Does anyone just get grills and pretend they’ve had 
their teeth taken out?
Fuck grills. The passion gap is part of colored cul-
ture; all that grill stuff came afterward with people 
like Lil’ Wayne and all those American rappers. Fuck 
Lil’ Wayne, man. The passion gap’s got nothing to 
do with the hip-hop thing. It was around long before 
hip-hop ever came anywhere near South Africa.

Where do people get their gaps done? Do they go to 
licensed dentists?
I mean, some uptight, snobby, larny [slang for 
“snob”] types will go to the dentist, but I person-
ally don’t like to waste money. This is South 
Africa, man, so  there’s always a bra with a brother 
who can sort it out. Of course, the cheapest way 
to do it is sip on a bottle of rum and just get them 
teeth beat out of your mouth by the bra with the 
hardest knuckles.

BY JAMIE CLIFTON

PHOTOS BY 

SYDELLE WILLOW SMITH

SMILE AND SAY “PASSION GAP”
Having your four top teeth 
removed for the sake of fashion 
may seem a little extreme 
to the squeamish, but in the 
Cape Flats, an area in Cape 
Town, South Africa, where 
many nonwhites were forcibly 
relocated during apartheid, 
getting your chompers yanked 
out of your skull is on par with 
ear piercings. It’s common for 
teens to have teeth removed so 
they can buy flashy dentures, 
which are seen as status 
symbols and range from basic, 
street-cred-devoid porcelain to 
iced-out displays of gold and 
diamonds. The trend is widely 
known as the “passion gap,” 
and according to urban legend 
it started in a South African 
prison where high-ranking 
gang members would beat the 
teeth out of their “wyfies” 
(prison bitches) so that they 
could give better blowjobs. 

Fashion Is 
Destroying the Earth

When you go to a fancy-shmancy clothing store, you probably 
don’t think about the long process that caused your favorite new 
polyester thong-bottom leotard—or whatever—to get into your 
hands, but perhaps you should, you selfi sh little shit. Chances 
are the manufacturing of said garment resulted in either defor-
estation, pollution, a bunch of villagers in India being killed 
by bulldozers, or all of the above. Makes you feel pretty lousy, 
huh? To make you feel even worse, here are three of the fashion 
industry’s most harmful practices.

TANNERIES
Cow skin gets transformed into handbags and boots through a 
process called tanning, the most common type of which involves 
chromium compounds being sloshed all over the leather before 
it’s wrung out and dried. Some of these compounds are carcino-
gens that can cause boo-boos like ulcers, respiratory ailments, 
and kidney and liver damage. For extra bad vibes, tanneries 
tend to be clustered in low-income areas, which get turned into 
chromium dust bowls of misery. 

ARTISANAL GOLD MINING
In its natural state, gold is often mixed together with crap like 
silt and nonprecious ores, so it has to be isolated. One method 
of isolation often used in small-scale (artisanal) gold mining is 
mercury amalgamation, which consists of getting gold particles 
to stick to liquid mercury, then heating the mixture until the 
mercury vaporizes, leaving only the pay dirt behind. Problem is, 
mercury is extremely poisonous and if ingested can wreak havoc 
on your kidneys, heart, and nervous and respiratory systems. Not 
only is this bad news for workers who inhale the fumes when 
they’re pumping it into the ground, mercury can also build up in 
the earth, where it contaminates the entire food chain. 

COTTON PRODUCTION IN INDIA
In the late 90s, many cotton farmers in India were convinced 
(or conned) to switch to growing genetically modifi ed Bt cotton, 
which, while invulnerable to the troublesome bollworm, proved 
to be susceptible to numerous other pests. This forced farmers 
to buy more pesticides to protect their crops, sending them into 
a downward spiral of debt that has contributed to an epidemic 
of farmer suicides (200,000 in the past decade alone). Have fun 
showing off your “totes cute blouse” to your friends, though.

BY BRUNO BAYLEY

ILLUSTRATION BY KYLE PLATTS

BEWARE: TRANSCENDENTAL TRANSLUCENCE AWAITS.

http://spyoptic.com
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AMERICAN GOTHIC 
BY GRANT WOOD
Slap me with a homing 
sausage and call me Susan 
B. Cameltoe, because lit-
erally this painting could 
not be worse or gayer. 
Two old men holding a 
gay little salad fork?!?! It 
makes me more barfaroni 
than my recent meal of 
nine Four Lokos, a Slim 
Jim (no homo), a long 
banana (no homo), and a 
meat lovers’ P’Zone (no 
homo). This is gayer than 
Gay Gay Milne.

GIRL WITH 
A PEARL EARRING 
BY JOHANNES 
VERMEER
More like Girl With a 
Pearl Necklace.* (*More 
like Girl With the Lion 
Made out of Tigers.**) 
(**Good one, Ed, lion 
made out of tigers, write 
that one down and use it 
for a future design.)

NO. 5, 1948 
BY JACKSON POLLOCK
This is a bunch of color 
swizzles. But some of the 
swizzles look like a neon 
skull on the crest of a 
tsunami made of blood 
diamonds, so in that way 
this painting is great!

GUERNICA 
BY PABLO PICASSO
Guys, I’m gay. 

THE SCREAM 
BY EDVARD MUNCH
Oh my God. An awe-
some joke when I was 
doing the Mona Lisa 
would have been “Mona 
Lisa Car,” like “Mona, 
lease a car.” Holy SHIT, 
ED, WRITE THAT 
DOWN!!!!!!!!!

AN ED HARDY 
VELOUR TRACK SUIT 
BY ED HARDY
This is art. Pure art. It 
looks like it was designed 
by a girl in seventh grade 
who likes stickers and 
got into her dad’s speed-
ball kit.
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BY MEGAN AMRAM 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY JIM KREWSON 

ED HARDY, ART HISTORIAN

MONA LISA BY LEONARDO DA VINCI
What up what up what up!!!!!! Let’s talk about some weak-ass gay-ass 
art! I’m Ed EFFIN’ Hardy and I’m gonna be your M-F-in’ DOCENT! 
Which is just a silly fancy McGaylord way of saying “art yeller-at-er”!!! I 
got a BA in ART from internet college (WebMD.com, MAYBE YOU’VE 
HEARD OF IT) and a Four Loko in my MAN PURSE. I’m ready to 
GO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

So: the Mona Lisa. This is trash. How many tigers or skulls are in 
this painting? THE ANSWER IS ZERO, WHICH IS THE GAYEST 
NUMBER OF SKULLS OR TIGERS YOU CAN HAVE IN A 
PAINTING. Put some tigers around Lisa’s head and then, boom, you got 
the HARDY LISA. Then her little smile will mean: “Yeah, I got some 
bomb-ass tigers around my head, what you gonna do about it? Let’s 
make out and then go ivory poaching at Epcot!!!!” BOOM!

THE PERSISTENCE OF MEMORY BY SALVADOR DALÍ
THIS IS TRASH. Just like what I initially said about the Mona Lisa, but 
this time MUCH LOUDER, AS IF IT WAS IN ALL CAPS IN A CHAT 
ROOM FROM 2002!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Um, can someone say G-A-Y? I mean, I know I can, as I’ve proven 
before and will prove again now: GAY-GAY-GAY (sung to the tune 
of “Bad Romance” by Lady Gaga, which is DOUBLE GAY x 5-Hour 
Energy Drink). Here we got some clocks, which rhyme with cocks, 
which is urban slang for “wangs,” and some beige-ass desert shit. The 
only colors that should ever be in art, in order, are: NEON GREEN, 
NEON PINK, BOOB-COLORED (MANY DIFFERENT OPTIONS), 
FLUORESCENT TIGER, NEON PEEN (PINK + GREEN OR THE 
COLOR OF A PEEN, MANY DIFFERENT OPTIONS), FOUR LOKO-
INDUCED BARF.

THE LAST SUPPER BY LEONARDO DA VINCI
I may not know art (jk, I do), but I know what I like/that if I made a 
Swiss Hardy Knife, here is what I would put in it: scepter, tiger, tiny gun, 
Lisa Frank art kit, boobs and/or tits, Guy Fieri.

OK, so, The Last Supper! It’s an unbelievably beautiful depic-
tion of Jesus’s last moments of peace. HAHAHAHA, JUST 
KIDDING!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! More like Gay-sus’s last gayments 
of GAY! Did you see how I just replaced all major syllables of what I 
just said with gay?! I did that to highlight the gay nature of the art!! 
YOU NAILED THAT, ED. [Ed Hardy gives himself a high five and 
then sucks his own “peen.”] Now, in my humble opinion (IHOP), this 
painting could use some awesomeness, like a naked chick with rain-
bows for mush-melons. Maybe some tie-dyed roses and pizzas? OR A 
P’ZONE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
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LARGE CLOTHING
Tight clothes might 
be in style on the 
street right now, but 
wearing the same 
duds in jail might 
make you more allur-
ing to a certain breed 
of booty bandit. Plus, 
state-issued duds are 
going to be uncom-
fortable, so it’s best 
to at least have some 
room to let your nuts 
hang a little.

GLASSES
One of the few luxury 
items you’re allowed 
in jail is eyeglasses—
the government 
would rather not 
pay for your specs 
so they let you wear 
your own. So ball 
the fuck out and get 
some $400 Oliver 
Peoples glasses. Just 
watch out for guys 
with names like “Big 
D from Brownsville,” 
’cause they might 
break your ass wide 
open and yoink your 
fancy frames.

CUSTOM 
PRISONWEAR
Ask your people 
to buy you some 
threads from online 
prisonwear shops 
(yes, they exist) like
bustthemove.com.
You can have your 
own style in prison, 
within limits: 
Everything has to cost 
less than 50 bucks, 
and your choices are 
pretty much limited 
to solid-color, logo-
free sweat suits. And 
no blue, gray, or 
orange, because that’s 
what pork-chop COs 
wear. But anything 
will feel more luxuri-
ous on your skin than 
state-issued polyester. 

DRESSING UP 
FOR VISITORS
The visit room is the 
most important place 
to feel fly. You might 
only see your people 
or piece of ass a few 
times a year, so it’s 
important to try to 
look like you give 
a fuck. Try a nice 
collared polo shirt 
and wash your face, 
you slob.

SWITCH IT UP
Having a $50 limit on 
shoes is kind of rough 
if you’re trying to 
represent kingpin sta-
tus. One solution is 
to have your visitors 
wear an expensive 
pair of Jordans, and 
then swap kicks with 
them while no one’s 
looking and hope the 
COs don’t notice. 
You can also pull 
the switcheroo with 
religious jewelry—the 
only ornamentation 
inmates are allowed 
besides glasses. 

METICULOUS 
GROOMING 
If you decide to wear 
braids or cornrows 
while incarcerated 
it’s a pain in the 
nuts. You have to 
tie them up because 
you could potentially 
stash a banger or 
something up there. 
There are plenty of 
barbers in prison, but 
most of them can’t 
cut white-boy hair 
properly. My advice 
is to keep it simple 
and short. A shitty 
battery-operated 
beard trimmer will 
set you back about 
$20. Plus, obsessive 
grooming kills time 
and gets your mind 
off the unpleasantness 
of jail. 

BY BERT BURYKILL 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY NICK GAZIN 

LOOKING GOOD BEHIND BARS
Staying Fly When Your Wings Are Clipped

There are approximately 2.3 million people incarcerated in the United States, and yet hardly 
anyone is attending to the fashion needs of the prison-industrial complex! To remedy this injustice, 
we asked Bert Burykill, our recently-paroled penitentiary correspondent, to give us some inmate 
style tips. If you’re reading this in jail, take heed lest you become a human fifi towel. 

Photo: Vincent Skoglund

PLATTAN BAGIS
TANTO & MEDIS

SPRING /
SUMMER

www.urbanears.com
hello@urbanears.com

Available in
10 colors:

Feature 3.5mm standard
microphone and remote. 2012
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Ever since junior high I’ve been two things: a lesbian 
and addicted to hats. By high school my look had 
veered toward pervy degenerate, and the commin-

gling of these three characteristics meant that only a 
simple black beanie was an acceptable method of con-
trolling my banana curls.

Today it is my belief that wearing a hat for any other 
purpose than keeping one’s head warm—or hiding 
shameful hair—is the equivalent of teaching your body 
to suck shit up from your large intestine and blast it out 
the top of your skull like a poop water fountain from 
which everyone in range must drink. In other words, 
dumb hats are the manifestation of terrible personalities. 

Focusing my hate, I tried to approach women on the 
street to ask them whether they were aware of the tragic 
mistakes that encircled their brains. This, however, didn’t 
work out so well because they were insipid buffoons 
who wouldn’t let me take their photos or agree to let me 
use their real names. So instead, I present to you a few 
examples of hats lesbians like to wear that, if donned, will 
instantly make you a total asshole, interspersed with some 
anonymous back-and-forth with the gay gals I spotted 
wearing ugly caps in the street. 

THE LESBIAN BASEBALL CAP
I don’t care if you’re a bald dad, an alopecia-afflicted bull 
dyke, a frat guy, or a toddler—unless you’re sitting at a 
baseball game with a hot dog in your hand, you’re not 
allowed to wear a baseball hat. Even if you’re a profes-
sional baseball player, the minute you’re off the field you 
need to take that thing off your head and stuff it into 
some sweaty cubbyhole where no one can see it. Do you 
know the result of covering up a sweaty head with fabric? 
Dandruff flakes the size of your palm. And when lesbians 
pair one of these caps with something fun and flashy like an 
ill-fitting blazer or a polar fleece zip-up that’s three sizes too 
big, you know what they look like? Human dandruff. So 
when I spotted a piece of dried-up scalp skin blowing down 
the street, I just had to ask her a few questions. 

VICE: Hey, slugger!
Lesbian: What? Do I know you? 

No, but I bet you’ve got a really low ERA. 
What are you talking about? 

BY KELLY McCLURE 

ILLUSTRATION BY 
SAM TAYLOR

You know, baseball. The American dream. Are you on 
steroids? 
Fuck you. [storms off across the street]

THE LESBIAN FEDORA 
The list could really start and end right here because wear-
ing a fedora is literally the most disgusting fashion choice 
I can think of, regardless of your sexual orientation or 
gender. I don’t care if it’s Halloween and you’re dressing 
up like Johnny Depp from that movie where he fucked a 
schizophrenic, or if you bumped your head on an armoire 
at IKEA while leaning down to pick up the chain wal-
let that slipped out of your pocket and all of a sudden 
thought you were living in the Gay 20s; this is the most 
severe type of hat crime. Don’t believe me? Check out this 
conversation I had with a real-life lesbian fedora wearer:

VICE: Hi, my name’s Kelly. Would it be OK if I took a 
picture of your hat for an article I’m writing for VICE?
Lesbian: Um, no, that would make me very uncomfort-
able because I’m uptight about my whole life and make 
random rules about what’s OK or not OK to do. Plus, 
I know that your magazine supports the patriarchy and 
doesn’t shop organic.

Can I at least ask you a few questions? 
Yes, but make it quick. I’m late for my kombucha class.

OK. My first question is: Do you play the banjo?
No.

I see. Might you be an extra in Boardwalk Empire, 
or some sort of movie/show about ragtime music or 
“newspapermen”?
I’m absolutely scandalized by these questions. You 
should be ashamed of yourself.

THE LESBIAN NONSENSE HAT
These are the type of hats you sometimes see lesbians 
wearing that are usually knit or fleece and are com-
monly used for skiing (which is completely acceptable). 
Typically, however, they are worn any ole place the 
wearer damn well chooses in an attempt to show people 
that she’s quirky and maybe has a sardonic sense of 
humor but still thoroughly enjoys life. Do you know 
what I’m talking about? Sometimes these hats look 
like its wearer slapped a dinosaur’s butt on her head, 
or they’re topped with a yarn Mohawk, or maybe they 
even suggest an Indian headdress of some sort. I spotted 
a lady wearing one of these the other day while walking 
down the street toward the dildo store, and I just had to 
ask her why her head looked like fucking Bart Simpson’s. 

VICE: Hey, you! Are you a comedienne? 
Lesbian: Huh?

I said, are you a comedienne? 
No, why?

Because your hat makes you look like shit and it’s mak-
ing me laugh.
[mumbles something under her breath while turning her 
back to me and walking away] 

HATS OFF, LESBIANS
Gay Women and Their Moronic Headwear 

http://sanuk.com
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Even as you pull that flak jacket over your camo trou-
sers and stuff a sequined sweater into your knapsack 
(there might be a dance party after the demo), even 

as you draw an A on your arm and circle it or tattoo 
meat is murder on your vegan-sleek tummy, the ghosts 
of progressive fashions past are cheering you on.

Every generation of rabble-rousers believes it has 
invented its own unique style and negotiated its own 
sartorial relationship with the larger world, but those 

BY LYNN YAEGER 
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LOOKS LIKE A LEFTY
Fashion’s Grand History of Protest, Revolution, 
and Civil Rights

activists who have gone before, on whose incendiary 
shoulders we proudly stand, also had their special ways 
of signifying to one another. Without saying a word, 
they were members of a larger movement.

The subject is far too vast to tackle in one little 
article, but as natty dressers around the globe prepare 
to suit up and carry the tumultuous messages of 2011 
forward—from Occupy Wall Street to the streets of 
the Middle East and collective actions in the squares 
of Leicester, Tahrir, Red, and Pearl—it could be a 
fun exercise to take a moment to examine the outfits 
favored by our illustrious activist ancestors over the 
past 100 or so years.

Herein is a brief, deeply personal, resolutely nonex-
haustive, highly abbreviated look at a century of great 
moments in our shared revolutionary sartorial history.
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WOMEN WHO FOUGHT 
FOR THE RIGHT TO VOTE

These valiant early-20th-cen-
tury feminists, properly know 
as suffragists (suffragette is a 
derogatory term, invented by the 
right-wing press of the time), may 
have employed everything from 
hunger strikes to violent civil dis-
obedience in their struggle for the 
franchise, but that doesn’t mean 
they didn’t have their own pris-
tine fashion code. This included 
long white dresses enhanced with 
slogan-bearing sashes, which 
were frequently rendered in dis-
tinctive color schemes: purple, 
white, and green in England; 
purple, white, and gold in the 
US. There was even suffrage 
jewelry crafted in these hues, not 
to mention the famous Holloway 
brooch—a simple silver pin fash-
ioned to resemble a prison gate, 
bestowed by the British Women’s 
Social and Political Union on suf-
fragists who had done time in 
London’s Holloway Prison for 
their public dissent.

BEAT GENERATION
“Add zest to your Tuxedo Park 
party... rent a beatnik, completely 
equipped: beard, eye shades, old 
army jacket, Levis, frayed shirts, 
sneakers or sandals (optional). 
Deductions allowed for no beard, 
baths, shoes, or haircuts. Lady 
beatniks also available, usual 
garb: all black.” Believe it or 
not, in 1959 New York photog-
rapher Fred McDarrah actually 
advertised this “Rent-a-Beatnik” 
service, a (one assumes) largely 
tongue-in-cheek venture that 
would dispatch a dissolute citizen 
of bohemia to your middle-class, 
middlebrow fete for a fee of 
$40 per night. And what would 
this emissary wear? If he were a 
poetry spouting, finger-snapping 
swinger, maybe a turtleneck and 
a beret; if a female existential-
ist were sent to liven things up, 
she would have perhaps sported 
a leotard with a pencil skirt or 
capri pants, free-form silver 
jewelry, and ballet flats. (Have 
a look at Audrey Hepburn in 
1957’s Funny Face if you need 
proof of just how glamorous 
black tights and dance slippers 
can be.)

CIVIL RIGHTS
Sometimes the connection between 
fashion styles and social protest 
is oblique; in other instances it 
mounts a soapbox of its own. 
In the case of the civil rights 
movement, the slogan “Black Is 
Beautiful” was a direct refutation 
of the racist ideas about style and 
fashion that white society forced 
down everyone’s throats, includ-
ing the belief that there was such 
a thing as “good” (i.e., straight) 
hair. Like so many other exam-
ples of what leftists call false 
consciousness, this notion was 
rightly turned on its head: By the 
height of the movement in the late 
60s, a woman like the gorgeous 
activist Angela Davis (who, by 
the way, is still out there today—
Professor Davis even visited New 
York’s Occupy Wall Street last 
October) was resplendent in 
high-waisted bell-bottoms, rid-
ing boots, denim jackets, and, not 
least, a legendarily humongous 
and stunning Afro. (So threaten-
ing was this coiffure that Davis 
was rumored to have smuggled a 
firearm in her tresses.) 

THE PEACE MOVEMENT
How does one sum up the fashion 
preferences of the 1960s antiwar 
movement in a few sentences? It 
was a decade of profound shifts, 
an era that began with helmet 
hair, girdles, garters, bullet bras, 
pillbox hats, and depressing little 
white gloves for women (worn 
even in the dead of summer) 
and ended with a miniskirted 
Bernardine Dohrn strutting on 
the floor of the Students for a 
Democratic Society convention 
wearing, in the recollection of 
then SDS president Greg Calvert, 
“an orange sweater and purple 
skirt, and while everyone else had 
‘Stop the War’ buttons, hers said: 
‘Cunnilingus Is Cool, Fellatio Is 
Fun.’” The decade saw the ascen-
dance of conceits like fringe and 
tie-dye, when the freethinking 
students who took to the streets 
experimented not just with new 
political ideas but also by don-
ning seemingly unlikely clothing 
combinations—army jackets over 
Victorian lace dresses worthy of 
suffragists, dashikis dancing 
with denim, men with the kind 
of long, flowing hair that hadn’t 
been fashionable in more than 
100 years. 
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GAY RIGHTS
Recalling her participation in 
the Stonewall Rebellion of June 
1969, Maria Ritter, who at the 
time was known to her family 
as Steve, said, “My biggest fear 
was that I would get arrested. My 
second-biggest fear was that my 
picture would be in a newspaper 
or on a television report in my 
mother’s dress!”

Audiences may now indulge 
in the guilty pleasure of RuPaul’s 
Drag Race, and Cher’s son, born 
a daughter, may be endearing 
to those glued to Dancing with 
the Stars, but not so long ago 
the simple act of men dressing 
as women, or women donning 
men’s clothing, constituted a 
criminal offense. The insanity 
of these laws was exemplified 
by New York statutes, which 
required citizens to wear at least 
three items appropriate to their 
“real sex” or risk arrest. Drag 
was civil disobedience. 

WOMEN’S LIBERATION
As it turns out, the myth of rabid 
feminists burning their bras is 
just that—a fable. (The conceit 
was apparently dreamed up by 
a feminist journalist to liken the 
nascent women’s movement to 
draft-card-burning rallies.) While 
they may not have torched their 
dainties, on September 7, 1968, 
woman’s rights advocates demon-
strated on the boardwalk outside 
the Miss America pageant in 
Atlantic City, where participants 
(many in t-shirts, more than a few 
no doubt sans brassieres) were 
encouraged to toss materials that 
symbolized their gender oppres-
sion—girdles, high heels, hair 
curlers, etc.—into a “Freedom 
Trash Can.” Their original intent 
was to immolate these offending 
items, but alas, protesters weren’t 
granted a permit to light a fire on 
the boardwalk.

PUNKS
“God save the queen/ She ain’t 
no human being / And there’s 
no future/  In England’s dream-
ing,” the Sex Pistols’ Johnny 
Rotten sang in 1977. Though 
he insisted the band and their 
songs were apolitical (and that 
he didn’t “even know the name 
of the prime minister”), history 
has proved otherwise. 

In 1976, Vivienne Westwood 
and her partner, the late Malcolm 
McLaren, opened a shop on the 
King’s Road in London called 
Seditionaries. The name embod-
ied the nihilistic rebelliousness 
of their young customers, such 
as Rotten, whose Pink Floyd 
t-shirt featuring the band mem-
bers’ eyes scratched out and the 
added slogan of “Hate” was one 
of McLaren’s favorites.  

Of course, dissolute street 
kids had no money to shop at 
Seditionaries or its offspring, but 
anyone wishing to express their 
dark enthusiasms could afford 
the price of a safety pin to pierce a 
cheek, or a jar of pomade to grease 
up a Mohawk, or a knife to tear 
up a pair of trousers to let a swath 
of bruised flesh show through. 

OCCUPY WALL STREET
To look back on the encamp-
ment in Zuccotti Park, and its 
sister demonstrations around the 
globe, is to see in living color vir-
tually all the progressive fashion 
trends of the past century—Afros 
and army jackets, Beat berets and 
pierced protuberances, denim 
and Doc Martens. And if long 
white suffrage dresses have yet 
to make an appearance, there 
is certainly the occasional long 
flowery frock, along with plenty 
of slogan-bearing buttons and 
badges—the modern-day equiva-
lent of those Holloway brooches.

This brings us to 2012, and 
the question of what looks 
will show up at this summer’s 
potentially scorching political 
conventions (fashion inspired 
by Chicago 1968?). Regardless 
of how young activists decide to 
costume themselves at these gath-
erings and what people make of 
it, we all owe a great debt to our 
cross-dressing, bearded, white-
gowned, braless elders. They 
paved the way for us not only 
with their clothes but with their 
lives. 

http://suprafootwear.com
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Igor hanging out in Montmartre, Paris, in his tin-can shoes and a bunch of fabric he found, topped off with a traditional Croatian vest.
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BY MILÈNE LARSSON
PHOTOS BY MACIEK POZOGA

Archival Images Courtesy of Igor Dewe

Igor Dewe is just the sort of jollification injection the pouty, dour-
faced fashion industry needs: a hairy 21-year-old French guy who 
gained notoriety by dressing in rainbow-tie-dyed Lycra shorts, heel-

less platform pumps, and a Turkish hat while sexily grooving his hips 
and soaping up the limos of stuck-up journalists as they arrived at Paris 
Fashion Week. Igor is a dancer, performer, fashion activist, and de-
signer, and he makes the most original and insane footwear we’ve ever 
seen. We’re talking 16-inch platforms made out of fruit, tin cans, sand 
castles, candle wax, and leaves. Not only does he create the shoes with 
his own hands, he also crafts equally spectacular outfits and perfor-
mance art pieces. For instance, he once hooked a fruit juicer up to his 
crotch and invited people to slurp the sweet goodness that dribbled 
out of an attached plastic hose. Of course, we had to speak with Igor 
for the betterment of those sad souls of the fashion industry—and the 
world at large. 

VICE: Helllllloooooo, Igor. How do you come up with your crazy 
shoe ideas?
Igor Dewe: I don’t know. I just play around with whatever I find and 
work a lot with concepts. I started making shoes because I couldn’t afford 
to keep buying Yves Saint Laurent and Christian Louboutin shoes. I built 
my first pair out of a pallet of wood, and then I made a pair out of tin 
cans. My father has an atelier where he welds parts for airplanes. I use 
his equipment to make strong, architectural, and masculine shoes. 

So you believe that men can wear heels and still look masculine?
Yes! Take orthopedic shoes, for example. They do wonders for people 
with deformed feet. I find the concept of those shoes interesting; you 
can’t tell where the foot is, so you can lengthen the silhouette without 
anyone knowing. I think that’s genius—that they enable you to change 
your body according to your desires. I would love to have super-tall 
and beautiful legs, but a pair of orthopedic shoes tailored for me would 
cost $6,000! So I make my own versions instead.

How, exactly, does one walk in 16-inch heels?
It’s actually pretty easy, but they can be heavy and sometimes I cut 
myself on them. I like how walking around in my shoes is a challenge. 
I’m not scared of falling over, I just walk out. Sometimes I have to go 
back home because blood is pouring all over me and I can’t walk.

Are your shoes for sale?
I don’t think I could sell them, as they are pretty fragile and they take 
ages to build. 

If there’s no commercial gain, why put in all of this work?
When I see photos of my performances, I’m like, “Am I crazy? Why 
did I go there and do that?!” I guess I have this psychological need 
to perform and create. If I don’t challenge myself, if I don’t build the 
shoes I’ve sketched or make a performance and a video, I’m depressed 
and feel like a failure. It’s like an urge, a sexual drive. You don’t know 
what will happen when you’re performing on the streets, and that’s the 
adrenaline kick I’m after. It makes me feel alive. 

Do you have representation? An agent or a gallery?
No. I would like to get exposure, but I’m really bad with the whole 
communication and marketing process.

Come on, you’re a marketing genius. The performance you did out-
side Galliano’s final show for Dior, where you dressed like a Roman 
emperor in crazy-high platform shoes, holding flowers and a sign that 
said “The King Is Gone,” was a brilliant publicity stunt. You must 
have put a lot of thought into that. 
Even though Galliano said some horrible things and deserves what hap-
pened to him, I still wanted to pay homage to him for what he’s done. 
Galliano and Jean Paul Gaultier are my favorite designers because they 
bring folklore and forgotten cultures back to life in a modern mix of 
ethnic glamour. Some of Galliano’s friends came up to me and thanked 
me. I don’t know whether Galliano saw me, but I was in a lot of news-
papers. Even Boy George posted about me on his blog.

Why did you start doing these performances if not for promotion of 
your footwear?
I met some new friends a couple of years ago, and we started party-
ing a lot. Eventually they moved in with me. That’s how I met Maja 
Bergström, who makes my videos. We needed money for rent, so we 
started doing performances under the name House of Drama. We’ve 
performed at clubs, art fairs, fashion events, and even the Cannes fes-
tival. I still perform with them, but I like to have my own thing on the 
side as well.

What was your first solo performance? 
Money Mercy, in which I begged for money off to the side of the 
catwalks during Paris Fashion Week, dressed in a Gypsy- and folklore-
inspired outfit and Nina Ricci platform shoes. I love fashion, but 
Fashion Week has become such a fake, commercial mega-event with 
police surveillance and high security. I felt this urge to protest, to 
stain that perfect universe of luxury and beauty, to which only the 
elite is invited, and bring it back to reality. I wanted to remind people 
that fashion also takes place outside, on the streets. The second per-
formance I did was a protest against the editors in chief and fashion 
journalists who take themselves for stars and arrive in limos. I figured, 
“I’m going to trash their cars!” 

Are you speaking of the performance you documented in the Fashion 
Carwash video? I love that video! Especially the bit when the body-
guard pours the bucket of soapy water over you.
Yes, the guard and I had a little fight. Fashion has become so serious 
and boring. I wanted to bring some humor to it all.

I’ve noticed that almost all your performances are interactive in some 
way. You invite passersby to get involved. 
Yeah, the interaction with the public is important to me. I like to work 
with the street and test people’s reactions. Whether they get upset, 
angry, happy, or curious when they see me, it creates a connection, 
which I really like.

SHOES MAKE THE MAN
Igor Dewe Cobbles Together Footwear out of All Kinds of Shit
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It’s funny that most of your performances take place 
in Paris, because Parisians are famously cruel to those 
who purposefully stand out in a crowd. 
That’s true. The atmosphere in Paris isn’t exactly 
friendly. I feel like people are getting darker, and it 
scares me. It feels like something dark is coming; maybe 
it’s just the economic crisis, but I have an eerie feeling 
that fascism is on its way back. I only perform when 
I have the courage. I’m often depressed and feel like 
nobody needs me. 

We definitely need you.
I always perform when I’m traveling, though. It’s a 
great way of meeting a new country. Last time I was 
in New York, I performed every day and it was amaz-
ing because people were so positive. I really felt like 
Mickey Mouse. I would love to go back, but I can’t 
return to the States right now because I was recently 
thrown in jail for a night after one of my performances 
at Art Basel in Miami. 

You were locked up? For what?
Yes, it was horrible. I was supposed to perform at a 
night hosted by Le Baron [a Parisian nightclub] at a 
hotel, but there were so many people outside I couldn’t 
get in. I tried the staff entrance at the back, but the 
guards threw me out violently on the pavement. Then 
six security guys came and held me down. When the 
police arrived I tried to explain what had happened 
and that I was supposed to perform, but they said they 
didn’t care and that “we don’t wear high heels like that 
on the street in this city.” Then they threw me in jail.

You were thrown in jail for wearing high heels?
Yeah, it was crazy.

Do you frequently get hassled by police and security 
during your performances?
Yes, all the time! It’s really annoying and tiring, and I 
have to have authorization if I want to perform now.

But it’s just clothing and shoes. Can’t you dress how 
you want? 
No. Even if I’m wearing a carpet and a miniskirt they’ll 
threaten to arrest me because I’m “naked.” But I’m 
not naked! I like to protest for political causes as well, 
but I always encounter problems with the police. The 
last political protest I did was my Grève de Vêtements 
Pour Sauver la Grèce [Garment Strike to Save Greece] 
performance, when I walked around in leaves, flowers, 
and platform shoes, ancient-Greek style. 

What’s next for you?
I don’t know. I’m trying to ask myself what I want 
to do, but it’s hard. When I see all the shoes I have 
assembled, I think that maybe one day I could do an 
exhibition with them and the videos. That would be 
nice. 

To see more of Igor’s shoes and watch some of his hilarious videos, visit 
www.igordewe.com.

It took ages for Igor to collect the shells for these shoes, and tube after tube of superglue to make them 
sturdy, but they still dissolved the third time he waded into the water. Now they only exist in his video 
The Little Sand Castle.
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Igor claims he wears his high-platform metallic shoes (top right) for orgies with his robot friends and then puts on the candle shoes (top left) to pray and ask forgiveness for his sins. He spent 
two days making his fruit shoes (bottom), which you can see in his Selling My Juice video.
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ANOINTED ATTIRE
Catholics in Mexico Love Dressing Baby Jesus in Costumes

Mexican Catholics think Baby Jesus is 
so goddamn adorable they can’t resist 
putting him in all sorts of cute little 

outfits and costumes. This is especially true 
in December, when the veneration of Niño 
Dios (God Child) kicks into full gear. On 
Christmas Eve, families gather around their 
Nativity scenes to delicately place a figurine 
of the newborn Christ into his manger,  where 
he will rest until February 2, the date of the 
Candlemas celebration commemorating the 
purification of the Virgin Mary.

 Officially, the Catholic Church approves 
only a handful of variants, such as the Niño 
Divino (Divine Child), the Good Shepherd, 
and the Baby Jesus of Nazareth. All represent 
the same Christ child but are dressed differ-
ently, depending on the type of prayer or 
virtue associated with each look. But the prac-
tice has evolved beyond its sanctioned roots 
and has become a mini-industry in the process. 
Today, elaborate Christ figures are available 
in many different sizes, poses, and skin colors; 
it is common to see them dressed in pajamas, 
surgeon scrubs, princely robes, and even the 
garb of Aztec warriors. 

First introduced by Europeans more than 
400 years ago, Baby Jesus figurines are 
traditionally given as gifts, with the giver 
appointed godparent of the child for the next 
three years. During this time he or she must 
provide clothes for the little one, following a 
mandatory dress code: Year one sees the child 
wearing a white knit outfit; during the second 

it is dressed like an angel (including gilded 
wings); and for the third year the godchild is 
adorned in a celestial white robe. After this 
final stage, the godparents are dismissed and 
the figure can be dressed to reflect its keeper’s 
prayers—even if this means dressing Baby 
Jesus as a soccer player on one’s favorite team. 

Doña Lupe owns a mini-Jesus tailor-
ing operation in Mexico City and says the 
market is booming. In just seven years, her 
company has grown from a roadside stand to 
a well-established wholesaler. “We produce 
all the costumes during the year, and from 
December to February we focus only on sell-
ing them,” she said. “I ship products all over 
the country, to places such as Matehuala, 
Monterrey, and Oaxaca. I even have a new 
customer in Denver.”

Although some church officials condemn 
the custom, arguing that Jesus should be not 
dressed up like a child’s doll, many priests 
have come to terms with the practice. At 
the Church of San Bartolomé we met Fray 
Pedro, a priest in his 80s who was ordained 
when he was 13. “It is not the image that 
matters, but the love we show is what really 
keeps all this going on,” he said. “Since God 
is all and God is love, then we are all praying 
to the same ol’ friend. The Virgin Mary is 
dressed and named different ways in many 
countries. Even the image of Jesus in the 
cross is altered. He was crucified naked! We 
place that white piece of cloth around his 
waist out of mere respect.” 
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N IÑO FUTBOLISTA (CHILD SOCCER PLAYER)—Most Mexicans are fanatical about two things: soccer and religion. Naturally, many pray to Niño Futbolista during shootouts, 
corner kicks, and any other time a miracle is needed on the field. He’s so popular that he’s displayed year-round at the San Miguel Church in Tacuba, Mexico City.
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NIÑO DE LAS SUERTES (CHILD OF FORTUNES)—Parents of missing children pray to this incarnation of Baby Jesus in hopes that he will wake during the middle of the 
night and patrol the streets for lost little ones. He is exhibited all year long at the Convent of San Bernardo in Xochimilco, Mexico City.

Doña Lupe with her favorite Baby Jesus figure outside her store, Trajes Tejidos y Bordados Lupe, in downtown Mexico City. 
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NIÑO ANGEL (ANGEL CHILD)—Baby Jesus in his heaven-approved second-
year outfit. 

NIÑO CIRUJANO (SURGEON CHILD)—All scrubbed up and ready to go, 
Niño Cirujano receives the prayers of patients undergoing intensive surgery.

NIÑO DE LA FE Y EL TRABAJO (WORK AND FAITH CHILD)—Perhaps the most 
topical Baby Jesus of these financially uncertain times is this pint-size blue-clad 
guy. He is venerated by job seekers or those looking for more stability in life. 
Not to be confused with Niño de la Abundancia (Baby Jesus of Abundance).

NIÑO BEBÉ TEJIDO (BABY WITH EMBROIDERED DRESS)—Baby Jesus in 
his super-snuggly first-year outfit.



56  VICE.COM VICE.COM  57

BY COSTANTINO DELLA GHERARDESCA
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It’s not hyperbole to say that Yves Saint Laurent is the great-
est, most evocative name in the history of fashion. Stefano 
Pilati has been the company’s creative director for the past 

decade, defining yet another era with his analytic eye for de-
sign and plainspoken opinions about fashion’s place in modern 
culture. Before taking the helm at YSL, Stefano worked closely 
with Tom Ford and Miuccia Prada, perhaps the most innova-
tive figures in Italian fashion of the past 20 years.

While Stefano was the most suitable candidate to take over 
the billion-dollar fashion house after Tom Ford’s departure, 
that doesn’t mean he didn’t piss off a lot of people in the 
process. And while writing about and interviewing those in 
the fashion industry can very quickly veer into pretentious 
nonsense, to be honest, for people who—like me—live fashion 
the same way others live music or art, Stefano’s as real as it 
gets. So far he’s managed to keep YSL economically viable 
while fl ying the banner of elegance and weirdness fi rst raised 
by his mentor and master, Yves—a psychotic genius whose 
madness created a new way of communication. But things are 
changing for designers; times are tough and battles must be 
picked carefully. As Kim Jong-il used to say, “He who is afraid 
of a challenge will never be a good revolutionary.” Stefano 
is undoubtedly a revolutionary fi gure, and he’s not afraid of 
provocation—whether that means serving up controversy or 
sitting back while fashion bloggers bitch about him.

 I conducted the following interview with Stefano via Skype. 
He was sitting in his offi ce in Paris, dressed to the nines, while I 
wasted away on my bed like a Nan Goldin photograph.

VICE: The vision you brought to Yves Saint Laurent is much 
different—and some would say more daring and perverse—
than your predecessor, Tom Ford. Were there people in the 
fashion industry who weren’t happy with your ideas and whose 
opposition you had to overcome? 
Stefano Pilati: Of course! I came across many diffi culties, and at 
times still do. Mine has been a serious, respectful, professional 
path, based on the fundamental idea of elegance at YSL. Some of 
the choices I make in my collections, however, are ultimately due 
to business, but I think they can still be seen as glamorous choices 
nevertheless. Some of this has to do with the fact that when 
I started, the company was losing a lot of money—75 million 
euros a year. I didn’t start from scratch, I started at negative 75 
million. I had to strike a balance. I was asked to be innovative 
while respecting the tradition of the maison, but I also had to 
be commercial and salable. People were expecting fi reworks, 
but I never gave them any. I had to lay the foundation fi rst. 

Would it be fair to say that your infl uence was subtle but signifi cant? 
Yeah, I created a new silhouette. In 2004, everybody was hang-
ing around with low-waisted pants and skirts. It was disgusting! 
You’d walk down the streets and see fat asses in low-cut jeans. 
So I said to myself, “Maybe we don’t have to keep on seeing 
that.” That’s when I raised the waistline and tightened it up 

with belts and stuff. It’s a silhouette that’s still the basis for 
many things today; it’s still working. And in fact, despite the 
initial criticisms, I was given the credit for it. 

What kind of diffi culties did you have to go through when you 
joined YSL?
You know, YSL—unfortunately for me—is already strongly 
defi ned in people’s imaginations. Pretty much everyone has an 
opinion about it. You make fl ounced skirts, they ask for capes; 
you do capes, they ask for tuxedos; you do the tuxedo, they 
want it more 70s; if you go 60s, no, you should have gone to 
the 80s. My hardest challenge was putting all this bullshit aside. 
When I create a piece of clothing, I think of today’s life—dyna-
mism, the role of women in society, and her behavior in given 
situations. I’m speaking of women who play leading roles in 
our society, not just the big-spender wife or lover who spends 
her days being fucked by her rich boyfriend. I try to include all 
of society in my creations. That’s the most challenging thing. 
Saint Laurent is maybe the most complex brand in the fashion 
system, because you have to face people’s imagination, which 
is infi nite, just as infi nite as Yves’s work was. He was maybe 
the most prolifi c designer in the history of fashion. From the 
60s to the 80s—I’m talking about the birth of prêt-à-porter—
that’s when he was most active, and it’s also when the fashion 
industry reached the next level. 

Perhaps the epitome of women and glamour, at least in main-
stream culture, is the red-carpet outfi t—women in LA, wearing 
long gowns at 4 PM, all made up as if they were an anchor-
woman on a newscast, with 1930s hairdos. It’s one of the most 
inelegant things imaginable. We have no icons of elegance; we 
don’t have a Grace Kelly. Are there any contemporary women 
whom you would consider exemplars of elegance? 
Generally speaking, or referring specifi cally to Yves Saint 
Laurent?

In general.  
My idea of elegance—and this refers to women as well as 
men—is that someone is elegant when he or she shows a good 
knowledge of what fi ts them, where you can fi nd naturalness 
and self-esteem. Not showing off. Elegance is the idea of show-
ing an optimistic depiction of oneself, and to lose oneself in the 
frivolity of style and fashion. Nowadays nobody gives a shit 
about being elegant, or chic. If you’re doing it, you’re doing 
it for yourself, because it’s your way of being. When you’re 
not thinking, “This is fashion,” and you’re not buying clothes 
to create statements, you’re on the right path. If fashion goes 
low waisted and you’re fat bottomed, well, forget it; don’t put 
slim-fi tting jeans on. They’re going to look awful on you. You 
should dress in black; it would be better. 

But seriously, it’s not easy to fi nd elegant women. There are 
a few, the majority of whom are old—and there are one or 
maybe two in the world who created a new style when they 

THE END OF ELEGANCE
YSL’s Stefano Pilati Explains Why Fashion May Never Be Fashionable Again
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were young. Today when I go to New York and survey art and 
fashion, I see smart women and the level is high. But there’s a 
difference between this and saying a woman is elegant. 

Are there any particular artists or other creative people from 
whom you draw inspiration? 
I’m not like that. My culture is self-taught and based on curios-
ity. I grew up in the 80s and my iconic artists are Cy Twombly, 
Hermann Nitsch, and… there are a whole bunch of them. But 
I’ve never found myself leafi ng through the pages of an art book 
and thinking, “Now let’s do a collection inspired by Rothko.” 
Maybe architecture. For my next collection I showed my assis-
tants some of Gio Ponti’s interiors in the University of Padova. 
They have a strict, linear form combined with traces of original-
ity. Sometimes I take the cue from some master who inscribed 
in his work a general aesthetic sense that inspires me. You have 
to remember that I work in a highly inspirational environment. 
Our archives are insane. Yves created a lot of different work. 
He made Mondrian dresses, Picasso jackets, etc. 

Is the idea of fashion as part of contemporary culture—along-
side music and art—still valid? Or has the market transformed 
the reality and perception of what is fashionable into some sort 
of abstraction?  
Fashion is not fashion anymore. I am sure of this, but nobody 
realizes this because the world is full of romantics like me—people 
who continue to believe in it. Now “fashionable” can mean 
anything. Everything is fashion. Anything can become fashion. 
A while ago, things were more elitist, and this allowed it to 
be more aspirational and directional, and this would inspire 
others. It might have even—to use a horrible term—“taught” 
others. Nowadays, what can you teach? I might make a collec-
tion in fl annel, and then the next guy makes a collection using 
technical see-through nets. If somebody doesn’t know much 
about fashion, what can he draw from this? What can he learn? 
It makes no sense! He can’t use fashion as a road map, he’s lost. 
Nowadays, it’s all business. 

The other problem is that fashion, as a system, is very insular 
and introverted. We constantly recycle the same concepts and 
express them through the same modes of representation. The 
moment you start making videos or move off the catwalk, most 
journalists will have no fucking clue what you’re doing because 
they don’t have the time, willingness, or culture to really under-
stand something new. You’ll be misunderstood, and you’ll have 
no choice but to return to doing the things that follow the 
language everyone understands. 

Yves Saint Laurent brought street fashion to the catwalk with 
his Beat collections in the 60s, and then he created prêt-à-porter. 
Over the past 20 or so years, I can’t think of many designers 
who crystallized youth culture in their work like he did. Maybe 
Raf Simons or Junya Watanabe. Is high fashion’s relationship 
with streetwear offi cially over?
The real question is: What can you take out of streetwear? 
Girls are all wearing miniskirts and leggings and leather jack-
ets. We’ve already seen all of this. Streetwear never taught me 
anything. Consider this: Yves Saint Laurent was one of the fi rst 
designers to revisit vintage. If you read his biography, you’ll see 
it. He used to go to London to the fi rst secondhand markets and 
fi nd clothes from the 30s. That’s how he invented the tuxedo. 
He bought a man’s smoking jacket and put it on one of his 
muses. That’s how most of his innovations began. Today you 
can do that type of research, but it’s hard to create a story like 
that, because too many have already been told about almost 

everything. Personally, I view my work like that of an artisan. 
I am very egocentric in this sense. I work in fashion to express 
my own self, because it’s the only way I know how.

Do you think fashion is misunderstood because the people who 
create it speak a different creative language from those who 
consume and analyze it? 
When people enter our store they imagine cashmeres, silk cra-
vats, shirts in crepe de chine, crocodile shoes. Obviously, we 
make them, but it’s like hitting myself in the balls. I have 800 
cashmere coats and 900 silk cravats. My point is, your work 
can’t just be a selfi sh journey. You’re working for a brand, not 
your brand. You have to adapt. I like to let myself go with some 
ideas, but you have to have the rest of the company on board 
with you and deal with those dickheads who are only business-
men—the ones who ruined fashion, people who move from 
Danone to YSL like it’s the most natural transition in the world. 

In the 70s, at his peak, Saint Laurent lived a very exciting life, 
or at least it seemed this way from the outside: drugs, rent boys, 
etc. Do you think a contemporary designer in today’s fashion 
landscape could ever get away with behaving like that? 
I don’t think you can, because today it’s a real offi ce job that 
goes beyond any normal conception of what time one should 
devote to work. I work 24 hours a day, essentially. I have to 
make a collection every two months. You have to be in shape; 
you have to be more athlete than rock star. The real problem 
is that fashion isolates you. When you go outside that world 
and meet the 90 percent of society who have no clue what 
you’re doing, you end up choosing to go back home with your 
friends. Or maybe you run away for ten days and party like 
an animal, and then it takes you ten days to recover and you 
hope nobody noticed. Today, excess has to be kept within the 
private sphere. But you know about my past and that I used to 
get high. When I used to really use, at Prada, a guy found out, 
and he told me, “Well, David Bowie made his best records when 
he was using.” That was maybe the last time I felt that there 
was a slight acceptance of what I was doing. Today that kind of 
stuff is just impossible. Without getting right into the dirt of it, 
John [Galliano] really kind of put an end to that sort of option.

His behavior may have seemed inexcusable at the time, but I’m 
still shocked that Galliano was expelled from Dior. His couture 
shows were among the best and most incisive I’ve ever seen. 
Absolutely.

What do you think of that whole mess?
I think it was a tragic situation, both for him and for the mai-
son. The truth is, going back to what we said before, about 
excess: Let’s not forget that we aren’t pure creators with rich 
boyfriends who fund our work and take our hands to lead us 
along while we do whatever we want. We work for corpo-
rations, with hundreds of people who go home at 2 AM on 
the subway, not with drivers. There are whole factories full of 
people who create our stuff, and in a way there is a public media 
system that puts us at the center of it all, a system for which we 
are the face of an entire corporation. You have to come to terms 

“Your work can’t just be a selfi sh journey. 
You’re working for a brand, not your 
brand. You have to adapt.”
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Some of the artwork that 
Stefano surrounds himself with, 
which, he assures us, he draws 
almost no inspiration from.
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with your responsibility and choices. If you’re a guy who has 
his own little things going, you can do that, but then you can’t 
expect to stand next to Charlize Theron in front of millions of 
people. If you stand on that stage next to Charlize Theron, you 
have to be able to stand up and talk coherently. Shit, if you can’t 
even talk normally, and you arrive two hours late fucked out 
of your mind just to leave after ten minutes after two glasses of 
wine, well, it might be best if you just stayed home.

We have to understand that people are there for us. Our cre-
ations have a power, and we have a power, which we transmit to 
others. People want to give you that power, and in the moment 
that they give it to you they expect to see a person standing in 
front of them who can at least appreciate it. In a way, it makes 
me think about how you make your own bed. You can do what 
you want, at home. But when you go out, keep it together. 
Look, it was a tragic situation, and I’m not justifying anybody’s 
actions. If I must choose sides, I might justify him, but I do so 
with sadness. It’s just sad. I don’t feel bad for him, though.

Would you consider yourself more of a Scott Walker or a 
Truman Capote type, with respect to social life?
I don’t like fl attery. I don’t care about it at all. I think I might be 
so extremely egocentric that I just don’t care what others think. 
If I do something I like, I think it’s valid. The fi rst few years I was 

in this position, I have to admit, when I found myself in an eleva-
tor with Kathryn Bigelow and Richard Gere riding up to Mick 
Jagger’s fl at, I mean, when I got home I used to slap my own face 
just to confi rm that I was really me. Of course I am fascinated by 
that kind of social life, but I prefer staying home, relaxing, watch-
ing television, or spending time with my partner. But consider that 
I work like a dog, and most of the time when I get home I am so 
beat I can barely do anything at all. Right now I just go to my 
own openings, and I might go out for a pizza with friends on a 
Sunday. The bare minimum of what’s expected to function as a 
social being. And then it all becomes work, work, work. You go 
to these things because they ask you to, because you have to—it’s 
part of the job. I don’t have a great relationship with high society 
and social types. But I love this experience, and I love my job. 
I’m more grateful for the lifestyle this job has bought me than for 
the fame or the recognition. If I walk the streets and somebody 
recognizes me and asks for my autograph... well, it stuns me. I 
ask myself, “What did I do?” I mean, are you sure you want my 
autograph? Because, if we lived in Picasso’s time, what would this 
person do if they met Picasso? Would they ask him to kill them? 
I’m a designer. But then again, I understand—you’re somebody 
who feeds people’s dreams, you live surrounded by beauty, and 
you’re seen in that context, as a privileged person. Unfortunately 
the fi gure of the “designer” continues to be deifi ed. 

Presented by

Season 2 premieres 2.21  
on VICE.com

Picture Perfect
VICE goes behind the lens with  

our favorite documentary photographers.

Picture Perfect with Ziyah Gafic
Location: Riyadh, Saudi Arabia

http://vice.com/picture-perfect


Visit TryAmericanSpirit.com
or call 1-800-435-5515
Offer for two “1 for $1” Gift Certificates good toward any Natural 
American Spirit pack or pouch purchase (excludes 150g tins).  Not 
to be used in conjunction with any other offer.  Offer restricted to 
U.S. smokers 21 years of age and older.  Limit one offer per person 
per 12 month period.  Offer void in MA and where prohibited. Other 
restrictions may apply. Offer expires 09/30/12.

PROMO CODE 80028

Natural American Spirit® is a registered trademark of Santa Fe Natural Tobacco Co. © SFNTC 1 2012

We have 13 styles of Natural American Spirit 
cigarettes, each one suited to a different taste.

We use only 100% additive-free, whole leaf 
natural tobacco in every cigarette. So we 
enjoy hearing things like: “This doesn’t taste 
like my usual cigarette.” That’s because it’s not 
supposed to.

THIS TOBACCO TASTES UNLIKE
ANY YOU’VE EVER SMOKED.
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Does anyone else have that fetish where you get totally 
turned on by women who dress like retarded gymnasts 
who are about to rob a 7-Eleven?

If Baz Lurhmann were to set A Tale of Two Cities in the 
underground tunnels of New York, this woman would be 
part Madame Defarge and part night rat.

Oh, the Germanity! Imagine walking down the street 
and passing Sgt. Synth as he busts out a little “Pocket 
Calculator” on his Minimoog. The whole rest of your 
life would be the best day ever. 

Um, can you say “dorbles”? While the rest of the porn 
convention is packed with waxed Botox monsters who 
look like latex RealDolls shout-laughing at each other’s 
coke jokes, these two just breeze right through on a 
cloud of healthy body image and fleecy red pubic hair. I 
kind of want to live in their attic.  

I always appreciate someone who is ready and willing to take NYC back to the 80s by acting like a human burning 
trash can. 

DOs

http://nascigs.com
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When you buy your wife from a developing country it 
is your right as an individual from a more developed 
country to do with her as you wish. She is your slave.

Having to serve a minimum of two years in the Israel 
Defense Forces could make anyone act out. I’d let her 
shit in my lampshade; it’s pretty much the least anyone 
can do.

News flash, Asian Jesus. Pink scrotum tote bags don’t 
make you look less like a piece of shit. 

What does it take to preserve an icon’s memory? Simple! 
Blistered bottom lip, wallet necklace, wallet chain, 
baby-dick pee stain, and a pair of tailored jeans.

VICE paid $10,000 for this rare candid photo of Matthew Broderick and Sarah Jessica Parker because that’s how 
much we give a shit.

DON’Ts

http://drifter.com
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If your ass is so clean you could run a white glove 
through your entire digestive tract without picking up a 
spot and yet somehow you’re still looking for a husband, 
it’s time to get creative with the advertising. Figure out 
how to sell to your strengths. 

Can I get the SuperBucket of hot wings with a side of 
transsexual street justice?

You know when you’re watching some movie from the 
70s and think, “Why don’t people’s faces look like that 
anymore?” It’s even weirder when it happens in real life 
from the present. 

Say what you will about banshees. They never short you 
on a bag, usually have their own smokes, and are always 
willing to throw down, even when it’s Tuesday night and 
they’ve got, like, 20 impending deaths to foretell. 

There’s a lot our kids can learn from a hobo, like how to roll a joint using only a $20 bill and a small Asian woman.

DOs

http://creepstreet.com
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The last time I saw my sister was in this basement. I 
don’t remember where. Some guys’ house. We met them 
at a bar. There were like six of them. I woke up on the 
beach with my underwear around my ankles.

Six-foot, seven-foot, eight-foot bunch! Daylight come 
and me wanna go home. Three-quarters of the world’s 
cocaine is produced in Colombia.

Nothing like begging for cash in an Elmo sweater to 
distract from the fact that you’re begging for cash in an 
Elmo sweater while your best friend nods off, much to 
the depression of his confused dog. 

This looks like one of those shitty Star Trek episodes 
where Picard goes back in time to the 1920s and fucks 
a flapper or something.

“Everyone, look! There’s a guy over there yelling and waving his arms. He must have something very important to say 
because he’s wearing a Kermit the Frog t-shirt.”

DON’Ts

http://joyrich.com
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STYLIST: ANNETTE
LAMOTHE-RAMOS 
Photo assistant: Aaron Snell
Stylist assistant: Miyako Bellizzi
Hair: Darine Sengseevong
Makeup: Terese Bennett
Model: Svetlana Lazareva at IMG
Illustrated background: Keren Richter
Select image backgrounds: John McSwain
Shot at Fast Ashley’s Studios

Special thanks to Julie Skinner at 
Postscript Couture (postscriptcouture.com)
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PHOTOS BY BEN RITTER
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DOGGY DISTRICT
PHOTOS BY BRYAN DERBALLA
COSTUME DESIGN: ASHER LEVINE
Costume design assistants: Hannah Peyser, Jeremy Wood, and Sunja Culley
Set design: Kristof Wickman (kristofwickman.com)
Set design assistants: Danny Durtsche, Matt Wenger, and Scott Penkava

Special thanks to: Bailey, Bowie, Finn Danzig, Henry, Lula, Megabite, Monster, 
Piccolina, and Weezy. Shot at Fast Ashley’s Studios. 
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PHOTOS BY RICHARD KERN
STYLIST: ANNETTE LAMOTHE-RAMOS
Stylist assistant: Miyako Bellizzi
Hair: Amber Duarte
Makeup: Jen Myles
Models: Samantha York at Trump, Abby Stedman
Special thanks to: NJ Fire Arms Academy
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PHOTOS BY MICHAEL BADER
Stylists: 

Daniel Balks, Arkadius Giesek

Designers: 
Patrick Savo Dramis, Arkadius Giesek, 

Mira Naurath, Rayan Odyll

Photographer’s assistants: 
Philipp Külker and Michael Lämmler

Makeup and hair: 
Sabrina Holtmann, Elena Köhler, 
Shideh Nikou, Monika Michalik

Set Design: 
Michael Bader, Heidi Franke, Simon Mellnich, 

Sarah Neumann, Kathrin Rutschmann

Models: 
Fabian Ringel, Jules Paltschinskaja, 

Nina Bauer, Ruby, and Tugs
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Now a way to scandalize the leg by means of veiling it, stockings 
had a long, rough journey on their way to getting everyone horny. 
Here, we trace hosiery’s history, from the foot of a mummy 

to the legs of barbarians and settlers and statesmen, creating new 
models for industry, causing violence and riots, and leading us into a 
freewheeling new world.

STEMS: 
A HISTORY OF 
HOSIERY
BY LIZ ARMSTRONG
PHOTOS BY LOGAN WHITE
Stylist: Hilary Olson; Model: Zumi
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MATERIALS
A hundred years after Jesus died, Europeans began using 
animal hair instead of skins to cover their legs. Poet and 
epigrammatist M. Valerius Martialis spoke lovingly of 
the “udo,” as it was called: “Wool did not supply these, 
but the beard of the he-goat. Your feet will be able to 
take refuge, in cloth made of goat’s hair.” This majestic 
he-goat came from a river in Africa. The first nongoat 
hosiery came from tiny, peculiar sheep in the Sherwood 
Forest that had wool with the longest filaments anyone 

had ever seen. Silk became popular in 1560, when Queen 
Elizabeth was presented a pair of fine silk stockings she 
loved so much she refused to wear anything else from 
then on. In England’s American colonies, a series of con-
fusing laws restricted the wool trade, so they found some 
hemp in the swamps and knit early American stoner 
stockings. In 1939 the first pair of nylon pantyhose was 
unleashed on the world and thousands of women lined 
up to get a pair. Soon, no one gave a shit about silk.
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THE EARLY DAYS 
In the West, wrapping thin strips of animal skin around 
one’s legs was the zygote of modern hosiery. This was a 
hot-and-cold phenomenon, going in and out of fashion 
for centuries before knit hosiery became stylish in the 
mid-1500s. Meanwhile, Egyptians were wearing knit 
socks around the fourth or fifth century AD, fashioning 
them to fit around the heel 1,000 years before England 
caught on. If this isn’t definitive proof that they were 

taught by the aliens, I don’t know what’s going to 
finally convince you. 

Fun fact: When the Saxons ruled England, the Saxon 
monk was forbidden to celebrate Mass in bare legs, so 
he wound fine linen leg bindings around them. By this 
point, Roman authority had already peaked and col-
lapsed in England. The clergy in Rome, clearly perverts 
since day one, wore silk stockings. 
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THE INDUSTRIAL STOCKING SCENE
Reverend William Lee’s invention of the stocking frame, a 
hosiery-knitting machine, in 1589 pretty much eradicated  
hand-knit hosiery. By 1811, mechanization had replaced 
hand-craftsmanship almost entirely, and on top of that, 
hosiery manufacturers were charging stockingers to rent 
the frames they worked on. Bullshit was finally called: 
A group of pissed-off laborers assembled in Sherwood 
Forest, supposedly led by the probably mythical/non-
existent Ned Ludd. For a year, they attacked stocking 
frames with hammers in waves of violence, destroying 

the machines in an attempt to tear down the industry 
and return to the living they made by handicraft. Thus 
was born the Luddite movement. 

On Valentine’s Day, 1812, the government passed a 
bill that made breaking industrial machines punishable 
by death. With the rowdy artisans quelled, making one 
pair of stockings became a zillion-part process involving 
all kinds of complicated contracts regarding seaming, 
binding, weaving, and rent, from machine’s needles to 
the space the frame sat in. 
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COLOR
From the mid-1300s to around 1550, stockings, or 
“nether-stocks,” were flaunted on men’s bodies like 
plumage on beautiful birds. Pieces of silk, cotton, linen, 
or wool were cut by tailors to fit the leg and thigh, short 
or long, puffed and slashed or embroidered at the top 
or around the ankles, and in a zillion different colors. 
Yellow stockings, like yellow snow, signified trouble, at 
least from 1552 to 1601-ish. Not only were they worn by 
invalid children at Christ’s Hospital, they also referenced 

gender confusion, and even eunichism, thanks to Shake-
speare’s Twelfth Night. After 1550, the mix ’n’ match 
approach to stockings fell out of style, and from 1670 
to 1680, English people were such nerds about mono-
chromatic dressing that hosiery was custom-made and 
dye-sampled to match the accompanying garment. In 
17th-century Paris, however, stockings could still be ob-
tained in 50 different colors, all bearing their own labels: 
Amorous Desire, Sad Friend, Lost Time, Mortal Sin.  
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LAW
Leg bindings were held in contempt as a sign of bar-
barism in late third-century Rome. If you were busted 
wearing stockings, the penalty was eternal servitude 
and confiscation of all your worldly possessions. 
However, in a hundred years, everything was fine. In 
1555, a sumptuary act was passed in England decree-
ing that nobody but aldermen and mayors could wear 
silk stockings, upon penalty of a ten-pound fine and 

imprisonment. In 1656, the court of Massachusetts 
ordered every idle woman and child whose hands 
weren’t broken to spin yarn, much of which was used 
for hosiery. Men wearing women’s clothing, including 
knit stockings, became illegal in Connecticut in 1796. 
But leather stockings—basically chaps—were A-OK for 
men, undoubtedly beginning the leather-daddy trend. 
But that’s a whole other history. 
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TIGHTS
Guess where those Brooklyn girls walking around in 
oversize t-shirts and shredded-up tights got their style 
inspiration? In the mid-1300s, tights were all over 
Western Europe, multicolored, sewn with innumerable 
stripes and patterns, and worn with short flared jackets. 

Obviously, the church did not approve of this, as you 
could see every muscle and tendon of the wearer’s legs 
and ass. Flouting all common decency, the youth of the 
time not only persisted in wearing this discordant outfit 
but also shaved half their heads. 
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CHRISTMAS IN THE ANDES
PHOTOS BY LELE SAVERI
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December is a special time of year in the Peruvian state of 
Chumbivilcas. The girls all braid their hair and put on their finest 
brocade skirts and hats. The boys put on their nicest ski masks 
and leather chaps and affix a dead bird to the top of their noggins. 
Then everybody young and old, male and female, gets together on 
Christmas morning and beats the living crap out of each other.  

Takanakuy is a fighting ceremony with roots in the Andes’s 
pre-Spanish, pre-Incan history. In the absence of pretty much any 
form of justice system—the Chumbivilcas state police department 

sports a whopping three officers—villagers and townspeople from 
the region save up their grudges and disputes for the entire year and 
settle them by punching their offenders in the face at Takanakuy. 
While some duke it out over legitimate legal grievances, others fight 
over girls or petty interpersonal rivalries, and a lot of folks just fight 
for the sake of a good fight (or because they’re drunk). 

But most important of all, they do so dressed like amazing 
DMT-nightmare Mad Max mountain men.
Watch for video of 2011’s Christmas-day Takanakuy fighting on VICE.com, coming soon.
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HEY! WHO’S YOUR FAVORITE TAKANAKUY CHARACTER?
If you don’t mind being called a q’ara gallo (that means “naked rooster”) you can just pop on a 
uyach’ullu (that means “a ski mask”) and wear whatever the crap you want to Takanakuy—even crazy, 
shredded nü-metal jeans. Hell, even a werewolf mask. For those less cocksure in their style, there are a 
handful of traditional Takanakuy “characters” to use as fashion templates. 

QARAWATANNA
Kind of like the Ramones did 
with actual 50s greasers, 
Qarawatannas took the 
traditional Majeño look and 
cooled it up by swapping the 
wool jacket for leather, the hat 
for a taxidermied bird or fox, 
and the horse-riding pants for 
enormous motorcycle chaps 
that look like Aeon Flux boots. 
Most of the younger dudes go 
for the Qarawatanna these 
days, as it’s far and away the 
toughest and most intimidat-
ing look. Just like those guys 
in high school who went as the 
Crow every year for Halloween. 
OK, mostly kidding. 

MAJEÑO 
A Majeño is just a guy who lives near 
the Majes River in the Andes, and 
this is what they used to dress like. 
Wool horse-riding pants, a sporty 
little leather cap, a Harrington-like 
traditional Peruvian jacket, and a 
hollowed-out bull’s horn for your 
booze. The uyach’ullu mask has a 
bunch of arcane symbolic associa-
tions (the four colors are supposed to 
represent the four “quadrants” of the 
universe), but its original and most 
important function is hiding your face 
so you can beat up your boss or the 
mayor without catching shit for it the 
next day. You’re also supposed to talk 
in a high-pitched bird voice to guard 
your identity, which is beyond unset-
tling to hear 50 enormous men in ski 
masks do at the same time.

NEGRO
The Takanakuy Negro is based less 
on actual Negros than on the sort 
of man who used to own Negros. 
Aka a slavemaster. To be a Negro, 
you need knee-high leather boots, 
fancy worsted pants, a nice shirt and 
waistcoat, a silk embroidered cape in 
pink or baby blue, and a cardboard 
crown with shiny wrapping paper on 
the sides and a star at the top. Then 
you have to dance in hoity, swooping 
circles like an uppity rooster, the 
Negro’s associated spirit animal. The 
Negro’s outfit was originally reserved 
for the wealthier men in town and 
served as a preening, dandified 
counterpart to the Majeño’s drunken 
lout. Gradually, the Negro became 
less the rich man’s costume than the 
top fighters’. The costume doesn’t 
really have a set meaning these days, 
but Negros are still generally the 
suavest of the bunch and the best 
dancers. God, this whole paragraph 
makes us uncomfortable.

LANGOSTA 
Langosta means “lobster” 
in Spanish, but it also means 
“locust” for some reason (sort 
that out already, Spanish). 
In the 1940s, Chumbivilcas’s 
crops were ravaged by a series 
of locust plagues, so the men 
naturally started dressing up like 
locusts to fight, and, again natu-
rally, the locusts all flew away the 
very next year. The bright-colored 
raincoat and pants are supposed 
to mimic a bug’s shiny abdomen 
and go equally well with a plastic 
miner’s helmet or a dead bird 
tied around your neck. The 
Langosta is easily the most 
affordable look and kind of 
gives you an Akira gang-
member vibe.

QARA CAPA
This means “locust” in the 
indigenous Quechua language 
and is basically just a more 
indigenousy version of the 
Langosta. We like the cape. 

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM 
TAKANAKUY: CUANDO 
LA SANGRE HIERVE BY 
VÍCTOR LAIME MANTILLA
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THE FLESH MACHINE 
 Surveying the Indubitable Style of Iggy Pop
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BY JON SAVAGE 
PORTRAITS BY HARRY BENSON
ARCHIVAL PHOTOS BY MICK ROCK

Iggy enjoys a tender 
moment with a 

companion at his home 
in Miami, 2012.
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Iggy in his silver 
leather pants, which 

he wore for special 
occasions, 1972.
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VICE: Do you remember the first time you understood 
the concept of fashion or at least being cool? 
Iggy Pop: When I was in elementary school, I saw two 
older boys who were dressed in the 50s delinquent 
look—jackets with the collar up, dark blue Levi’s with 
the cuffs turned up, and winkle-pickers—and they were 
leaning against the wall of my school for some reason. 
They were too old to be there, and one of them said, 
“Shit.” I’d never really heard the word, but it sounded 
bad. I wouldn’t say I thought they were cool, but there 
was electricity in the air at that moment. Let’s put it that 
way. Then they disappeared, and I thought, “Oh my 
God, what are the implications?” 

When I was about the same age, my great-uncle 
George Osterberg came from Chile to visit my father, 
and he brought his daughter with him, who looked and 
dressed exactly like a male greaser. She had the greasy 
pompadour, like a young man, and spent a lot of time 
just lying around, sneering at everything. On a woman, 
I thought, “Woah, she’s bad. That’s cool.” I was very 
impressed; I found it attractive. 

How about the British Invasion? Did it influence your 
sense of style, or were you more into American trends? 
I always liked Charlie Watts’s look. I’d go to thrift stores 
and try to buy suits so I’d look more like him. I was a 
drummer at the time, so I liked that almost Savile Row 

look very much, which he’d taken from American jazz 
players. The others had a good look, too, and there 
was this store in New York called Paul Sergeant that 
imported most of their stuff from London. It was a good 
place to shop. 

There were two chains for shoes in America at the 
time: The best was one called Cancellation, which 
was where black people went in the inner city to buy 
their cheap, flashy Italian models. And then there was 
something called Flagg Brothers. I didn’t know this, but 
there’s a new film out about William Burroughs that 
I participated in where they mention Flagg Brothers, 
so I guess it was also a place where… Anywhere with 
good style is where boys tend to meet boys. A lot of 
that went on. 

During the early days of the Stooges, would it be fair to 
say that your look was a lot more put together and less 
raw than it came to be? 
Well, I was careful about what I wore. From our second 
gig on, I looked a lot more like what I’ve looked like, on 
and off, since: no shirt, a pair of tight, slim jeans, bare 
feet, and I had permed hair and a white, painted face. 
By the third or fourth gig, I lost the perm and the white 
face, and I started wearing this same pair of shoes that 
you can see in every photo of the Stooges from mid-
’69 to the end of ’71. They were these authentic Anello 

S
ome people might ask: What does a guy who’s been shirtless for at least two-thirds 
of his life have to say about fashion? If you’re one of them, this interview is not for 
you. Read it some other time, after you’ve listened to The Stooges, Raw Power, 
Fun House, Lust for Life, and The Idiot and realized that Iggy Pop’s animalistic 
physicality has informed style for decades and will continue to do so well after the 
last time he writhes and slithers across a stage.  

Iggy’s ubiquitous uniform—pants so tight they could have been spray-painted 
on, a sinewy bare chest that didn’t start aging until his 60s, and Beatle boots or 
bare feet, depending on his mood—undoubtedly looks at least five times better 

than whatever you’re wearing right now. It was also carefully calculated, like a sleek, stripped-
down hot rod built with the single-minded goals of efficiency and speed. 

A thorough perusal of archival photos and video of Iggy reveals that he took the same care 
in his appearance offstage, where he tends to wear a bit more clothing; almost every outfit 
seems iconic in some way, but also natural and unforced. As far as I can tell, over the past 
four decades he hasn’t worn anything that could be considered embarrassing or dated in 2012. 
I’m not sure there’s anyone else on Earth—save menswear designers who never stray from 
suits—whom you could say the same thing about. 

But Iggy’s not just a historical figure. In the 21st century, he has worked hard to revitalize 
his name, with Stooges tours, records, and collaborations with various clothing brands. His 
argument for participating in these unabashedly commercial enterprises is that the Stooges 
never got the recognition and the sales they deserved in their brief lifetime. So if this is the way 
to finally achieve some payback, he has no problem jumping on board. 

As far as I could tell, no one has interviewed Iggy explicitly and exclusively about fashion, 
so that’s precisely what I did. 
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& Davide Beatle boots. Dave Alexander had brought 
them back from England because he and Ron [Asheton] 
had skipped their senior year of high school to go to 
Liverpool and see what was going on. I used to wear 
them over and over, and they had holes in the bottom, 
like a cartoon hobo. 

Then, as I began doing more gigs, these flimsy pants I 
wore would start to rip, and I left the rips in. I thought 
it looked right. It was the thing at the time for people 
like P.J. Proby or Jackie Wilson, or even James Brown, 
to leave loose basting instead of proper stitching in the 
crotch of the pants. Before the end of the show they’d 
rip onstage, and that was part of the gig. But I was the 
first one to just come out with the rips, as far as I know.

Some perceived your style as machismo, but you weren’t 
particularly macho onstage.
No. I actually think there shouldn’t be any genders. 
Male dogs smell each other’s dicks and stuff, and then 
they jump female dogs and do everything to everything. 
That’s the way humans really are, but there have been 
elaborate codes adopted to weed out parts of behavior 
that don’t match whatever gender or social group you 
want to belong to. And I think that actually cuts both 
ways, straight and gay—each cuts out or emphasizes 
certain bits. It’s sort of like using hair spray on your 
personality. But no, I never wanted to look particularly 
macho. For one thing, I realized the girls don’t really go 
for it. [laughs] I think ideals of beauty in our society are 
dictated by those who identify themselves as feminine, 
at least in their thought processes. Whether those are 
gay people, or women who are thinking in a particularly 
devious, savage, amoral manner, which is how women 
think when they really get down to business. And that’s 
where the bread is buttered, so I wanted to look kind of 
smooth, slinky, and super forward. 

Then there was your silver period, which seemed to be 
the evolution of this point of view. 
Yeah, I first had these silver gloves when I lived in the 
Midwest, before I started hanging out with glitter people 
and competing more in New York and internationally. 
More glamour became necessary. I was using Nestle’s 
Streaks ’n Tips on my hair, and that gives a great effect 
onstage, but it takes four showers to get that stuff off your 
body. I don’t know if it was popular with streetwalkers, 
but there it was. It was an actual silver paint that you 
sprayed on your hair. You could get it in gold and silver at 
all the cheap drug stores. Then, eventually, it was the sil-
ver pants and, later, sarongs. I had this pair of underwear 

“Male dogs smell each other’s dicks and 
stuff, and then they jump female dogs 

and do everything to everything.”
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Iggy soaking up 
the sun in his 

yard, 2012.
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A rarely seen 
shirted Iggy dons 

greaser gear in New 
York City, 1980. 
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I bought at a little kiosk in Piccadilly Circus, where they 
sold peanuts and cigarettes and souvenirs. They just said 
soho over the penis. I guess they were women’s, but I 
didn’t really think about that. I just thought about how 
cool I would look in them. And I would see pictures of 
women in knee boots and would think, “I want some. I 
want to wear knee boots and have my legs show.” And 
vice versa. I’d see biker stuff, the Hell’s Angels using, like, 
wolves’ heads or something, and I’d think, “Hey, what 
about a horse tail?” so I had one of those made up. I’d 
get stuff out of old Greek and Egyptian books as well.

Where did you get the now-iconic leather leopard jacket 
featured on the back cover of Raw Power?
James Williamson and I were staying in Kensington, and 
there was a market. I went over there and, it was like Steve 
Martin in The Jerk or something, you know? Like, “Hey, 
it’s me! It’s who I am.” I bought it that day, and I bought 
a man purse, like a shoulder bag made out of—honestly 
it looked like it was made out of a black-and-white chin-
chilla cat. So I had that, I would walk around Kensington, 
Hyde Park, Mayfair, and Bayswater in my dressed-down 
leather pants. I had two pairs of leather pants—silver glit-
ter leather, which were for, like, special state occasions like 
a Stooges gig or going out to a really big gig, and black 
leather pants, but instead of stitches there were rivets; they 
were heavy duty. And by this point I’d been to Anello & 
Davide and bought a new pair of Beatle boots because they 
still had some left over. I would sort of mince or trundle or 
slink around those neighborhoods, going on long walks, 
trying to figure out what I was doing, wearing the cheetah 
jacket, leather pants, and Beatle boots. [laughs]

I’m sure you drew some attention.
Occasionally lone men in cars would slow down and 
stare at me intently, and I had no idea what that was 
about. Occasionally [it happened with] the other gender 
too. One day, in Fulham, I ran into a Men Only cover 
girl and I was going with her for a while, but I’d never 
really hang out with people for any length of time.

I wanted to ask, did you go to Malcolm and Vivienne’s 
shop, Let It Rock—or whatever it was called then—on 
the King’s Road?
Yeah, it was Let It Rock, and you walked in the door and 
he had a huge, dirty cardboard bin full of winkle-pickers 
with no laces in them. Most of them were, like, frozen 
solid; there was absolutely no flexibility left in the shoe, 
and I’m pretty sure it was £5 per winkle-picker. Then he 
had all the rock stuff. James loved it and went more than 

I did, but I was over there regularly for some reason, just 
kind of snooping around. I remember there was some guy 
there, and it was probably Malcolm, and then there was a 
woman there, who could have been Vivienne. Then later 
she was kind of an item with James. I also remember there 
were a lot of extremely skinny guys walking up and down 
Fulham High Street, King’s Road, in American Boy Scout 
uniforms, gas-station-attendant jackets, and old bowling 
shirts. All this weird shit that I recognized from my youth. 
You would go into thrift stores and find very, very small 
sizes of all this American gear that was incredibly expen-
sive, so people were doing that too. It was odd.

Hearing you talk about this makes me think of the too-
small jacket you’re wearing on the cover of The Idiot. 
I borrowed that jacket from my girlfriend at the time, 
Esther Friedmann. It was a woman’s jacket. It was prob-
ably French, or it could have been vintage German. The 
idea was that it didn’t get in the way. The waist was kept 
short, and the arms were too short so that it emphasized 
the hand and length of the whole arm. 

In the late 70s and early 80s, when a lot of people were 
trying out god-awful looks, you still had a good sense of 
style. You’ve always kept an interest in fashion, haven’t 
you?
I had a nice look for a while in the early 80s—Americans 
really hated it. I was still going with Esther, and I would 
just buy all her clothes and go out onstage with moder-
ate heels, fishnet stockings, a miniskirt, a little leather 
jacket, and a mini leather cap. Sometimes I’d wear a little 
white shirt underneath. I looked like a temp secretary or 
something. That was a good look.

Why did Americans hate it?
When I played my own gigs it went down fine, but when 
I went and opened for the Stones one night [laughs] people 
threw bottles, everything they could at me. They were 
very keen on the macho look in that era. And once rock 
’n’ roll became rock, once it became that one word, it 
kind of took all the play out. 

Do you think Americans are more reserved than the Brits 
when it comes to clothes?
Absolutely. It’s a bigger country and harder to move. It’s 
not a flamboyant place. That’s a good word for what I 
was saying about before, what got lost around 1975. If 
there was ever an American flamboyance, it happened 
in those 25 years from ’50 to ’75, and it had to do with 
the blues, R&B, rock ’n’ roll, big cars, and giant breasts.

Nowadays it seems like some people think it’s a sin, if 
you’re a musician, to explicitly want to look good, to 
have real style. Do you think that’s an important part 
of being in a band?
Abso-fucking-lutely, yes. I mean, God, I was so disap-
pointed. I was reading a promotional interview with the 

“Occasionally lone men in cars would
 slow down and stare at me intently, 

and I had no idea what that was about.”
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singer of Coldplay in the Guardian, and the interviewer asked 
him about his shoes—he had some cool sneaks on—and he just 
went, “Oh, I don’t know, the stylist just gave them to me.” It’s 
like, come on dude, give me a break. I thought, “Gee whiz, 
can’t we have somebody better than that at the helm of guitar 
music?” So yeah, it is really important, and it can be achieved 
in any number of ways. You could look hideous; that’s OK too. 
You could have one guy who looks really good and one guy 
who looks hideous, but he’ll start growing on you. It’s impor-
tant to look amazing or astonishing or intriguing, but mainly 
interesting in some way.

Is the goal to look sexy? 
There can be some sex in there, but there can also be some 
humor. Also, I think maybe some sort of canned spirituality is 
in there. Like if a religious person sees a light when they find 
God, well then some guy in the hood can just buy some hub-
caps, you know what I’m saying? A lot of it is also something 
about being a human—the spiritual need to shine a little.

And now we’ve kind of come full circle. It seems like every 
brand and designer on the planet wants to work with musi-
cians like you who were at the forefront of style in the late 
60s through the mid-70s. How do you feel about these types 
of collaborations? 
To be very to the point: People are hearing our music through 
different media, bypassing the old media that refused us entry, 
and what I’ve done is two things. One is to push through any 
door that’s opened in this new type of media, and the other 

thing is to do things that make it OK for what’s leftover from 
the old media.

You recently worked with Vans to make some shoes and a few 
articles of clothing. How’d that come about?  
I was asked to OK something, and I was happy to because I 
used to wear their shoes in 1977 in Malibu. I was in a phase 
when I was trying to break out of the rockist mold. I’d just 
made Lust for Life, and I was about to tour behind it and was 
stuck with this standard American baseball-cap-wearing road 
crew. So I had this concept: Get me rental furniture and home 
lighting, and we arranged this stage in the rehearsal room that 
looked like a living room. I was going to sing the songs on a 
couch, and I had a little attaché case; I had this character in my 
mind, the rockin’ realtor. [laughs] Anyway, I saw these shoes 
one day and they were cool. They were like a deck shoe, but 
they didn’t have the shape that implied a paunch and a lack of 
hair; it was a sneaker shape. But what was really cool was that 
the canvas was a black-and-white checker, and you just didn’t 
see checkers around. 

Except for S. Clay Wilson’s Checkered Demon in Zap Comix. 
Yeah, it reminded me of the Checkered Demon! He would fuck 
people with his tail. [laughs] That’s what he would do. He’d 
come in and some really nice guy would be having an evening 
out with his date, and the Checkered Demon would jump in 
with his tail, which had a spade on the end and would sort of 
lash out between his legs toward wherever he wanted to put 
it—to do the deed to his victim. I always loved him. 

Iggy sitting in 
his bed, enjoying 
his bongos, 
2012.

The sharpest tool in the shed.

http://fluevog.com
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SCANDALOUS, 
CHIC, AND RICH 

BY PAUL GORMAN
PHOTOS BY MATTHEW FROST 

Pierre Cardin Has Met Everyone and Designed Everything
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These days he’s still doing stuff that bothers people, like any 
decent fashion designer should, except now he’s moved on to 
the weird world of real estate. Over the past decade, he’s been 
restoring the Marquis de Sade’s infamous castle in the sleepy 
southern French village of Lacoste and buying up all the prop-
erty around it (angering some locals in the process). He’s also 
planning to build a massive Dubai-style luxury residential com-
plex in Venice, designed by him, of course.

For all his wealth, Cardin’s seat of power lies within a scruffy 
office in Paris’s eighth arrondissement, which I visited on one 
bright morning in January. The floor was littered with paper clips, 
crumpled documents, and cardboard boxes bulging with ephem-
era, and the walls were adorned with framed photo-collages
and mementos: Cardin with Fidel Castro, Pope John Paul II, 
and pretty much every historical figure of the 20th century. “I 
knew them all,” he said, never one for modesty. “I am the one 
who has been in fashion the longest, for 70 years. I am the one 
who is still talked about.”

Cardin is surprisingly rumpled in person. When I met him 
he was wearing a blue blazer, collared shirt and tie, gray 
trousers, and a shock of white hair. The shoes—anonymous 
black slip-ons designed for maximum comfort—betrayed his 
age. As we spoke, he fluidly and fluently transitioned between 
English and French, wandered around the room picking up 
old photos from shoeboxes, and brought out copies of his 
European-royalty-obsessed magazine Princes. Cardin may be 
old enough to have achieved living-legend status, but he’s still 
as sharp as a bespoke tack.

VICE: You’ve recently been in the news for your transformation 
of Lacoste. It seems you’ve got the locals all riled up, as if the 
Marquis were back to disturb their rural idyll.
Pierre Cardin: The chateau had been left to become a complete 
ruin before I arrived; now it is beautiful. There are a few people 
there who are jealous because I have done so much for the 
place. Lacoste has galleries and the annual festival because of 
me. There’s a lot of activity. Maybe some of the locals are upset 
because they are quite old. 

Do you think they were surprised that someone of a similar age—
or perhaps even older—was responsible for bringing the noise?
Well, they didn’t mention that. I arrived like a tomahawk thrown 
into the scene and shook it all up, so they became agitated. Now 
most of them are beginning to understand my good intentions.

You enjoy shocking people, don’t you? Whether it’s taking 
on the locals of Lacoste or buying the respected, traditional 
Parisian restaurant Maxim’s and turning its name into a brand, 
controversy always seems to follow you. 
I’m not scared to provoke. You need to surprise. If an idea is 
good, people should be bothered by it. That’s happened with 
my clothes. When a design is pretty or decorative, it is passive 
and becomes a matter of taste: Do I like it or not? I abhor the 
phrase “he has good taste.” It’s meaningless. Who cares?

Obviously, you don’t. Some in the perfume world were pretty 
upset a few years back when you put the pc brand on a range 
of tinned sardines.
I lived through the war! We were hungry! It’s ridiculous that 
someone who makes perfume cannot have a sardine business. 
You can’t live on perfume. If I want to have Pierre Cardin 
sardines, then I will. 

Around the time you were born in Venice, the Italian Futurists 
were saying things like, “We want no part of the past!” You 
seem to have internalized that sentiment at an early age. 
For sure. I’ve always been interested in the future; it formed 
part of my conception of fashion. Remember, when I started, 
it was the time of the avant-garde.

But when you arrived in Paris in 1944 you were just a tailor 
from Vichy; soon afterward you were working for the House 
of Paquin and on the costumes for Jean Cocteau’s La Belle et le 
Bête [Beauty and the Beast]. How did that happen?
I wanted to go on stage, but on the first day I came to Paris, a 
Saturday, I met the man who presented me to Paquin. And on 
that Monday I met Christian Dior, and through Paquin I met 
Cocteau. I didn’t have any money to pay for dancing or drama 
school fees, so fashion it was. It was very important when I was 
starting out to meet such people. And I met them all: Picasso, 
Visconti, Balenciaga…

You were an arriviste in your 20s, but the crowd you were 
hanging out with were in their 40s and 50s. How did you 
become one of their peers so quickly?
I worked hard, and they were very generous. Balenciaga was an 
inspiration when he returned to Paris after the war and started 
to design for the new civilian life, but Christian Dior was the 
most important person to me. He was working on the New 

Pierre Cardin is one of those names everyone knows, even if you have no idea who 
he is or what he looks like. For the clueless, he is the man behind and the designer 
of one of the most famous logos in fashion—the entwined pc splashed across more 
than 800 products: neckties, collapsible bicycles, car upholstery, chocolate, ciga-
rettes, ice buckets, frying pans… You get the idea.

Cardin, now 89, began his career as a menswear tailor in Vichy France, and went 
on to become one of the first designers of ready-to-wear before going on to create 
some of the wildest space-age looks of the 60s. In the decades that followed, he 

became one of the most famous and commercially successful designers in the world, striking million-dollar 
licensing deals in places as far-flung as Russia, Japan, China, and India for perfume, cosmetics, clothes, 
and anything else his ubiquitous logo would fit on.

Throughout his seemingly endless heyday, he’s remained a controversy-fomenting enfant terrible, defi-
antly refusing to define his sexuality in public in the wake of rumored affairs with his beautiful female 
model Jeanne Moreau and his beautiful male assistant Andre Oliver. 

VICE.COM  137



VICE.COM  139

Look, a true revolution in fashion, and he welcomed me into 
his house. If he had not, I would not be Pierre Cardin today.

I’m not sure I can detect Dior’s work in yours, though. Where 
is his influence?
You want the truth? I have never been influenced by anybody. I 
have my own style and would much rather be copied than copy.

Your first big statement, the “Bubble Dress” of 1954, was 
viewed as too radical because it distorted the shape of the 
female silhouette with its bulbous outline. 
At the time I was more interested in sculpture than fashion. 
That came out in my work. The Bubble Dress was my depic-
tion of the circle. I am obsessed with the round: It represents 
the moon, the breast, life. And I return to it again and again 
because it is infinite; I relate it to the cosmos. The infinity of 
space is more inspirational than any person.

I guess that came out loud and clear in your Cosmocorps col-
lection of the 60s, which was based on Russian cosmonauts and 
tried to predict how we would dress in the future. Why aren’t 
we all wearing Star Trek synthetic jerkins with asymmetrical 
zips and heavy pendants in 2012?
Cosmocorps was my way of thinking about how fashion should 
be, not necessarily how it would be. To this day, I am always 
looking to the future. My work is a continuum of my own ideas 
about fashion—nobody else’s. I try to remain true to myself. I 
try to be Pierre Cardin. 

You are known as the pioneer of fashion licensing and the 
creator of the designer label, which started with the way you 
marketed perfume and then branched out into every product 
imaginable. Any regrets?
None whatsoever. The licensing came out of my first menswear 
show, which was held at Galeries Lafayette in 1960 and based 
on my “cylinder” line. At that time, you went to Italy for style 
and England for The Look; there was no prêt-à-porter for men 
in France. I used 200 college students as models, which caused a 
scandal. I invited buyers from around the world who all ordered 
the clothes. That was it. Licensing had begun—after me, every-
body else. Now licensing has reversed the roles in fashion. The 
power no longer resides with haute couture. It now comes from 
the girl on the street and what she wears. It’s to her that women 
look these days. This fits with my original desire, which was to 
democratize fashion. I didn’t see why only the rich should dress 
well. It was a socialist ideal.

Success in commerce is evidently very important to you. I’ve heard 
your business has profits of $1 billion a year from sales in 140 
countries. What do you think of Andy Warhol’s pronouncement 
that “being good in business is the most fascinating kind of art”?
I knew Andy Warhol well; in fact, I had two Warhols in my 
modern art collection at one time. All I can say is Warhol was 
always fascinated by business!

You’ve also conceptualized a fantastical tower for hundreds 
of people to live in near Venice. It looks like something out of 
Dubai or a surreal dream. Is it really going to be built?  
I call it an inhabitable sculpture, and it is far superior to any-
thing you would see in Dubai. I have also designed a whole 
bunch of houses on the ground around it, in the shape of mush-
rooms for the people who do not want to live up in the air.

Mushrooms? Like your Bubble Palace [Cardin’s Star Wars-style 
Palais Boules on the Riviera, which is built on a foundation of 
semi-submerged brown concrete domes]?
Yes, why not? It’s an organic shape, perfect for living in. Here 
I am, again, going back to the Bubble Dress, back to the circle. 
I told you: It is the basis for all my designs.

You first visited Japan in the 50s and became the first Western 
designer to feature a Japanese model, Hiroko Matsumoto, in 
your runway show. Do you reckon you had influence over 
designers from Japan in the 70s and 80s? 
Of course. When I first arrived, Japan was starting from zero 
after Hiroshima and WWII. There was no fashion, just the 
kimono, so I was the only designer, the only reference point for 
those people who wanted to express themselves in fashion. It 
was the same in China [Cardin first visited the country in 1978]. 
They were wearing Mao uniforms or traditional dress. I took 
my inspiration for the shape of the shoulders on my suits from 
the pagoda, whereas others just copied the details of the Mao 
jacket: the collar, the pockets, and so forth.

With so many interests and such a busy schedule, is it hard to 
find some sort of stability in a daily routine? Or is that some-
thing that doesn’t interest you? 
First thing in the morning I have a meeting here with my 
bank—and that’s my own bank, the one I own, you under-
stand. I take care of all the company’s finances. I learned how 
to do this when I was an accountant for the Red Cross during 
WWII. Then I have meetings with every department, and all 
the time I sketch designs for clothes, for ideas. For example, I 
designed a range of radiators that way. I think standard office 
radiators are ugly [he points to a standard radiator next to 
his desk in his office]. The ones I had made, in 50 different 
versions, are very futuristic in red or blue and much more 
exciting for the home.

What do you think of fashion designers today?
Wearing the corset over the dress isn’t fashion, it’s costume, and 
there is too much of that—too much attention to “style,” too 
many references to films, to the past. My conception of fashion 
is to produce something new. Maybe sometimes people don’t 
like the designs, but the important thing is to ignore trends. 

That’s easy for you; unlike everyone else in fashion, you still 
own the company. There are no outside financiers, no investors 
pressuring you.
That’s true. And remember this: My house is still commercially 
very viable. So my conclusion is that this is a result of my talent. 
In the 50s, when Yves Saint Laurent ascended at the House 
of Dior, it was said: “In three years you won’t hear anything 
about Cardin.” 

But as you can see, I’m still here. 

Paul Gorman is a writer and cultural commentator. His next book, Mr Freedom: 
Tommy Roberts—British Design Hero, will be published by Adelita in April. More 
information about Paul can be found at paulgormanis.com.

“You want the truth? I have never been 
infl uenced by anybody. I have my own style 
and would rather be copied than copy.”
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FREE-
RANGE 
FUR 
Is It Still Murder 
If You Trap It, Skin It, 
and Sew It Yourself? 

Coming face-to-face—actually, 
face-to-exposed-leg-muscle—

with the half-skinned fox. That’s 
Larry laughing in the background.
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carcass—possibly a fox—curled up in a plastic tub in the drive-
way. As I approached, the basement door opened and a man 
in a plaid shirt who looked like an older, rounder Jeff Bridges 
came barreling out. This had to be Larry. 

He pointed at my feet. “You got boots?” During our initial 
phone conversation he had advised me to buy a pair of hip-
high rubber boots for the hunt, and as I looked into his face I 
was relieved that I could say yes, I did. 

I could tell Larry wanted to get down to business, and 
within a few minutes I was sliding my boots on and being 
introduced to Barry, who besides being a prolific trapper is 
also a veterinarian technician. Wearing an aqua sweatshirt 
and John Denver glasses, Barry seemed more like a sweet high 
school math teacher than a feral woodsman. 

It was already midafternoon and we were losing precious 
light. Barry quickly led me across the road, down a wooded hill 
and to a shimmering creek. We walked toward the creek bank 
and straight into thigh-deep water. I learned that most of the 
animals he traps are nocturnal, with a strong focus on foxes, 
mink, and coon (which he seldom refers to as “raccoons”
and never “coons,” even when he’s referring to more than 
one). Coon, Barry told me, look for food in nooks and cran-
nies along the water. To reel them in it was best to build a 
little seductive scene called a set to serve as a lure. For my 
first set, I dug a hole, slicked down the surrounding mud, and 
stuffed some grass near the back. As soon as I finished, Barry 
produced a glass jar of grape-jelly-ish bait and instructed me 
to dip a stick in the mixture and smear a good helping inside 
the grassy opening. Then he handed me a tiny bottle labeled 
raccoon #1, the contents of which I diligently dripped 
around the set. It smelled like bacon. Finally, I scattered a 
handful of mini-marshmallows, mostly for visual appeal, I 
think. It was time to lay the trap. 

Barry uses spring-loaded traps designed to hold an animal’s 
paw until it’s “dispatched” (i.e., shot and killed) the follow-
ing morning. He handed me one, a black metal circle a little 
smaller than a CD, with two smooth jaws. I tried to envision 
the angle from which a curious coon might enter the set. I 
picked a spot, carefully gripped the base of the trap beneath its 
jaws, and submerged it within the creek bed. That was it; my 
first trap was set.   

The sun sank as we sloshed down the creek, pushing more 
traps into the mud, digging holes, and scattering marshmal-
lows. I tried to imagine what it would be like to do this every 
day, which prompted me to ask Barry what he liked best about 
trapping. “Matching your wits to the animal,” he said. “And 
being successful at capturing and holding it.” 

I also asked about Barry’s success rate and learned that he 
typically sets 50 traps a night; if five of them catch a coon he 
considers it an excellent hunt. We had set only 15.  

By the time we made it back to Larry’s it was dusk, which is 
when he opens for business, supplying trappers and hunt-
ers with equipment and buying their catches and kills. I 

followed him to the basement, which doubles as a workshop. 
Inside, death was everywhere, and it was crowded. 

Cardboard covered in maroon splotches lined the floor, and 
every surface was piled high with supplies—chargers for hunt-
ing lights, paring knives, dark-stained towels, glass jars filled 
with what looked like organs. Bloody vice grips and shiny 
hooks hung from the low rafters where carcasses were hung 
and skinned. A double-handled blade rested on the edge of 
a chest-high wooden box containing discarded skin and 
hair. Larry explained that it was a scraping station where he 
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About one-fifth of fur is wild, supplied by hunters and trap-
pers: pelts from animals that lived free and (hopefully) great 
lives before they became great clothes. Auction prices for 
farmed fur recently reached record highs, making wild fur—
which is far cheaper but not quite as smooth—an attractive 
and viable alternative. Suddenly, coats made from wild coyote 
and raccoon are hanging from the racks of Neiman Marcus 
and Barneys. But while activists continue their crusade against 
fur’s fashionable resurgence, many designers seem to be ignor-
ing—or ignorant of—American wild fur, which in the hands 
of a forward-thinking entrepreneur has the potential be the 
fashion-industry equivalent of sustainable, free-range, farm-
to-table meat. 

My attempt to survey the literature about this ethical gray 
area turned up nearly zilch, so I decided the only thing left 
for me to do was to go hunting and see just how difficult it 
would be to transform dead animal skin into haute couture. 
As it turns out, it’s a macabre but doable task, given some 
expert assistance.

First I had to sort out the logistics and find someone willing 
to walk me through the steps that would immediately follow 
hunting and skinning. I quickly found a fur manufacturer 
named Dimitris who was happy to help. As with all of the 
subjects I interviewed for this story, I made him aware that 
I planned to write a magazine article about my experience. 
I’ve decided to leave out their last names, lest they enter their 
workspaces one morning to find them blood-splattered by 
animal-rights activists.  

The first person Dimitris called was Marc, a “dresser” who 
cleans and softens skins. Marc called Harry, a fur distribu-
tor and wholesaler; Harry called Larry, a “country collector” 
who buys and skins carcasses bagged by hunters and trappers; 
Larry called Barry, his best trapper; and the last call was also 
made by Larry, to Eric, his business partner (yes, all of these 
names are real). 

A short time later I was barreling down the Pennsylvania 
Turnpike, headed to a yellow house with a sign outside that 
read raw fur buyer. I did my best to ignore the skinless 

 Years ago, I worked for a fashion designer who had a penchant for fur dyed in bold colors that ranged 
from acid-green to plum. Most of them were for very expensive jackets that looked like they were 
made of Muppet skin. Only fox fur—specifically that of the American red fox—was left in its natural 

state. It was perfectly gorgeous on its own. And while I admit that I’m somewhat vain—I  like fashion 
and will endure uncomfortable clothing on the right occasion—with fur that discomfort goes deeper. 
The thought of farm-raised animals being executed via anal electrocution is hard to shake once it enters 
your mind. Surely, there had to be alternatives. 
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BELOW: 
Checking traps 
with Larry.
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PAGE: The 
steps from fox 
to skin to fur.
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separated fat from hide. And, of course, there were the skins—
hundreds of them pulled taut over metal U-shaped frames to 
dry. Others were turned fur-side out, in lengths varying from 
several inches to four feet. Three shrew-like opossum carcasses 
lay on the floor alongside a dead raccoon. They were frozen. 
Larry explained that if hunters know it’ll be a few days before 
they sell a carcass, they’ll throw it on ice. The little guys on the 
floor were just thawing out. 

I got used to the scenery quickly, probably because every 
time I turned my head my ponytail would brush across a pos-
sum skin or raccoon tail. But one carcass in particular caught 
my eye: a little red fox that had been set on its side. Except for 
the blood spatters and bared teeth, it looked like every cartoon 
fox I’d ever adored as a kid. Its little ribcage had dimension 
and its legs looked they were running. I felt a sinking in my 
chest, and left Larry’s for the evening shortly thereafter. That 
night I went to bed wondering whether there was a raccoon 
shrieking under the moon, its leg caught in one of my traps. 

 The next morning I returned to Larry’s and headed out with 
him to the trap sites. We didn’t catch anything; the water 
level had fallen more than we expected, leaving the traps 

awkwardly exposed. Even the marshmallows were left un-
touched. “The thing about these animals is that they’ve got the 
whole world to walk in,” Larry said. “We’ve got to get ’em in 
a four- or five-inch circle.” 

Empty traps, however, weren’t enough to get me off the 
hook with Larry. There was work to be done. The little red 
fox on the floor had thawed overnight and was ready to be 
skinned. I realized it was probably my last chance to skin my 
own fur, and shakily said that I’d do it. 

Larry fetched me a yellow rubber apron and latex gloves, 
and with that his job was complete. Larry’s partner Eric, 
who had just gotten off the morning shift as a sergeant at the 
Lebanon County Prison, does most of the skinning. So while 
Eric guided me through the process, Larry pulled up a chair. I 
was focused but also a little nauseous. Eric reached above his 
head and grasped an industrial-strength metal hanger, which 
was dangling from a rope attached to the ceiling. It hung at eye 
level, with two big shiny silver hooks suspended from chains at 
either corner. He lifted up the fox and pierced a hook through 
one of its hind feet. Then it was my turn. 

I’ve always liked how dog paws have those cute little pads, 
and the prints they leave behind. This fox’s foot didn’t look so 
different. While Eric secured the body, I took the cold, bony 
shin between my latex-gloved fingers and pressed the paw 
onto the hook, but it didn’t want to go through. Eric told me 
to press harder. I felt the hook push past the bones and saw 
it come out on the other side. Eric slowly turned the fox, now 
hanging by its hind legs, a blue plastic bucket on the floor 
beneath its nose. A few drops of blood had already fallen in. 
He handed me a metal-toothed brush, which I combed through 
the fox’s matted, copper-colored fur as I held my other hand 
against its cold belly to keep it from turning while I picked out 
brush and burrs.

Next, Eric handed me a small, plastic-handled paring knife. 
With the tip of the blade, I traced up the backs of the fox’s 
shins and then around the bottoms of its ankles. I worked my 
fingers into the seam of sliced flesh, pulling the fur from shiny 
muscle until the swath was completely separated and hanging 
just below its tail. Then I worked my fingers into a tiny space 
between the muscle and the still-connected skin and yanked it 
as hard as I could, peeling the fox to the base of its tail, expos-
ing the tailbone. 
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Eric then passed me something that resembled a red plas-
tic clothespin—a “tail stripper”—which I clamped around 
the tailbone. I wrapped my hand over the top of the device, 
the bone running between my index and middle fingers, 
and pulled as hard as I could against the bushy ring of tail 
fur and pushed against the fox’s cold rump. The hard plas-
tic dug into my fingers, but nothing was budging. Then 
it started to peel down, my head got light, and I think I 
squealed. “There you go!” Eric said. “Just pull, pull, pull! 
Keep pulling!” 

Without warning, my right hand flew down the length of 
the tail as the fox swung away from me, and a long, spindly 
bone sprang up in my face. It was absolutely horrific. “This is 
the easy part,” Eric said. “Wait until we get to the hard stuff.” 

The entire hind half of the fox hung naked and peeled, 
red and violet, with white traces curving along its muscula-
ture. With Eric’s coaching, I continued until the skin, pale 
pinkish gray and now of significant length, hung from just 
behind the fox’s front legs. Eric handed me a maroon towel 
to wrap around it, and once again advised me to pull. The 
skin slowly peeled away with each tug, all the way down 
to the widest part of its torso. Then Eric suddenly grabbed 
the fox and worked his hand between the skin and the body 
into a circular hole, like a handle. Anatomically, it made no 
sense, but then I thought about clothes. We were pulling off 
a sleeve. “You got it,” Eric said, securing the armpit while 
I yanked off the final strips of skin. Eric trimmed off the 
remaining flesh above the paws, leaving the fox with two 
furry front feet. 

The next step required me to work much closer to the 
floor, so I pushed my apron between my legs, positioned the 
towel-wrapped fox skin between my thighs, and leaned back, 
pulling it nearly parallel to the ground. As I pulled, I nicked 
my knife along the fox’s neck, delicately detaching the skin 
from the body. When I reached the head, Eric stepped in to 
slice a couple inches around one ear. Then he handed me the 
knife and I did the other one, which took some elbow grease 
but finally opened up. 

As I worked toward the forehead I discovered a tiny silver 
pellet, the fox’s tiny cranium bruised crimson underneath. It 
made me feel sad for a second, but Eric quickly distracted me 
with instructions to put my finger in its earhole. 

“Inside it?” I asked.
“Yep, put your finger in there,” Eric said. “Now pull.” 

With one finger in the ear, I leaned back, leveraging my body 
for a few more inches of face. The idea, Eric explained, was to 
hold the skin taut to get a few more inches of clearance while 
we did the eyes. “You want to keep the whole eyelid on,” he 
said, taking over to demonstrate. He stuck his thumb in the 
fox’s earhole, peeling the skin down to one of its blue-gray 
eyeballs, where he made a slice and removed it. 

“I’m gonna let you do the other one.”
“Oh, great,” I said, taking the knife. 
“Keep steady pressure with your legs, just like you are.” 
I had almost forgotten that most of the fox skin was between 

my legs; I was distracted by Eric’s instruction to cut straight 
toward the bone, bit by bit.

“Don’t be afraid of it,” Larry said. I soon exposed the other 
eyeball and pulled until only the fox’s snout remained inside 
the skin. Eric worked through the lips and whiskers, exposing 
an entire jaw full of jagged teeth. The skinless fox face, staring 
at me with its giant eyeballs, looked like an alien. All that was 
left to carve was the tip of the nose, around which Eric advised 
me to pull and saw. 

Moments later I was holding the entire skin, inside out, in 
my arms, completely bewildered. I looked at the clock. The 
process had taken about 40 minutes. 

“Now take that skin,” Larry said, “turn it fur-side out, and 
see what kind of good job you did.” This required me to stick 
my entire arm inside the cold and slimy fox skin, which was 
basically a meat sock at this point. I found the end and pulled 
it right-side out. “See how everything’s on?” Eric said. “The 
whiskers are there, the nose, the ears. Everything’s good.”

With its weight in my arms, what had seemed like a gory, 
grueling science experiment suddenly and simply became a 
fox. I rubbed his little black nose and whiskers between my 
fingers, the curve of his jaw resting in the palm of my hand. 
An unfamiliar mixture of gratitude and remorse washed over 
me. Something inside me wanted to clutch it to my chest, like 
a teddy bear or a baby. I felt my chin crinkle up and tried to 
steady myself, fearing Larry and Eric might start to wonder 
whether I was an undercover activist.

There was a little hole between its eyes. 
“Is that where the bullet went through?” I asked.
“That was one of the pellet holes, yep,” Eric answered. 
To my horror, I was starting to cry. 
“Sometimes when we’re tired and silly,” Larry piped up 

from his chair, “we’ll play puppet. One guy’ll put a fox over 
his hand, the other guy’ll put a coon on his hand, and we’ll 
sit down here and talk to each other.” We all laughed. Larry 
instinctively took care of the final step, turning it inside out 
and pulling it across a stretcher to scrape away the fat. Eric 
sliced the glands off the body, which was still hanging from 
the hook, and popped them into a jar for future use as bait.

After I proved my conviction, Eric and Larry realized that 
one fox skin wasn’t going to get me far and graciously allowed 
me to purchase five of their most beautiful fox pelts. I brushed 
them out and passed them to Larry, who unhooked the bottom 
bar of a heavy steel hanger, laced it through their eyeholes, 
and zipped them into an oversize black garment bag. Then he 
wrote up a receipt for $150—a total steal. 

Even though all furs aren’t created—or killed—equally, 
PETA does not distinguish between the wild and farm-
raised varieties. “The fur trade is simply a violent, bloody 

industry, any way you slice it,” campaign director Lindsay 
Wright told me.

I was looking for a little more moral nuance, so I called 
Steven Wise, author of the scathing condemnation of factory 
hog farms An American Trilogy and a legal scholar who has 
taught courses on animal rights at Harvard Law School. He 
thinks fur should be completely illegal but conceded that there 
might be room for degrees of ethical distinction. “Factory-
farmed fur is probably worse than killing wild animals for 
fur,” he said. “Up until the animal is killed in the wild, they 
have a normal life in the wild. An animal raised for fur has a 
terrible life and a terrible death.” I asked whether he thought 
killing or processing one’s own garment changed anything. 
“No,” he said. “It just makes you wonder whether it’s insane.” 
Call me crazy, but I wasn’t buying it. 

The entire hind half of the fox hung naked 
and peeled, red and violet, with white 
traces curving along its musculature.
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 The weekend came, and I wasn’t able to take the furs to 
Marc, the dresser, for three days. In the meantime, the gar-
ment bag hung in my bathroom with the door closed and 

window open. At first it was sort of like having a new dress; 
I’d get a little zing when I thought about them. Then it started 
to smell—a mild odor somewhere between a butcher block, 
a leather shop, and a bowl of Cheetos—and the garment bag 
seemed more like a body bag. I unzipped it one last time Mon-
day morning. The fur was still beautiful, but the hides were 
stiff and papery, and the skin had turned a striking shade of 
magenta. Let’s just say prosciutto hasn’t been the same since. 
By the time I got to Marc’s soaring brick facility in New Jersey, 
my skin was itching with anticipation—I couldn’t get rid of the 
furs fast enough. 

“Skin a red fox?” Marc said, when I told him my story. “Are 
you kidding me? I’m a North Jersey boy.” Marc got into the fur 
business as a 19-year-old dropout and aspiring musician, driv-
ing a fur truck in the 70s. I found him surprisingly squeamish, 
especially considering that he owns one of North America’s 
biggest fur-dressing facilities. He winced at the smell when he 
opened my garment bag, but said, “I think they’ll dress up nice.” 

To demonstrate, he showed me furs frothing in tubs of soap, 
chemicals, and salt, preparing to be scraped of excess flesh, 
moisturized, and then tumbled in towering wooden barrels. “I 
turn skin into leather,” he said. 

Until a few years ago, Marc told me, only about a fifth of his 
business came from wild animals. But recently, as auction prices 
for farmed fur have peaked, he estimates that the proportion 
has climbed to about 50 percent. He attributes the change to 
increasing demand for fur in Russia and China. He also told 
me that he believes North Americans are getting priced out of 
farmed fur but said the alternative can be challenging. “Wild fur 
is very woolly,” he said. “It tends to get tangled.” 

I didn’t think my Pennsylvania pelts seemed particularly 
woolly until Marc showed me farmed Finnish foxes: improb-
ably fluffy, three times the size of mine, and bred in colors 
from “platinum” to “blue frost.” 

American red foxes, on the other hand, come in one color. 
But I still thought they were prettier than those Finnish fluff-
bombs and couldn’t wait to see Marc’s handiwork. He told me 
that after he was finished he’d put them on his daily truck to be 
dropped off in Manhattan’s fur district. 

 Two weeks later, I walked west on 30th Street, toward Dimi-
tris’s workshop. In 1985, when he came to New York from 
Greece, he was one of more than 500 furriers in the city. To-

day there are about 40, and during the week between Christmas 
and New Year’s, Dimitris’s fourth-floor workspace was pretty 
quiet. Bags, boxes, and piles of fur covered every surface, except 
for a thick wood table in the middle of the room. 

We spread out my fox skins. They were supple and soft, 
with caramel-colored backs, gray down beneath, and silvery-
gray necks and sides. The once prosciutto-colored skin was 
now approaching stark white leather. The pelts still had ears, 
noses, and whiskers, but it was as if they had been exorcised 
of their animal spirits. 

We matched two of the saltier-colored furs and laid them side 
by side. With a gold-handled blade, Dimitris sliced off their pale 
inner edges and sewed the skins together, creating a mutant, 
two-headed fox pelt with a double-wide back. “See?” he said. 
“Like plastic surgery.” Then he unceremoniously swiped across 
the tops of their necks. Like that, my foxes were fabric. 

Over four days, I apprenticed with Dimitris, slicing around 
bullet holes and belly scratches, stitching up skins, and stretch-
ing them to size. We made a cardboard pattern for a vest and 
traced it onto four of the skins’ leather sides, setting aside 
the fifth skin for another project. We cut the lines, sewed the 
shapes together, and steam-blasted the fur. When it came time 
to close up the collar, he let me sit at the machine. 

For days I had watched Dimitris sew the leather together, 
tucking fur with his thumbs as he went. But when it came 
time to press my own foot down on the machine’s pedal, I 
felt the same fearful focus I had with my hand on the knife 
at Larry’s workshop. Eventually, I pressed, turning the 
machine’s steel wheels while the needle moved back and forth 
through the collar. 

Once the vest was constructed, I went to the fabric store 
for lining. I couldn’t decide between two flannels: a hunter 
green that recalled the Pennsylvania woods and a butterscotch-
flecked gray that resembled the underlayer of fox fur. I chose 
the gray and brought it to Maria, the seamstress known, 
appropriately, as the finisher. She made the lining and, with 
a dagger-sharp needle, sewed it into the vest by hand. It was 
finished, except for one old-fashioned final touch. 

I brought the vest to a monogram shop on 30th Street to have 
my name embroidered inside. Really, I should have requested a 
few more: Maria, Dimitris, Marc, Barry, Eric, and Larry. Plus 
four little red foxes who are keeping me very, very warm this 
winter. And I love every last one of them for it. 

Admiring 
the brand-new 
(and very 
comfy) 
fur vest.
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My 2012 MODEL SNK VIDEO 50” 
60 HZ HDTV WITH 3-D—a gift from 
my mother—hi, Mom!

MATRO & PERNICE 
60s RETRO LOUNGE 

LAMP—this is the original, 
NOT a reproduction—

although every piece has 
been replaced. I love it! 

($890 at M & P)

My collection of 
FOUFONES 
ELECTRIQUE 

MAGAZINE from 
Paris—a biweekly 

that featured fashion 
worn only by 

electronica DJs. 
Mi amour! 

(Out of print)

A photo of 
someone’s grandpop 

in a GORDON & 
PINCER FAUX-

IRON FRAME, my 
favorite picture-frame 

designer! ($325 at 
Lalouche’ Gallery)

My collection of 
JENSEN & VORHEE & 
SOLVERT INFLATABLE 

BUTTER BEDS: Blow 
them up and fill them with 

melted butter, and when 
you’re done, just toss ‘em! 

Makes butter baths easy 
as 1-2-oops! ($435 at 

Dpondon of London)

My ORVILLE & KNORKLER
 BLACKSTAR FAUX-DECANTER,

filled with Asley & Warren’s Spice-Butter 
AromaScent Cheekwater—keeps my cheeks 
cheeky! ($42.35/oz. at Gamble & Gimble)

My pointy-toed calf-scrotum BILLS & 
PEEBLER OXFORD SHOES, the softest 

shoes I own AND the cheapest! ($485,000 
bought in Milan somewhere!)

BAILBIX & TAINT’S 
REPRO PIPE 

TOBACCO CANISTER, 
filled with edamame 

from my fave restaurant, 
Ed-A-Mommy’s in 

Williamsburg. (Canister, 
$456 at Steven’s TopKnot 

Shop on Avenue C; 
Edamame beans, $5.80)

FOSSEL & 
DUMP’S 
WALLPAPER 
TROUSERS, made 
of chenille and blue 
jean—these are the 
real thing, gals—I 
never take them off! 
($349,000 at Ass 
& Peggs)

My fave scribing instrument, 
a FAUX-REPRO WESSON 

& HALSEY SQUID-INK 
PEN! Writes in indelible 
(and edible!) squid ink 

squeezed from the ass of a 
dying squid—I use it to note 
my favorite colors and the 

shapes of my favorite clouds! 
(Pen, $49 at Staples, squid 
Ink, $560/oz. at Hester & 

Chalkie’s fish market)

My LEATHERETTE SPIK & SPANK SHOULDER CHAP CARRIER BAG, 
EXACTLY like the kind Amelia Earhart wore when she got lost flying around 
the world! I love to carry it and imagine I’m lost, too, and that I’ll never be 
found and turn into a skeleton on a deserted isle!! ($3,245 at Squib Bros. 

Leatherette Place in Williamsburg)

MY COOL STUFF
THIS MONTH BILLY B. TEETZ OF 

SCUMBO FASHION IN DUMBO SHOWS US 
HIS FAVORITE THINGS.
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TOUPEE: GOOD TIMES
BY BRETT GELMAN, PHOTOS BY JANICZA BRAVO

Featuring Curtis Gwinn

Shit, I’m stressed out. This is probably 
the most stressed I’ve ever been. And 
stress is a constant in my life, but usu-
ally there’s some sort of break. Some sort 
of breather so you don’t drown in all the 
bullshit. I mean, what the fuck? When 
does it end? How will it end? 

Dead Dick was supposed to be dead, 
and now, apparently, not only is he not 
dead, he’s the one who set up the setup. 
Is Shit Bird telling the truth? I don’t 
know. Shit Bird’s probably the biggest 
liar I know, but to lie about your dead 
lover not being dead… that would be 
a hard sell even for such a primo piece 
of fucking scum. Especially if the liar is 
weak-minded, and there ain’t no weaker 
mind than old Shit Bird’s. He’s impres-
sionable, the type of guy you could 
persuade to blow a mountain lion that 
hadn’t eaten for weeks. He’s like that 
feather in that stupid Gump movie. 

I tie him up and leave him in his cozy 
little bed. I might come back later to 
untie him. Might not. Depends how I’m 
feeling. All I feel right now is stress. I 
need some good ol’-fashioned good 
times. Some simple fun that doesn’t 
have anything to do with hustling or 
running. A safe haven. A place to think 
and release the worry. Only one place to 
do that: Shamrock’s. 

Shamrock is the best. You can always 
count on him to brighten your day. A 
lot of people say this about their stupid 
fucking friends who they think are the 
funniest thing since Milton Berle’s cock, 
but I mean it. Shamrock is fucking hilari-
ous. Everything the guy says leaves me 
on the floor. I almost can’t handle it, but 
you bet your ass I wouldn’t give it up for 
a gazillion rim jobs. 

I grow excited as I drive. Ain’t noth-
ing like good friends. They’re about as 
hard to come by as a hooker who don’t 
charge you extra for clampin’ her nips. 
The other thing you need to know about 
Shamrock is, he’s one of the most loaded 
guys in town. He started out doing every-
thing all of us assholes do. He hooked, 
he robbed, he might have even popped a 
few junkies who didn’t pay up, but after 
that he did it smart. He invested. That’s 
what I should have done. But I’m a fuck-
ing idiot. If I wasn’t I wouldn’t be getting 
into messes all the time. 

I pull up to Shamrock’s, get out of the 
car, and knock on his door. It opens. 

“Heeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeyyyyyyyyyyyyy, 
Toupeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”

Shamrock doesn’t disappoint. Gives 
me a Grade A hug. I’ve never been one for 
physical affection, bu t when Shamrock 
grabs you, you feel like you’re the king of 
the universe. Fuck, it feels good. 

I start to give him the lowdown on 
my toils and troubles. He laughs: “Aw, 
there’s always something with you.”

There he goes again with that good 
ol’ Shamrock wisdom. He’s right, but he 
doesn’t say it in a way that makes you feel 
like a turd. He makes you realize we’re 
all turds dropped from the same ass, and 
we’re all headed toward the same sewer. 

We immediately start cokin’ it up 
and out, and it feels good. It feels right, 
like friendship. He pukes in the pool. 
Anybody else did that, I’d think they 
were a complete piece of shit. Not 
Shamrock. He pukes and it’s like he’s 
God and he’s making it rain.

“Aw, there’s always something with 
you,” he says again. He’s right. There 
is always something with me. I’ve 
always had some problem or other. 
Something’s always fucking wrong. I’m 
so tired of it. I want shit to be right. I 
want things to be good. I want my life 
to be like Shamrock’s. 

So I decide right then and there that 
I will end all wrongs, solve all my prob-
lems. I’m going to find Dead Dick—that 
is, if he isn’t dead. And if he isn’t dead, 
and he really did set me up, I’m going to 
make him fucking deader than any Dead 
Dick has ever been dead before.   

Shamrock gives me another hug. Feels 
even better than the first one.  

“You’re fine, Toupee,” he says. 
“You’re more than fine. Hell, I wouldn’t 
let you in my house if you weren’t fine. 
I don’t hang out with losers. I only 
hang out with the best and the bright-
est. And you’re the best of the best, and 
the brightest of the bright. Free yourself, 
Toupee. Free yourself.”

Soon I’ll be free. I’ll be free of the past. 
I’ll be free of who I am. I’ll be the freest 
fuck that was ever free. As soon as I show 
them that they are nothing, as soon I put 
them into their most attractive state. I’ll 
kill ’em all. Every last one of ’em. And 
then… poof. No more problems.

Check VICE.com for previous installments of Toupee, 
Brett Gelman’s novel about baldness, disgusting 
depravity, and being on the lam. 
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JUST SUBSCRIBE ALREADY
It used to be that VICE was relatively easy to find if you lived in New 
York or LA or another major city that isn’t run by simpletons. Nowa-
days, things are different. We aren’t accusing employees of stores that 
carry our magazine of swiping entire boxes of issues for their friends or 
anything like that. We are, however, saying that we have absolutely no 
control over such activities if and when they happen. And to be honest, 
it doesn’t matter much to us either way. The magazine is still being 
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someone who works at a place that distributes VICE. And while this is 
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never look back.
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annual oversize Photo Issue in July. 
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Please allow 6 to 8 weeks for 
delivery of your first issue.
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THE CUTE SHOW PAGE!
BY ELLIS JONES, PHOTO BY MALOU TAN

Guinea pigs are those chubby-faced mega-hamsters that squeak when you squeeze them. They were domesticated when 
16th-century explorers brought them from the Americas to Europe, where they quickly become a popular pet for the upper 
classes. Meanwhile, people living near the Andes mountains continued to enjoy cooking and eating guinea pigs as they had 
for centuries. But enough about that nonsense. If you happen to find yourself in the Netherlands, there’s a small guinea-pig 
village where you can adopt one of these creatures yourself—to eat (please don’t), squeeze, or whatever else you wish. All 
day long they roll around on a plush lawn dotted with tiny windmills and miniature gnomes holding saxophones. There’s 
even a separate, less busy area where older guinea pigs spend their retirement amid a f loor of golden hay sprinkled with 
ripe veggies and poop. It probably smells like shit in there, but if given the chance we’d hold our breath just long enough 
to put one guinea pig in each hand and tenderly stroke them across our faces till we sneezed. 

Guinea 
Pig Village
Watch a brand-new 
episode of The Cute 
Show! featuring these 
squeezable balls of 
fur later this month on 
VICE.com. 
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SKINEMA
BY CHRIS NIERATKO

I went to school with a kid named Phil McCracken. I am 
a big fan of juvenile humor, so you can see why I love this 
title. Recently I was informed that there’s a skateboarder 
in England who is gaining popularity with the birth name 
Ash Hall. That’s right. There’s an Ash Hall skater running 
around jolly ole England shitting on everything. Oh, how 
my heart sang when I heard about him. I emailed my friend 
Ben at the UK skate bible Sidewalk in ALL CAPS insisting 
that he couldn’t possibly be my friend if he’d hide the UK’s 
Ash Hall from me. I told him how I wanted to speak to 
this Ash Hall, get all inside this Ash Hall. He responded 
confused, unsure what I meant. I shot back, “THE KID’S 
PARENTS NAMED HIM ASSHOLE!! YOU DON’T 
THINK THAT’S A PERSON OF INTEREST TO ME???” 
“Oh, I see,” he replied, unamused. Turns out that some-
thing was lost in the translation, since the UK refers to the 
tushy as arse and not ass. And so this Ash Hall has man-
aged to avoid a lifetime of asshole jokes! But no more. He 
and I are going to become friends, and I am going to make 
up for his non-English-speaking countrymen who couldn’t 
put two and two together. 

As a child I was called Chris Piss. The taunting back-
fired. I thought it was a hilarious moniker. To the disdain 
of my teachers, I began to sign my tests and homework 
Chris Piss. I gave my other classmates similarly crude 
nicknames. Their reactions were not as accepting and 
entertained as my own. 

In high school—my second high school, that is, 
after I was removed from my first for putting my alge-
bra teacher in the hospital by breaking her neck (total 
accident)—I was placed in a Catholic school for a year 

where the girls wore polyester skirts and form-fitting 
white button-up shirts. Not even the baggiest of cardi-
gans could hide the fat rolls that were tucked into those 
blouses. There was one girl in history class named Sue 
who shimmied like Jello at all points below the chin. 
She looked like a bowl of soup ready to spill out at any 
moment. So I sat beside SUE from September to June, 
whispering the word SOUP to her from 10:15 AM to 
11 AM Monday through Friday, except on holidays. 
Soup. No one heard me but her. It was not for the class’s 
amusement, just my own. Soup. She’d beg the teacher to 
make me stop, but no one else had heard me. Soup. So no 
one could corroborate her story. Soup. Not to mention I 
excelled in history. Soup. Especially the chapters dealing 
with 1939 to 1945. Soup. Did you know when given the 
chance to choose my home phone number, I picked the 
one ending in 1942, soup, because it was the year of the 
Battle of Midway? Soup. Recently at a carnival in my 
hometown I saw her and she looked fantastic. I’d like 
to think my saying Soup to her aided in her transforma-
tion. She came up to me, in front of my wife and child, 
and unleashed nearly 20 years of pent-up rage. How she 
hates me, hates the mention of the word soup, etc., blah 
blah, etc. I smiled politely, apologized—not for what 
I’d done, but for not remembering who she was or what 
she was talking about. It devastated her that it meant 
nothing to me (although I did remember clear as day). 
As she turned and went off crying, I called out one last 
time, “SOUP!” She looked back as if she were going to 
vomit. I merely smiled again and waved. 
More stupid can be found at  Chrisnieratko.com and @Nieratko on Twitter. 

BUTTFACE 
Dir: Belladonna
Rating: 10
Enterbelladonna.com/
Evilangel.com
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SHEPPARD’S VIDEO-GAME PIE
BY STEPHEN LEA SHEPPARD

Katawa Shoujo is hilarious. The rest of this review will 
be me explaining the joke. Sorry.

It’s a dating game—well, romantic visual novel; there’s 
some nuance between “visual novel” and “dating game” 
that I don’t have space to go into here. It was developed 
and released by a self-assembled group of fans of the idea 
of Katawa Shoujo who came together as a reaction to 
a sketch in a translated piece of Japanese fanwork. The 
sketch, by an artist who publishes fanwork under the 
name RAITA, posited a dating game where all the girls 
were disabled—two amputees, a burn survivor, a blind 
girl, and a deaf-mute girl. The original idea itself was... 
funny... because a lot of dating sims are as disrespectful 
of women as society in general is of the disabled. And 
because it’s pretty easy to slot common stereotypes regard-
ing certain disabilities into the archetypal clichés that 
infest the dating-game genre. RAITA published the sketch 
in 2000. The idea lay dormant until some anonymous 
fan translated the work and posted it to 4chan in 2007. 

The name of the game translates to Disability Girls, 
though that’s inaccurate—the word katawa in this con-
text is an unprintable epithet for the disabled, connoting 
worthlessness. The 4chan anon community, as attracted 
to conceptual and intellectual perversity as they are to 
all perversity, went fucking berserk about the prospect 
of making the game real, and successive threads fl ooded 
the forum with ideas and proposals. Eventually a small 
group of enthusiasts broke off and started their own 
development forum, taking the name Four Leaf Studios, 
and got to work.

I didn’t learn about the game’s existence until 2009, 
when they released a demo. I played it because, like 
many geeks, I’m attracted to intellectual and concep-
tual perversity, too. Now, in 2012, fi ve years after the 
game began development and 12 years after RAITA (not 
involved with Four Leaf Studios to my knowledge) pub-
lished the original idea as an offhanded joke in Japan, 
we have a fully playable thing.

KATAWA SHOUJO
Platform: PC

Publisher: 
Four Leaf Studios

Like most visual novels, the gameplay is simple 
branching-narrative, choose-your-own-adventure stuff. 
Read and look at pictures until you reach a choice, then 
that choice determines what happens next.

The best way to handle a joke based around intel-
lectual or conceptual perversity is to play it completely 
straight. Katawa Shoujo is, in every way it can be, as 
respectful of its subject matter as possible. It’s hilarious 
because it’s not going for hilarious. It succeeds as a joke 
because it succeeds as a game absent the joke. 

Four Leaf Studios consulted with medical experts to 
ensure its treatment of the various characters’ disabili-
ties is as accurate as possible in a storytelling genre that 
must melodramatize confl ict. The writers are careful to 
ensure each character’s disability strongly informs but 
does not defi ne him or her. I say “him or her” because 
the protagonist is also disabled—the premise of the 
game is that he had an undiagnosed arrhythmia that 
gave him a heart attack while a girl was confessing 
her crush on him, and after being discharged from a 
six-month hospital stay, he was enrolled in a school 
founded to serve kids who’d be aided by constant medi-
cal oversight.

The production values are strong. The music 
impresses me, and the majority of the art is well 
polished. The game proper opens with an animated 
cutscene, and after the fi rst act, the game splits into 
fi ve branches, one for each potential girl, and each 
branch has its own animated cutscene, too. The writing 
is good, although a bit purple during the fi rst act, and 
the plotting and characterization are well thought out. 
A warning: The game includes explicit adult content, 
which you can turn off. (I did because I was curious 
how the story-based game would hang together as a 
narrative with certain content automatically skipped. 
It hangs together well.)

My past experience as an internet Japanophile aside, 
I’ve never gotten into visual novels. I’ve picked up enough 
about them that I can list off the names of the biggest 
works, and I have a familiarity with the clichés and 
stereotypes associated with the genre, but the implied 
gender politics always bothered me, and I’m annoyed 
by sexualized moe, which, um—that’s like a whole other 
article on a whole other subject. I can’t get into it here. I 
have genuinely enjoyed Katawa Shoujo’s characters and 
their stories. It makes me want to start playing other 
visual novels to see if they’re as entertaining.

Katawa Shoujo is the best kind of satire—the kind 
that stands on its own even if you ignore the satiric ele-
ments. “This is how you do it, guys. Look, I’m not even 
being serious and I’m doing it well.” As Blazing Saddles 
is a great western, The Princess Bride is an excellent 
swashbuckling fantasy fi lm, Shaun of the Dead is both 
good romantic comedy and good zombie horror, and 
Galaxy Quest is the best Star Trek movie, so Katawa 
Shoujo is an entertaining and touching romance. If all 
well-executed satire is art by defi nition, then Katawa 
Shoujo is proof something resembling a video game 
can be art.

http://noisey.com
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WORST ALBUM OF THE MONTH: 
DIMLITE:

make me sound gay?” because everything they say auto-
matically makes them sound gay, because they are gay. 
Or maybe it’s just that they’re better than us. 
GLAAD HAG

XRAY EYEBALLS
Splendor Squalor
Kanine

Oh, God. What is this, and why didn’t anyone 
stop it?! When even the cheapest recording 
equipment can sound decent, it takes a lot of 

effort to make your recordings sound this shitty. There 
is an entire four-minute-plus song where two of the 
band members just yell single words back and forth. 
This is a joke, right?
JONATHAN YOST

LAMBCHOP
Mr. M
Merge

Couple of things: It sort of sounds like the 
soundtrack to an Alexander Payne movie, but 

that’s OK. Now that you’ve selected a reasonably priced 
brie, the dinner party is complete! Also, and I know it 
ends up in almost every favorable review, but you can 
totally bust a massive nut to this. 
DHALSIM JAMES

THE LEMONHEADS
Hotel Sessions
Hall of Records/Breath of Saltwater

You think back on your carefree days of the 90s 
and that one time you took an unplanned road 

trip with Evan Dando, who only packed some chewing 
gum, his acoustic guitar, and pocket money. He made you 
pay for gas. You shared a hotel room. He serenaded you 
with his guitar, and while none of the songs were actually 

about you, he made you feel like they were. That’s what 
this album sounds like. 
FATTI SMITH

WUSSY
Strawberry
Shake It

Is this supposed to be a 90s alt-rock parody 
album? Eh, fuck “supposed to,” this is a 90s 
alt-rock parody album. Ugly 90s name; ugly 90s 

title; that weird barfish, like, sepia-green color on the 
cover; stupid-loud drums; songs about sci-fi shit AND 
suburban teenage hangouts; crummy-looking bass 
dude—the full magilla. 
BR APES

UNICYCLE LOVES YOU
Failure
Mecca Lecca

The label rep for this band is named Jonny 
Leather, and this band just SOUNDS like the sort 
of band that WOULD have a label rep named 

Jonny Leather. I could fart marbles against a tin sheet 
and sound better than this. Come over and test that 
theory if you want. Bring Jonny.
PORTLAND HAIR 

SLOW COUNTRY
The Late Great Slow Country
Wonderland Archives 

Dear Dudes I Met in Gainesville: 
Thanks for moving up to New York and taking 

shitty jobs so you’d still have time to form a band and 
write a record’s worth of great songs, only to dissolve into 
multiple solo projects that still see you playing live with 
each other in some sort of spiteful, misguided attempt 
at sticking to your guns. And thank you for releasing this 

posthumous debut of twangy Flying Burrito Brothers-y 
songs 12 months after the fact, however retarded that 
schedule might seem to outsiders. 
YRFRIENDS AND FANS

AVERKIOU
The New Imperative
Sound Study

Dear Dudes Still in Gainesville: 
So it’s closing in on four years since the last 

album and all’s we gets is four songs—three of which 
have been on your MySpace page since last decade—and 
a photo of the cat poster hanging in that bar downtown? 
You guys are lucky you’re still hitting that early My Bloody 
Valentine mark right in the sweet spot, ’cause otherwise 
it’d be BLAMMO-saurus for you peninsular ding-dongs. 

Good luck,
YORFANS ANFRINDS

CURSIVE
I Am Gemini 
Saddle Creek

Fucking Tim Kasher. Why does he need THREE 
bands for his sexual ADD and relationship hang-

ups? This concept album spins the tale of good and evil 
brothers Cassius and Pollock (get it?! Like Castor and 
Pollux!) and their familial baggage. Think of it as kind of a 
musical version of the Gallagher brothers, or a dude’s ver-
sion of the Buffy the Vampire Slayer soundtrack. ’Member 
how they did that one musical episode? God, that was good. 
JONATHAN YOST

TEENAGE COOL KIDS
Denton After Sunset 
Dull Tools

Face it, some of your friends sincerely stuck with 
the DIY thing and now they’re cashing in. Maybe 
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ROBERT GLASPER 
EXPERIMENT
Black Radio
Blue Note/EMI

I know that I’m the whitest person on the face of 
the earth, because every time I listen to a rap 

album I think something like, “Is it OK that I’m listening 
to this?” And to be honest, I didn’t even listen to this one 
because I couldn’t get the download page to work, so 
that’s, like, even worse, isn’t it?
KERNEL SEASONZ 

YOUNG MAGIC
Melt
Carpark

Isaac Emmanuel is an Australian-turned-
Brooklyner who goes by Young Magic and hangs 

with Youth Lagoon. Cryptic electro-pop-rap, it’s as if his 
music’s been created in the space between dreams and 
consciousness. Tribal drums and strange synths invoke 
sweat lodges and voodoo spells. You get the sense this 
dude’s seen a lot of shit.
SOPHIE

KOOL A.D.
The Palm Wine Drinkard
Self-released

Victor Vazquez went to Cuba with his sister for 
Christmas and made this mixtape. A lot of 

songs are about pussy popping, and I have to wonder if 
his sister was an influence in these matters. The best 
thing about mixtapes is that they’re so devoid of the 
stiff plastic layers jizzed on by labels. Remember when 
you were in grade school or junior high and you’d find 

a book or a tape somewhere and assume it was some 
big secret thing because you found it in the dirt, even 
though it was just En Vogue’s first tape with a 
scratched-up cover and a cigarette burn on the insert? 
This is like that. 
ZACCY THREEMINS 

VARIOUS ARTISTS
Electric Daisy 
Carnival Experience
Insomniac

I lost a friend to San Diego recently. He moved 
there to “take a couple months off from think-
ing,” which is funny in light of the 

MDMA-scorched, Gaslight-district gym monkey he 
became within WEEKS. Anyways, not trying to bring you 
down here, it’s just middle-aged drum ’n’ bass shit for 
balding ravers like the Electric Daisy Carnival is the kind 
of thing we both used to get a good laugh from, and now 
Kyle’s visibly twirling in the crowd shots of DJ AM’s 
15-minute scratching solo. With his eyes closed. 
BLAKE UDOFF

VARIOUS ARTISTS
Kitsuné Parisien II
Kitsuné

Maison Kitsuné is one of those companies where 
you can’t tell if it’s a record label that sells jack-

ets or a fashion label that sells records or somehow 
they’re like a video blog that puts out a newspaper? 
Confusing and irritating though this may be (on top of 
the fact that they’re already French), these Kitsuné frogs 
put together a mean set of comps, such as this sampler 
of new French electro groups doing stuff that sounds like 
the Drive soundtrack but in even worse English. 
KATE KATE

NAPOLIAN
Rejoice
Software/Mexican Summer

When a pal of mine told me he’d discovered some 
17-year-old Svengali in Woodland Hills making 

weird new jack funk records that were as smoked out and 
deep as early Aphex and Boards of Canada, I thought, 
“What on earth would some young one from LA know 
about early-90s UK post-rave rainbow-dome skullfuck-
ery?” EVERYTHING, apparently.
BRAD STRIDER

DIMLITE 
Grimm Reality 
Now Again

This is probably what dogs hear when humans 
talk. I feel like the band could give me a curse 
for saying this sucks and shit, but if I have a 

dreamcatcher the curse shouldn’t work, and that’s a 
chance the band isn’t willing to take because of the 
time it would waste, keeping them from making more 
of this stuff. 
BALROG ST. CLAIRE

HUNX
Hairdresser Blues
Hardly Art

Do you think fags write better love songs ’cause 
they don’t have to be worried about being called 

fags? I mean, obviously they have to worry about being 
called fags by other people (especially in Jeeps or 
Boston), but their brains aren’t sitting there second-
guessing everything they say and wondering, “Does this 

BEST ALBUM OF THE MONTH: 
TRUST
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they went to college for making puppets or something, 
but not you, pal. By the summer after senior year they 
were already on the road for the third time, in their sort 
of faithful van, sucking back energy drinks and eating 
leftovers from last night’s vegan potluck at the show. 
This year is probably the last year you’ll let them crash 
at your place when they’re in town because you’re embar-
rassed sick that half this month’s paycheck is going to 
getting your Crass tattoo covered up.
SABURO “SKULLOMANIA” NISHIKOYAMA

BLEEDING KNEES CLUB
S/T
IAMSOUND

I remember the first time I ever went into a Hot 
Topic store and thought, “Yay! I’ve discovered 
a supercool place just for ME where I can buy 

hot punk gear and rad life supplies!” Years later, I real-
ized that Hot Topic is for retards, but it took much less 
time to listen to this album and go from “Yay, punk!” 
to “Oh shit, this sucks!” I feel kind of bad because the 
kids in this band are like 12, and their one-sheet 
describes them as a “rip-roaring, party hardy duo.” 
They probably hate EVERYONE.
HOT GYNO 

SHEARWATER
Animal Joy
Sub Pop

Remember that movie that was really popular a 
few years ago about the singing people who were 
in love? I think this is that movie. No, wait, this is 

a movie about a straight blond lady who gets railed by her 
husband nightly to smooth tunes that he thinks she is wild 

about because every time he puts them on and lubes up in 
front of her she screeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeams.
SISTER WIFE 

GABRIEL AND 
THE HOUNDS
Kiss Full of Teeth
Ernest Jenning

Skipped through this for a sec to see whether any 
new music appeared to be happening; noticed 
some orchestral flourishes behind a guy who is 

basically playing a guitar and singing. I guess the idea 
was to situate a singer-songwriter record in the milieu of 
“modern composition”? Smells like everyone’s still pos-
turing instead of having ideas.
LITTLE LOCKY

JACK WILSON
S/T
Fluff and Gravy

I would say if you love Townes Van Zandt so much 
why don’t you marry him, but I love TVZ so much 
I want to marry him, and I can’t because he’s 

dead. Thanks for reminding me of that with this record 
of embarrassing attempts at outlaw country songs, 
Portland. Nice fucking face, too. 
PAUL MCGINTY

FRANKIE ROSE
Interstellar
Slumberland

This reminds me of a shitty girlfriend. It doesn’t 
do anything sexy, it doesn’t make me mad, it 
doesn’t make me want to do or think very much 

at all. It kind of just spins around and stares at me with 
its one big eye. 
BOBBY BEE 

AIR
Le Voyage dans la Lune
Astralwerks

The story goes that the two gentlemen in Air were 
so awestruck by the beauty of Le Voyage dans la 
Lune that they were inspired to craft an homage 

to it in the form of song. Then you read between the lines 
and realize that the two gentlemen in Air were so awe-
struck by the success of their album Moon Safari that 
they were inspired to craft an homage to it in the form of 
song. Over and over and over and over and over and over 
and over and over and over.
YOGI FINGERS

WATER LIARS
Phantom Limb 
Misra

I like this album because this indie folk duo 
sound like they don’t have their shit together, 

yet. Everything on it is bare bones and pulled together, 
and these guys are so impulsive they’ve already 
changed their name since I received their promo CD. All 
that haphazard abandon makes for an exciting listen. 
By crackins! 
WILBERT L. COOPER

OF MONTREAL
Paralytic Stalks
Polyvinyl

Talk about an unfortunate career trajectory. 
These guys went from fourth-tier Olivia Tremor 
Control wannabes to farty commercial-jingle 

writers to some sort of lousy midlife-crisis Suede trib-
ute. At least all Skrewdriver did was become racist 
pieces of shit. 
HOT GYNO 

BEST COVER OF THE MONTH: 
AVERKIOU
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WORST COVER OF THE MONTH: 
JACK WILSON:

TENNIS
Young & Old
Fat Possom

Tennis is great and this is a nice record, but I feel 
like I’m listening to an album of Christmas songs. 

HOLLY JOLLY

DIRTY THREE
Towards the Low Sun
Drag City

When I meet old guys who are super-grumpy, I 
think about their bowel movements and wonder 
if I’ll soon face a dazzling array of woes in my 

digestive system. Just look at how terrifying some of 
those ads are for Metamucil, Zelnorm, Florastor; and 
that’s just the tip of the iceberg in the arena of ass prob-
lems. Then I think about the Dirty Three and wonder if I’ve 
spotted their main influence.
BILLY HUNTER

TRUST
TRST
Arts & Crafts

Back in college I had this gorgeous (full-ride-
triple-major-hottie-with-a-serious-alcohol-

abuse-problem) friend who studied in Berlin for a 
semester. Upon returning from her trip (and shortly 
before I convinced her we should sleep together) she 
described to me a fun experience she had that lasted 
several days and began with her getting a bloody nose 
at a packed industrial concert. Disoriented by the pul-
sating music and sexy on ecstasy, she decided to go 

home with a couple of goth guys. They led her to a two-
day BDSM party, and she stayed the whole time because 
the hosts were well versed in continental philosophy. 
Strap in your ball gags, folks. With their debut full-
length, Trust has created the perfect, dirty soundtrack 
for your own gothic sex journey. 
BLONDE CAMARO

WINDY & CARL
We Will Always Be
Kranky

This husband-and-wife duo create the lushest, 
most enrapturing guitar drones imaginable, and 

this new record is a perfect encapsulation of their nearly 
20-year career. I can already think of a few examples this 
would provide a great soundtrack for: lying in bed all 
winter morning with the covers pulled up and the window 
open just a pinch, watching footage of tectonic 
plates rumble and shift beneath the earth’s crust, star-
ing out of a plane window at sunset and seeing all the 
little ant-colony people zip around on the highway and 
finally GETTING THE MEANING OF IT ALL. I could basically 
listen to this forever.
DENNIS RODMAN

JOSEF GERMAINE
In Liturgy and Song
Reed

My dad is a butcher, and he works at a grocery 
store in suburban Illinois. This Josef Germaine 
guy comes in all the time and hassles him 

about stuff and chews his ear off about bullshit. My dad 
made the mistake of telling him I reviewed music for a 
magazine, and Josef gave him this CD to give to me 
while I was there for the holidays. My dad and I laughed 
and laughed and laughed about it, and right before I 
was about to fly home to New York he was like, “Wait, 
what if security finds this and thinks you’re gonna blow 

the plane up?” I was like, “I’m pretty sure being a 
Jewish singer of Jew songs isn’t illegal.” Anyway, this 
sounds like music that someone who’d blow up a plane 
and hassles butchers makes. 
KAYLE MACLUE 

Y LA BAMBA
Court the Storm
Tender Loving Empire

Wow, the mariachi band that plays outside the 
bodega below my apartment is covering 
Aerosmith’s “Dream On.”

S. DEEZNUTZ

THE TREEMAN
Ghost of Love
Video Nastie

Do you know the Treeman? You don’t!? Go to 
YouTube right now and search for “the angriest 

guitar player in the world.” There are two clips of an 
older, maybe not quite mentally stable Liverpudlian 
reducing his guitar to splinters in a choking fury over 
a tricky finger-picking part in a song that kind of 
sounds like a farther-North-English Robert Wyatt. 
Watch them both. That’s the Treeman! Nicknamed for 
the barklike skin condition he’s been afflicted with 
since youth, John “the Treeman” Ryan has been writing 
emotionally naked, just-barely-out-of-tune acoustic 
songs in the vein of Daniel Johnston or a way-less-
bullshitty Jandek for the past decade on his lonesome. 
Then the internet finally made it to him, and now he’s 
got an endorsement deal with Jägermeister (they sent 
him a hat), a growing audience of rubberneckers and 
genuine aficionados, and we’ve got his “Ghost of Love” 
stuck in our head, which is like hearing someone doing 
a really obscure La’s song at brainstem karaoke. Thank 
you, internet!
BABIA BALLOS
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MAR. 20 ELECTRIC FACTORY - PHILADELPHIA, PA

MAR. 19 HOUSE OF BLUES - BOSTON, MA

MAR. 17 TERMINAL 5 - NEW YORK, NY

MAR. 21 9:30 CLUB - WASHINGTON, DC

MAR. 22 THE TABERNACLE - ATLANTA, GA

APR. 17 FOX THEATER - OAKLAND, CA

APR. 24 ROSELAND THEATER - PORTLAND, OR

APR. 25 PARAMOUNT THEATRE - SEATTLE, WA

APR. 26 PNE FORUM - VANCOUVER, BC

NORTH AMERICA

MAR. 16 TERMINAL 5 - NEW YORK, NY
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