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​How the Brands That Dressed a Generation Rose, Ruled, and Faded

​By Steven Hudson



​Introduction: The Label Was the Message

There is a particular kind of memory that lives not in the mind but in the body — the scratch of a stiff denim waistband, the crinkle of a nylon windbreaker, the satisfying weight of a logo patch stitched thick enough to feel through your fingertips. For anyone who came of age between the late 1980s and the early 2000s, clothing was never just clothing. It was currency. It was identity. It was the first and most visible answer to the oldest adolescent question: Who are you, and do you belong?

This book is about the brands that answered that question for an entire generation — and what happened when the answer changed.

The era this book covers spans roughly two decades, from about 1987 to 2005, and it was unlike any period in American fashion history before or since. A perfect storm of cultural, economic, and technological forces converged to create an almost insatiable appetite among young people for branded clothing. The names on the tags — B.U.M Equipment, Bugle Boy, Cross Colors, FUBU, JNCO, Juicy Couture, Karl Kani, Members Only, Phat Farm, Rocawear, Sean John, Starter, Tommy Hilfiger, Z. Cavaricci and dozens more — weren't merely labels. They were proclamations. Wearing the right brand in the right way told everyone in the hallway, on the corner, at the mall, exactly where you stood in the social order and which tribe had claimed you.

What made this moment extraordinary was that it happened simultaneously across wildly different cultural worlds. Hip-hop had exploded out of New York and Los Angeles and was rapidly becoming the dominant youth culture of America, turning brands like FUBU, Enyce, Mecca, Pelle Pelle, and Karl Kani into aspirational symbols worn by teenagers from Compton to Connecticut. At the same time, the surf and skate scene — fueled by brands like Stüssy, Roxy, Quiksilver, and Zoo York — was pushing its own aesthetic westward and eventually global. Prep culture, forever anchored by Polo Ralph Lauren, Nautica, K-Swiss, and Kangol, held its ground while being remixed and reimagined by the very communities it had never designed for. The result was a cacophony of logos and colorways, silhouettes and subcultures, all competing for the same teenagers' attention — and their parents' dollars.

The demand was staggering, and it didn't happen by accident.

Several forces drove the fever. The first was prosperity. The 1990s delivered one of the longest economic expansions in American history, and middle-class families had disposable income to spend. Teenagers benefited directly — through allowances, part-time jobs at the very malls where these brands were sold, and parents who had grown up without much and wanted to give their children more. Clothing became one of the primary arenas where that generosity played out.

The second force was the rise of a new kind of media ecosystem. Music television — specifically MTV and BET — meant that a teenager in rural Ohio could watch the same videos as a kid in Brooklyn and covet the same tracksuit worn by the same rapper. The parasocial bond between musicians, athletes, and their fans had always existed, but now it was visual, constant, and commercially exploited with breathtaking efficiency. When a hip-hop artist wore Timberland boots or a basketball player laced up K-Swiss sneakers or a pop group appeared in Gap khakis, the image burned itself into the collective consciousness of millions of young viewers simultaneously. Brands understood this and poured money into celebrity placement long before the term "influencer" existed.

The third force was identity fragmentation. The monoculture of earlier decades was splintering. Generation X and early Millennials were the first young people to grow up with a genuine menu of subcultures to choose from — not just the ones their geography offered, but the ones television, music, and early internet culture made visible. Your brand declared your tribe. JNCO's cathedral-wide denim legs and Zoo York's graffiti-inflected graphics announced skater; Kappa's side-stripe track pants and Kangol's bucket hats spoke hip-hop; Nautica's sailing-flag fleeces and Gap's khakis said suburban prep. Cross Colors' bold Afrocentric palette made a political statement. Juicy Couture's velour tracksuits, arriving just at the turn of the millennium, invented a category of aspirational loungewear that felt simultaneously luxurious and accessible. Every brand in this book occupied a specific coordinate on the cultural map, and young people learned to read that map with the precision of scholars.

But the very forces that drove these brands to extraordinary heights contained the seeds of their undoing.

Fashion, by its nature, devours itself. The cycle of trend and counter-trend has always been ruthless, but in the branded universe of the 1990s, it accelerated to a pace that companies built for slower eras could not survive. When a look became too ubiquitous — when every kid at every school in every city was wearing the same oversized Starter jacket or the same DKNY sweatshirt — the cool evaporated almost overnight. The very ubiquity that represented a brand's commercial triumph was simultaneously its cultural death sentence. What had marked belonging now marked conformity, and for teenagers, there is no greater insult.

Many brands failed for variations on this theme, though the specifics were always their own. Some, like Starter, were undone by licensing deals so broad that the brand lost all coherence — by the mid-1990s, the iconic satin jackets were everywhere, counterfeited freely, stripped of their exclusivity. Some were casualties of shifting musical winds: as hip-hop evolved and its relationship with luxury brands became more sophisticated and more self-aware, the street-credibility of labels that had ridden its coattails grew complicated. Bugle Boy and B.U.M Equipment belonged to a moment of cheerful, colorful innocence that simply passed. Members Only — already a relic of the early 1980s — survived as a punchline before eventually finding unlikely second life as a nostalgia object. Z. Cavaricci's pleated, tapered trousers were so specifically of their moment that no amount of repositioning could carry them forward.

Others fell to corporate mismanagement, overleveraging, or the brutal arithmetic of retail. Some were crushed by the rise of fast fashion — the Zaras and H&Ms that could identify a trend and replicate it at a fraction of the price within weeks, making the very concept of branded loyalty seem quaint. And some simply misjudged the moment when their customer grew up and moved on, failing to find the next generation before the previous one graduated into different loyalties.

What this book attempts to do is something more than nostalgia, though nostalgia is certainly part of it — how could it not be, when these brands are woven so completely into the texture of a generation's adolescence? What it attempts, instead, is a serious reckoning with what these brands meant: economically, culturally, racially, and commercially. Many of the most powerful brands of this era — FUBU, Karl Kani, Phat Farm, Cross Colors, Rocawear, Sean John, Enyce — were built by Black entrepreneurs who recognized, before the mainstream fashion industry did, that Black youth culture was not a submarket but the market. Their stories are stories of vision, hustle, and in many cases, the particular cruelty of a business world that was happy to profit from Black aesthetics while making it extraordinarily difficult for Black founders to access the capital and distribution that white-owned competitors took for granted.

The story of teen fashion in this era is also, inescapably, a story about class — about the cruelty of a status economy that required expensive logos to confer belonging, and the ingenuity with which young people of limited means found ways to participate anyway. It is a story about how music shaped markets. About how athletes became billboards. About how the mall became the central civic institution of American suburban adolescence. About how a brand's logo — stitched large enough, worn right enough — could make a teenager feel, for a few hours on a Friday night, like they were exactly who they wanted to be.

The brands in this book are not all the same. Some are monuments; some are footnotes. Some failed spectacularly and publicly; some simply faded, their logos growing quieter with each passing season until one day they were gone. A few survived, transformed almost beyond recognition. Several have been resurrected, carried forward on the backs of nostalgia and the relentless appetite of fashion for its own past.

But all of them, at their peak, mattered enormously to the young people who wore them. This book is an attempt to understand why — and to take seriously the proposition that what we wore, and why we wore it, tells us something true and lasting about who we were.

This book is not a catalogue of objects. It is a history of desires.
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​The Brand That Put Three Letters on Everything and Made Millions Doing It

Website:www.bum.com



​The Garage, the Logo, and the Deal

Every great brand origin story needs a humble beginning, and B.U.M. Equipment has one of the most literal: a garage in Seattle in 1986. That's where a local designer named Derek Federman conceived the idea — not an elaborate fashion line, not a lifestyle empire, just a simple, oversized logo splashed across basic cotton knit sweatshirts. The name didn't stand for anything in particular. Federman wanted something provocative enough to make people look twice, and "B.U.M." — slang for a vagrant, a loafer, someone with nowhere to be — fit the bill perfectly for casual sportswear aimed at people who wanted to feel comfortable and look cool doing absolutely nothing.

Federman's concept was clever, but it was a Los Angeles-based manufacturing company called Chauvin International, Ltd. that turned it into a phenomenon. Led by CEO Morty Forshpan, Chauvin acquired Federman's logo and concept in 1986 and pushed the first product to market in 1987. The initial line was stripped down to its essentials: T-shirts, tank tops, and sweatshirts, all bearing those three bold letters front and center. Federman himself departed the brand in 1988, as Forshpan moved the designs in a more commercially aggressive direction. The founder had lit the match, but someone else would tend the fire.

That first year, B.U.M. Equipment grossed $2 million. Modest by any standard — but the early numbers didn't prepare anyone for what was coming.

​The Rise: America's Favorite Logo

By the early 1990s, B.U.M. Equipment had become something rare in the fashion world: a brand that somehow managed to be everywhere at once without feeling cheap. Forshpan repositioned it from streetwear to casual sportswear, a subtle but significant shift that opened the brand to a far wider audience. Instead of urban boutiques, B.U.M. landed on the racks of JCPenney, Sears, T.J. Maxx, and Marshalls — mid-tier retailers that reached exactly the kind of middle-American teenagers and families who would make the brand a sensation.

The formula was simple. Comfortable basics in a rainbow of colorways, with the B.U.M. logo rendered large enough that no one in the room could miss it. At a time when conspicuous branding was the defining currency of youth fashion, this was not a flaw — it was the entire point. The logo was the product. The product was the logo. And teenagers across America bought it by the armful.

Annual revenues climbed to roughly $240 million by 1992. By 1994 — the peak year — the company was generating an estimated $300 million, and B.U.M. Equipment had a claim that would seem almost absurd if the numbers didn't back it up: at the height of its popularity, it was reportedly one of the most recognizable logos in the world. Not just in American fashion — in the world.

Celebrity visibility helped. Early 1990s stars like Jason Priestley of Beverly Hills, 90210, Billy Ray Cyrus, Christian Slater, and boxing champion Oscar De La Hoya were spotted wearing B.U.M. gear both onscreen and off. For a brand with no single iconic creative figurehead — no Calvin, no Ralph, no Tommy — the organic celebrity endorsement was a significant credibility boost. Forshpan himself received two nominations for the California Mart's West Coast Designer of the Year award on the strength of the brand's momentum.

The Los Angeles Times declared B.U.M. Equipment "one of the most successful young men's sportswear brands in California fashion history" in 1993 — an accolade that would, in hindsight, read as a peak-moment warning sign. Being named the best at something is often history's way of announcing that the decline has already begun.

​The Questions Nobody Could Quite Answer

For all its success, B.U.M. Equipment carried a peculiar baggage: the name. Slang for a lazy, homeless, or disreputable person, it was precisely the kind of provocative non-sequitur that made teenagers love it and made some adults deeply uncomfortable. Schools occasionally banned it. Parents raised eyebrows. The controversy was never enormous — nothing litigated, nothing nationally scandalous — but it gave the brand a mild, pleasing edge of transgression that was entirely intentional and commercially useful.

The even more persistent question was what the initials actually stood for. Chauvin International maintained consistently that "B.U.M." was not an acronym at all — that the three letters meant nothing beyond the word itself. But the vacuum of explanation invited speculation, and competing theories circulated freely among teenagers who were certain there was a hidden message. The most popular candidates were "Basic Urban Merchandise" and "Body Under Maintenance," though neither was ever confirmed. The brand's silence on the matter was probably strategic: a good mystery is worth more than a mundane answer, and "it doesn't mean anything" was itself a kind of provocative response.

What the letters stood for may have been ambiguous. What the brand stood for — accessible, comfortable, logo-forward casual wear — was not. And for a while, that clarity was enough.

​The Fall: Overextension and Chapter 11

The mid-1990s were unkind to many of the brands that had thrived in the logo-driven boom of the late 1980s and early 1990s, and B.U.M. Equipment was no exception. The very ubiquity that had made the brand a sensation began working against it. When every mall in America carries the same sweatshirt, the sweatshirt loses the social power that made it worth having in the first place.

Chauvin International compounded the cultural problem with a structural one. In 1992, the company partnered with Canadian casualwear company Chip and Pepper, purchasing the assets of Chip and Pepper Wetwear Inc. and taking on distribution responsibilities in the United States. It was an ambitious expansion, but one that stretched resources and focus. In 1994, Chauvin merged with Cami'z Inc., B.U.M.'s retail arm — another move that added complexity and overhead at exactly the wrong moment, as sales were beginning to plateau.

The numbers turned ugly fast. After peaking near $300 million in 1994, revenues dropped sharply. The company projected losses of between $9 million and $16 million for fiscal year 1995, followed by an additional loss of more than $1.7 million in just the first quarter of 1996 alone. A key lender, having watched the company miss loan covenants, pulled its financing. The walls came down.

On April 19, 1996, B.U.M. International filed for Chapter 11 bankruptcy protection. The company announced it would begin liquidating its 41 factory outlet stores, effectively winding down its direct retail operations. A company spokesman noted that B.U.M. merchandise would continue to be available at other retailers during the reorganization — a face-saving gesture that did little to soften the blow of a brand that had been on every teenager's back now going through bankruptcy court.

​Resurrection: SOS Management and the Licensing Model

Bankruptcy is not always a death sentence in the fashion world, and for B.U.M. Equipment, it turned out to be a doorway. In 1997, a judge approved a reorganization plan submitted by a new management firm called SOS Management, ruling in favor of B.U.M. International's creditors. The plan committed to repaying those creditors in full over five years — and it succeeded. Once the five-year payback period concluded, the B.U.M. International operating unit was formally dissolved.

SOS Management was established in 1996 by two industry veterans: Stephen Wayne, who became Chairman and CEO, and Steve Marra, who served as Vice Chairman. Wayne's résumé read like a tour of American fashion's most prestigious addresses — he had served as president of Yves Saint Laurent Sportswear from 1974 to 1977, president of the menswear division of Calvin Klein from 1977 to 1981, and president of Sasson Industries before launching his own licensing firm. Marra brought retail expertise from sixteen years at Macy's, where he had risen to vice president of merchandising, before serving as president of B.U.M. Equipment's retail division.

In 2002, SOS Management purchased the B.U.M. Equipment trademark outright, establishing a new entity called BUM Equipment LLC. The strategy they implemented was a radical departure from Chauvin's model: rather than manufacturing and selling product directly, BUM Equipment LLC would function as a licensing operation — signing deals with manufacturers who would produce and distribute B.U.M.-branded goods in exchange for royalties.

The results were remarkable. Wayne signed over 35 licensing agreements in 1997 and 1998 alone, placing B.U.M. product primarily through mass-market retailers including Target, Ames, Caldor, Meijer, and ShopKo. International licenses followed in Malaysia, Taiwan, England, Korea, Germany, Mexico, Argentina, and Brazil. By 2005, B.U.M. Equipment was operating more than 20 active licenses worldwide and generating approximately $600 million annually — double the brand's peak revenues under Chauvin. Cumulative sales under the new structure eventually surpassed $2 billion, with more than 100 million garments sold globally.

The irony was considerable: the brand that had gone bankrupt selling its own clothes was more financially successful than ever by letting other people sell clothes with its name on them.

​Rihanna and the Nostalgia Revival

For much of the 2000s, B.U.M. Equipment existed as a functioning but largely invisible licensing machine — present in mass retail, absent from cultural conversation. The brand that had once commanded national attention had become, for most Americans, a memory. Vintage B.U.M. sweatshirts began appearing on thrift store racks, where Gen X and elder Millennial shoppers would occasionally pick them up with the particular tenderness reserved for objects that carry old feelings.

Then, around 2015, something unexpected happened: Rihanna was photographed wearing a vintage B.U.M. Equipment sweatshirt while out in public. A single celebrity sighting — no campaign, no contract, no formal endorsement — was enough to send a generation of now-adult consumers rushing back to their memories and a new generation of younger shoppers rushing to the internet to find out what this thing was. The B.U.M. logo, which had been a punchline and a relic for most of a decade, became cool again almost overnight.

Stephen Wayne recognized the moment. In late 2016, BUM Equipment LLC formally relaunched the brand to mark its 30th anniversary, introducing a heritage collection that leaned deliberately into the brand's retro identity. The relaunch's most visible partnership was an exclusive collection with Urban Outfitters — a retail environment whose entire commercial logic is built on the selling of the recent past to young people who didn't live through it. The collaboration was perfectly calibrated: the B.U.M. logo, once a symbol of mainstream accessibility, had aged into something far more interesting — an artifact of a specific cultural moment that nostalgia had transformed into a badge of knowing irony.

Further licensing deals followed in rapid succession. Collections appeared at Forever 21. New licenses covered men's and women's activewear, underwear, hosiery, footwear, eyewear, infant and toddler apparel, girls' activewear, fragrance, and luggage. In 2022, a new exclusive license with One Brand Apparel LLC brought fresh collections of men's and women's sportswear and activewear to market.

​Where It Stands Today

B.U.M. Equipment is still very much alive, operating today through BUM Equipment LLC under the continued leadership of Stephen Wayne. The brand maintains an active e-commerce presence and continues to grow its licensing portfolio, offering athletic lifestyle apparel for men, women, juniors, and kids that blends retro-urban aesthetics with modern comfort. Its headquarters are now in Hilton Head Island, South Carolina — a far cry from the Seattle garage where it all began.

Whether B.U.M. Equipment will ever reclaim the cultural force it held during those peak years between 1989 and 1994 is doubtful. That kind of dominance belongs to a specific moment in time — one defined by a particular relationship between teenagers, logos, mall culture, and music television that can be referenced but not recreated. But B.U.M. Equipment's survival is its own kind of story. Most brands from that era simply vanished. B.U.M. went bankrupt, was acquired, relaunched, went quiet, got resurrected by a celebrity who didn't even intend to endorse it, and found a second life in nostalgia retail.

Three letters. No hidden meaning. Two billion dollars. And still going.

www.bum.com
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​From Parachute Pants to Bankruptcy Court — The Unlikely Empire of Dr. William Mow

Website:www.bugleboyco.com



​The Engineer Who Accidentally Became a Fashion Icon

The story of Bugle Boy begins not in a design studio or a garment district, but in a semiconductor lab. Dr. William Mow — born Mow Chao Wei in Hangzhou, China in 1936 — came to the United States with his family in 1949, the son of a Chinese Nationalist military general. He went on to earn a Ph.D. in electrical engineering from Purdue University in 1967, worked for Litton Industries as a program manager, and then struck out on his own as a tech entrepreneur. In 1969, he founded Macrodata, a computer instrumentation firm built on his invention of a method for testing large-scale integrated semiconductor chips. By 1973, Macrodata had gone public.

It was, by any measure, an impressive trajectory for a Chinese immigrant who had arrived in America at thirteen. But Mow's first career was about to come undone in the most unglamorous way possible.

In the mid-1970s, Mow sold control of Macrodata to a Wisconsin-based conglomerate. His new partners promptly accused him of concealing significant losses — a charge Mow vigorously denied and was eventually cleared of. But the legal battle was costly, both financially and professionally. He was effectively forced out of the electronics industry, bound by a non-competition clause that kept him away from the field he'd spent his career building. He needed money to fund his legal defense. He needed a new direction entirely.

A golfing friend suggested clothing imports. Mow, who knew almost nothing about fashion, knew a great deal about Asian manufacturing networks from his time in tech. It was, on paper, a reasonable pivot. In 1976, he started Dragon International, an import brokerage. A year later, restless and entrepreneurial, he co-founded a manufacturing venture with a friend: a company called Buckaroo International, which began selling casual men's clothing under a new label called Bugle Boy. The name, reportedly, came from Mow's personal interest in the American Civil War. He hired a young merchandiser named Vincent Nesi, a man he'd met who worked in a boutique jeans shop, and set him to work running the company's operations.

The first season, Bugle Boy lost $250,000. Mow put his house up as collateral to secure more credit. His peers, by his own account, thought he was a failure.

​The Pivot That Saved Everything

By 1981, Mow's original partner had walked away. Mow bought him out for $2,000, renamed the company Bugle Boy Industries, and handed Nesi the title of president. The two men looked at what they had built — a clothing line that was too broad and too expensive for its target customer — and made a decision that would define the brand's next decade: strip it down, focus on pants, cut prices.

The strategy worked almost immediately. By refocusing on moderately priced casual pants for men, the company drove annual sales to nearly $10 million. Then came 1983, and the moment that would put Bugle Boy on the national map.

Breakdancing had exploded into American pop culture, carried by hip-hop, music videos, and the looming shadow of Michael Jackson's zippered aesthetic. Loose, nylon, baggy pants were everywhere — and Bugle Boy was one of the first apparel manufacturers to turn the craze into a product line. Their "parachute pants" — ballooning nylon trousers that ballooned dramatically at the hip before tapering at the ankle — became a sensation. The line was called Countdown, and it sold furiously.

The parachute pant fad eventually faded, as fads do. But it left something valuable in its wake: shelf space and retailer relationships. Stores that had stocked Bugle Boy to meet the parachute pants demand kept ordering from them afterward. In 1984, sensing an opportunity, the company launched a boys' clothing division. In 1985 came the cargo pant — a khaki-style washed-twill trouser with oversized pockets — which proved to be far more durable as a product than parachute pants ever were. By 1987, Bugle Boy was generating $190 million in annual sales.

Then came jeans, and the commercial that made them famous.

​"Excuse Me, Are Those Bugle Boy Jeans You're Wearing?"

In 1988, Bugle Boy made two decisions that would define its cultural legacy. The first was expanding into denim, repositioning the brand alongside mid-tier competitors like Arizona Jeans and Zena. The second was launching its first-ever television advertising campaign.

The ads were deceptively simple: a woman, driving a sports car, pulls up alongside a well-dressed young man and asks, in a flirtatious tone, "Excuse me, are those Bugle Boy jeans you're wearing?" It was charming, slightly suggestive, and impossible to forget. The campaign aired widely, including on MTV — the most influential advertising platform in young American life — and became one of the most recognizable taglines in retail fashion history. A follow-up campaign in 1991 featured the Go-Go's, aligning the brand with the kind of pop-rock energy that resonated with the teenage market Bugle Boy was aggressively pursuing.

Also in 1988, the company added a women's line called "Bugle Boy for Her," opened its first retail store in Japan, and signed multiple international licensee agreements. Sales crossed $500 million in 1990 — a number that made Bugle Boy one of the largest privately held apparel companies in the entire United States. The brand was now sold in more than 7,000 American department stores and retail chains, including JCPenney, Kohl's, Sears, Walmart, and Kmart. By the early 1990s, Bugle Boy had 98 percent brand awareness — a figure that put it in rare company, rivaling products that had spent decades building household name recognition.

Mow, for his part, had relocated corporate headquarters to a state-of-the-art automated distribution center in Simi Valley, California. His family had grown deeply embedded in the business: his wife Rosa supervised operations, his daughters ran marketing and creative arts, and two nephews worked in various capacities. He was unapologetic about the family involvement, but also reportedly insisted that any relative on the payroll either earn their keep or find work elsewhere.

By the mid-1990s, Bugle Boy had expanded into colored denim, underwear, footwear, and infant and toddler apparel. The brand had truly become a full-spectrum casual clothing company. It looked, from the outside, like a company that had figured out how to keep reinventing itself just often enough to stay relevant.

It hadn't.

​The Unraveling: Debt, Overexpansion, and Shifting Tastes

The late 1990s were unkind to Bugle Boy in ways that were both structural and cultural. On the cultural side, fashion had moved on. The denim market, always competitive, had become brutal. Premium labels like Tommy Hilfiger and Calvin Klein were pulling aspirational teenage consumers upmarket, while fast-fashion competitors were undercutting Bugle Boy on price. The brand had always occupied the middle of the market — affordable but not cheap, branded but not luxury — and that middle was being squeezed from both directions simultaneously.

The company responded by going after every market segment it could reach, which is often a sign that a company has lost its sense of identity. Young women. Golfers. Discount shoppers. Uniforms. New product categories were tested; new demographics were targeted. And in what observers later identified as a particularly costly mistake, Bugle Boy opened its own chain of retail outlet stores across the United States — 215 locations at its peak — adding enormous overhead at precisely the wrong moment. Rather than shoring up the brand's position, the retail expansion stretched it thin and drained resources that were already under pressure.

The debt load became crushing. By the time the company filed for Chapter 11 bankruptcy protection in February 2001, it was carrying more than $100 million in total debt, with approximately $75 million owed to a syndicate led by Foothill Capital Corp. and General Electric Credit alone. The filing was made in the U.S. Bankruptcy Court for the Central District of California. All 215 outlet stores were immediately closed. Manufacturing operations in China, Taiwan, and Singapore were shuttered. William Mow, the man who had built it all from a $2,000 buyout and a bad idea about parachute pants, resigned before the filing. One store, a Gurnee Mills location in Illinois, remained open briefly to liquidate remaining inventory. Then it, too, closed.

The company's bankruptcy attorney, Paul Aronzon, told reporters that the brand would likely be broken up and sold. He was right.

​After the Fall: Schottenstein, Iconix, and the Long Afterlife

In March 2001, the bankruptcy court approved the sale of Bugle Boy's intellectual property, trademarks, inventory, accounts receivable, and licensing rights to Schottenstein Stores Corp., a Columbus, Ohio-based retail holding company with stakes in American Eagle Outfitters and Value City Department Stores, for $68.6 million. Industry consultants who watched the transaction urged Schottenstein to reinvest heavily in the brand — to boost marketing, improve product quality, and properly reposition Bugle Boy for the new decade. Schottenstein planned a relaunch for spring 2002, hiring a New York-based design firm and targeting distribution through department stores.

The relaunch was never the cultural moment anyone hoped for. The brand circulated through the licensing ecosystem that is the typical fate of dead fashion labels — present on racks here and there, available if you looked, but carrying none of the weight it once had. Schottenstein eventually offloaded the brand, and by 2008 it had been acquired by Iconix Brand Group, a brand management company that specialized in owning and licensing portfolios of consumer brands — many of them, like Bugle Boy, legacies of earlier eras that carried more nostalgia value than active market presence.

As of the late 2010s, Bugle Boy as an active brand was largely dormant. Wikipedia's entry on the company noted, matter-of-factly, that as of 2018, the Bugle Boy brand was no longer in use. The vintage market told a different story — on eBay, Etsy, and Depop, original Bugle Boy jeans and parachute pants from the late 1980s and early 1990s commanded genuine collector interest, driven by the same nostalgia economy that had revived B.U.M. Equipment and was slowly working its way through the entire catalog of the era's brands.

The current website, bugleboyco.com, offers what appears to be a revival of the label, selling relaxed-fit denim and casual wear to customers drawn by memories of the original. Whether this represents a sustained relaunch or a boutique nostalgia operation remains to be seen. The language on the site leans deliberately into heritage — "the same quality you remember" — which is both an honest pitch and an acknowledgment that what Bugle Boy is selling, more than pants, is a feeling about a specific moment in time that many people would like, however briefly, to wear again.

​The Legacy

Bugle Boy's story is, at its core, a story about the courage and limits of reinvention. William Mow reinvented himself from disgraced tech entrepreneur to fashion mogul through sheer determination and a willingness to learn an industry he knew nothing about. He reinvented his company from a failing clothing importer into one of the largest privately held apparel companies in America. And then, when the market demanded reinvention again, the company that had always succeeded by pivoting — from slacks to parachute pants to cargo pants to jeans to women's wear to kids' clothes — couldn't pivot fast enough, or clearly enough, to survive.

The commercial endures. "Excuse me, are those Bugle Boy jeans you're wearing?" remains a touchstone for anyone who grew up watching MTV in the late 1980s and early 1990s — a seven-second piece of advertising that captured, perfectly and permanently, the flirtatious, aspirational, slightly goofy spirit of an era when a pair of jeans could still mean something.

www.bugleboyco.com
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​Clothing Without Prejudice — How Two Men From Los Angeles Changed What Fashion Could Say

Website:www.crosscolours.com



​Before the Brand: A Piece of Kente Cloth

The origin of Cross Colours is inseparable from a moment of clarity that Carl Jones and TJ Walker have recounted many times, because it captures — better than any business plan ever could — exactly what made the brand different from everything else on the market in 1989.

Jones had studied fashion at Otis Parsons School of Design and the Trade Technical College in Los Angeles, then built a career in screen printing and graphic design, supplying T-shirt art to established labels like Guess and Ocean Pacific. He had started his own company, Designers Screen Printing, in 1982, sold it in 1985, and then founded Surf Fetish, a beachwear company that rode the wave of 1980s California beach culture. Thomas "TJ" Walker, who had taught art in Mississippi before moving to Los Angeles, joined Jones at Surf Fetish as a graphic designer. The two men were talented, creative, and had a working relationship built on mutual admiration — Jones the businessman and strategist, Walker the pure visual artist.

But neither of them was making what they really wanted to make. At Surf Fetish, Jones had grown restless. He walked away from the company, mortgaged his Beverly Hills home, sold his Ferrari and seventeen Harley-Davidson motorcycles, and started over. For a while, he and Walker worked out of their houses. Then they rented a studio loft downtown in Los Angeles.

It started, as Jones tells it, with a swatch of Kente cloth — the colorful, intricately woven textile of West African origin that had become a powerful symbol of African cultural pride and Black identity during the late 1980s. Walker began color-blocking fabric with it, laying it against shirts, experimenting with how the palette interacted with denim and cotton. Then came a trip to New York City in 1989 that cemented everything. Walking through the subway, Jones and Walker noticed something they hadn't seen in Los Angeles: young Black men wearing jeans sized dramatically oversized, belted at a massive waist, the excess fabric bunching and sagging beneath the belt. The silhouette was enormous, relaxed, completely unlike anything on the California market.

The two men looked at each other and did what manufacturers do: they went home and reverse-engineered it. They spec'd everything oversized. They washed fabric, dyed fabric, developed patterns. And they wove into the clothes the philosophy they'd been circling for years — one that Jones articulated simply: clothing without prejudice. Clothing for everybody.

They had originally wanted to call it Cross Cultures, but the name was taken. The double-C logo was already drawn. They settled on Cross Colours, with the British spelling of "colours" giving the name a subtle visual distinction. Three months of work later, they had a collection.

​The MAGIC Show and Five Million Dollars in 48 Hours

In March 1991, Jones and Walker arrived at the Men's Apparel Guild in California (MAGIC) trade show in Las Vegas with everything they had — which wasn't much. To finance the presentation, Jones had raised roughly $1 million by combining the Surf Fetish shares he'd cashed out, the mortgage on his home, and a bank loan. By the time they reached the show floor, all the cash was gone. As Jones later recalled: "We went to the show on American Express."

What happened next became one of the foundational stories of American streetwear. Within 48 hours of opening their booth, Cross Colours had written $5 million in orders. Retailers could not get enough. The clothes were like nothing else on the floor: bold, Afrocentric, political, colorful, oversized, and charged with an unmistakable sense of community pride and social purpose. The slogans printed on the garments were not afterthoughts — they were core to the product. "Educate 2 Elevate." "Stop the Violence." "Clothing Without Prejudice." At a time when Black youth culture was being portrayed in the national media primarily through the lens of gang violence and crack cocaine, Cross Colours offered a counter-narrative stitched directly into the fabric.

The problem was immediate and familiar to anyone who has ever achieved overnight success in manufacturing: they now had to figure out how to actually make five million dollars' worth of clothes.

​The Rise: Television, Hip-Hop, and the Power of Visibility

What propelled Cross Colours from a successful trade show debut to a genuine cultural phenomenon was a combination of strategic placement and organic celebrity adoption that the founders could not entirely have planned — and were, at times, overwhelmed by.

The breakthrough moment arrived through The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air. The show's stylist received a box of Cross Colours samples — overrun pieces that the brand wasn't planning to sell — from the company's director of marketing. A few nights later, Will Smith was wearing Cross Colours on primetime television, in front of millions of viewers. No contract. No payment. No formal arrangement. Just a stylist, a box of clothes, and the particular chemistry that happens when the right garment meets the right celebrity at the right moment.

After that, the calls never stopped. In Living Color. Martin. Sister Act 2. Tupac Shakur. TLC. Snoop Dogg. Mary J. Blige. Aaliyah. Big Daddy Kane. Queen Latifah. Kriss Kross. Magic Johnson. Shaquille O'Neal. Jennifer Lopez, then a dancer on In Living Color, was photographed in Cross Colours before she was a star. Marky Mark wore it before he became Mark Wahlberg. Muhammad Ali — by then decades removed from his fighting prime but still the most recognizable athlete in the world — was seen in the brand. Eventually, Jones and Walker had to limit how much clothing they gave away to celebrities because demand had outpaced their ability to manufacture it at all.

The numbers were staggering. Cross Colours hit $80 million in sales within its first two years of operation. The brand secured placement in Macy's and JCPenney — mainstream department stores that had never previously carried anything remotely like this — marking a historic breakthrough for Black-owned streetwear in mainstream American retail. The brand was worn at the 1992 Los Angeles riots as much as it was worn on television — a jarring juxtaposition that nonetheless captured Cross Colours' genuine rootedness in the community it was designed for, not just the celebrities who amplified it.

Jones won the Walter P. Chrysler Award for Innovative Design in 1992. Black Enterprise magazine named Threads 4 Life — the parent company Jones and Walker created to house Cross Colours — Company of the Year in 1993.

​The Controversies: Spike Lee, Counterfeits, and the Name Change

Success at the scale Cross Colours achieved in the early 1990s did not arrive without complications.

The most notable legal entanglement involved Spike Lee. The filmmaker, whose 1989 film Do the Right Thing had become a landmark of Black cinema and whose sensibility overlapped significantly with Cross Colours' visual and political aesthetic, filed suit against the brand alleging that its slogans were too similar to mottos associated with his work and public persona. Lee had built a deeply personal and commercially significant brand around his own voice and imagery, and the proximity of Cross Colours' political messaging to his established territory was close enough to prompt legal action. The suit was eventually settled out of court, with the details kept confidential — but the settlement required Cross Colours to rename its parent company. Threads 4 Life was born.

The counterfeiting problem was, if anything, more corrosive to the business. At the brand's peak, industry observers estimated that as much as 50 percent of all Cross Colours apparel on the market was counterfeit — fake goods sold at discount prices, indistinguishable to most buyers from the real thing. This wasn't just a revenue problem, though it was certainly that. It was a brand integrity problem. Every fake garment on the market diluted the value of the authentic product and contributed to an overexposure that accelerated the cultural cool-off that was already beginning by 1993.

That cool-off was partly of the brand's own making. At the 1993 MAGIC trade show — which would prove to be the high-water mark of a different kind — Jones and Walker made a decision that confused and alienated the buyers and salespeople who had built the brand's early success. In an attempt to outsmart the counterfeiters and generate buzz through exclusivity, they moved the Cross Colours booth to a side room, off the main trade show floor, where most attendees simply didn't find it. The collection itself had pivoted toward earth tones, deliberately stepping back from the electric brightness that had become the brand's signature. Samples arrived a day and a half late. Salespeople who hadn't seen the collection didn't know how to describe it. The energy that had made the 1991 MAGIC show legendary was absent.

Jones has maintained that the brand still wrote $50 million in orders at that show — a figure that, if accurate, was still a meaningful business. But the cultural signal was unmistakable: something had shifted. Cross Colours was no longer the most exciting thing in the room.

​The Fall: Merry-Go-Round and the House of Cards

The structural blow came from outside the brand entirely.

Among Cross Colours' most important retail partners was Merry-Go-Round Enterprises, a national mall clothing chain that had built its business model on identifying fashion fads and capitalizing on them quickly. At its peak, Merry-Go-Round operated hundreds of locations across the United States, and its stores had been essential venues for Cross Colours' mainstream reach among teenagers who might not have had access to Macy's or JCPenney.

In 1994, Merry-Go-Round filed for Chapter 11 bankruptcy. The chain, which had overextended itself through aggressive acquisitions including the Chess King chain, collapsed with shocking speed. By 1996 it had ceased operations entirely, taking with it the retail infrastructure that a significant portion of Cross Colours' revenue depended upon. When one of your major retail channels disappears overnight, the math stops working quickly — and for Cross Colours, which had been burning cash at the pace required to sustain explosive growth, there was very little margin for error.

The too-rapid growth that had characterized the brand's ascent also forced Jones and Walker to pivot from direct manufacturing to licensing in 1994, surrendering a degree of quality control that brands in their position rarely get back. The combination of the Merry-Go-Round collapse, the counterfeiting damage, the licensing transition, and a fashion market that was moving toward the more polished aesthetics of Sean John, Tommy Hilfiger, and FUBU proved fatal to the original iteration of Cross Colours.

The brand faded. For years, it existed primarily in the memories of the generation that had worn it, and on vintage racks where original pieces carried the particular magic of objects that had meant something once.

​Reclaiming the Name and the Resurgence

The story of Cross Colours' second life begins with a trademark battle. After the brand went dormant, Jones and Walker spent approximately two decades working to reclaim full ownership of the Cross Colours name and intellectual property. By around 2014, they had succeeded — and the founders had unfinished business.

The first visible signs of the revival came through collaboration. In 2014, Cross Colours partnered with The Hundreds, a Los Angeles streetwear label, on a limited edition collection that introduced the brand to a generation too young to remember the original. It was a careful, deliberate re-entry — testing the waters rather than diving back in.

Then, in January 2018, Bruno Mars and Cardi B released the music video for "Finesse" — an In Living Color-inspired, fully saturated, early-1990s-aesthetic celebration that dressed its stars head to toe in Cross Colours. The video accumulated 13 million views in its first 48 hours. When Mars and Cardi B then performed the song at the 2018 Grammy Awards, live in front of tens of millions of viewers, in Cross Colours clothing, it was the kind of organic cultural moment that no marketing budget can manufacture. Overnight, a new generation of consumers was searching for a brand they'd never heard of, and an older generation was flooded with something between nostalgia and vindication.

Walker and Jones, who had been quietly rebuilding their social media presence and gauging consumer interest, recognized the moment for what it was. "It helped confirm that we wanted to bring back the brand," Walker said. Cross Colours launched a revamped direct-to-consumer website, began expanding into European retail, and signed new licensing agreements. In 2019, the California African American Museum in Los Angeles hosted "Cross Colours: Black Fashion in the 20th Century," a full retrospective exhibition of the brand's history and cultural impact that attracted significant attention and gave Jones and Walker the institutional validation that the fashion world had never quite offered them when they were at their peak.

"I can't believe that the slogan we printed on our T-shirts — 'Clothing Without Prejudice' — is something that still needs to be said today," Jones reflected at the time of the exhibition. "That was in the '90s, and I think it's as relevant today as it was then, maybe even more so."

​Where It Stands Today

Cross Colours is active and operational today, operating primarily through its direct-to-consumer platform and a network of licensing partnerships. The brand has been worn in recent years by Cardi B, Drake, Rihanna, Dua Lipa, and Future — an eclectic roster that spans generations and genres, suggesting that Cross Colours' visual language has survived the decades with its distinctiveness intact.

The brand's core identity — oversized fits, bold colors, Afrocentric influences, and social messaging — is as legible and as resonant now as it was in 1989. In a fashion landscape increasingly dominated by political consciousness and demands for representation, Cross Colours occupies a unique position: it was there first. It had the slogan before the movement, the aesthetic before the era, the philosophy before the industry caught up.

Carl Jones and TJ Walker built something genuinely original — not just a successful clothing brand, but a language for Black pride and community solidarity at a moment when popular culture desperately needed one. The fact that the brand survived its own implosion, two decades of dormancy, a legal battle to reclaim its own name, and eventually found its way into a museum and onto a Grammy stage is itself a kind of statement. Not quite the ending anyone would have written in 1993, when the earth-tone pivot confused the trade show floor and Merry-Go-Round's creditors were sharpening their knives.

But close enough.

www.crosscolours.com
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​The City Was the Brand — Donna Karan's Urban Empire and Its Long Second Life

Website:www.dkny.com



​The Queen of Seventh Avenue

Before there was DKNY, there was Donna Karan — and before Donna Karan, there was a girl from Forest Hills, Queens, who lied about her age at fourteen to get a job selling clothes at a local boutique. Fashion wasn't a career choice for Donna Ivy Faske; it was a gravitational pull she couldn't resist and never tried to. Her father was a tailor. Her mother was a model who worked in the garment district showrooms of Manhattan. The industry was in her blood before she had the vocabulary to describe it.

She enrolled at Parsons School of Design, landed a summer job with Anne Klein during her time there, and proved so capable that she was made associate designer within two years. When Anne Klein died in 1974, Karan — just twenty-six years old — was named head designer of the entire house. She ran it for a decade, building a reputation for clothes that understood how women actually lived: garments that moved, that worked, that didn't require a woman to sacrifice her body or her comfort in order to look powerful.

In 1984, with seed money from Tomio Taki, chairman of Takihyo LLC — the American branch of a Japanese textile firm and a major partner in Anne Klein — Karan and her husband, sculptor Stephan Weiss, launched Donna Karan New York. The first collection, introduced in fall 1985, centered on a concept she called Seven Easy Pieces: a capsule wardrobe of versatile separates — a bodysuit, a wrap skirt, a tailored jacket, a pair of trousers, a cashmere top, a leather jacket, and a dress — that could be mixed, matched, and remixed to take a professional woman from Monday morning to Friday night without crisis or compromise. The fashion press called it revolutionary. The Council of Fashion Designers of America named her Designer of the Year. The press gave her a nickname: the Queen of Seventh Avenue.

By the late 1980s, Donna Karan New York was a genuine luxury powerhouse, with blazers and blouses priced between $500 and $1,000 or more. She had expanded into hosiery — initially met with skepticism from critics, then vindicated when the line hit $30 million in sales within five years. She had opened a boutique in London and begun selling into Germany and Japan. She was, by any measure, one of the most influential fashion designers in America.

And then her teenage daughter asked for something more affordable to wear on weekends.

​The Daughter's Line: DKNY Is Born

The story of DKNY's founding is one of fashion's more charming origin myths, and the unusual thing about it is that it appears to be true. Donna Karan's daughter Gaby — style-conscious, urban, young — wanted the Donna Karan aesthetic at a price point that didn't require a designer salary. The collection her mother wore to board meetings and galas was aspirational in the truest sense: too aspirational, financially, for the teenager who lived inside the brand's world but couldn't afford to participate in it.

Karan recognized the gap not just as a family problem but as a market opportunity. In 1989, she launched DKNY — Donna Karan New York, distilled — as a younger, more casual, more affordable diffusion line designed to run alongside the flagship collection. The clothes were meant for weekends and casual wear, and were priced at roughly half the cost of the main Donna Karan line. The mission was accessibility without sacrifice: the urban sophistication of the flagship, democratized.

The launch was one of the most successful in fashion history. The marketing, designed around black-and-white photographs of New York City — yellow cabs blurring past, fire escapes climbing the sides of brownstones, crowds surging through Midtown, the particular gritty beauty of a city that never performed for anyone — captured a mood rather than a product. DKNY wasn't just selling jeans and sweatshirts. It was selling New York itself: the idea of belonging to the most exciting city in the world, dressed for whatever it demanded of you. The line helped Donna Karan International generate approximately $115 million in sales in its first year alone.

The brand expanded rapidly in the years that followed. DKNY Jeans launched in 1990, leaning directly into the denim market that was then the central battleground of American youth fashion. DKNY Men followed in 1992 — critics, who had scoffed that men would never buy clothes designed by a woman, were proven wrong. DKNY Kids, eyewear, and footwear filled out the catalog. By 1993 the brand had its own menswear optical line. A flagship store opened in London in 1994. In 1996, Donna Karan International went public on the New York Stock Exchange. New stores opened in Manchester, Beverly Hills, Las Vegas, Manhasset, and Short Hills. In 1999, a flagship DKNY store opened in New York City itself — a brand built on the mythology of the city finally planting its flag on native ground.

​The 1990s: From Uptown to the Hood

What Donna Karan did not entirely anticipate — and what no luxury diffusion brand had quite experienced in the same way before — was the degree to which DKNY would be adopted by hip-hop culture as one of its own.

By the mid-1990s, the aesthetic dominant in hip-hop had shifted from the bold Afrocentrism of Cross Colours toward something the culture called "ghetto fabulous" — a look that married the ostentation of old-money luxury with the bravado of the streets. Artists like The Notorious B.I.G., Tupac Shakur, and Puff Daddy began rapping explicitly about designer brands, name-dropping labels the way an earlier generation had referenced neighborhoods and record labels. Versace. Prada. And DKNY.

The Notorious B.I.G. referenced DKNY in his lyrics. The brand appeared in music videos, on album covers, and at the kinds of parties where the fashion industry and the music industry briefly, productively, ecstatically collided in 1990s New York. For teenagers across America — including many who couldn't afford the flagship Donna Karan collection but could stretch to DKNY Jeans — the brand carried a dual charge of aspiration: downtown cool and uptown legitimacy simultaneously. It was sophisticated enough to feel elevated, accessible enough to actually wear, and endorsed by the most culturally powerful musical movement of the decade.

This was, it should be noted, largely unplanned. Karan had built DKNY for her daughter and for the professional women who loved Donna Karan but couldn't always afford it. The brand's adoption by hip-hop was organic — the same forces of celebrity and visibility that made Cross Colours a sensation working in reverse, pulling an aspirational uptown brand into the gravitational field of the streets. DKNY did not design for hip-hop. Hip-hop chose DKNY, and the brand was smart enough not to resist.

The iconic 1994 DKNY/NYC book — a spiral-bound brand bible photographed by Peter Lindbergh that captured 1990s New York as a kind of golden age fantasy, a city of yellow cabs and rain-splattered windshields and beautiful people clutching coffee on stoops — became a collector's item and a defining artifact of the era's fashion-meets-city mythology. It was an Old Testament of brand identity: a document of what DKNY stood for at the precise moment it stood for the most.

​The LVMH Era and the Changing of Hands

In 2001, Donna Karan International was acquired by LVMH — Moët Hennessy Louis Vuitton, the French luxury conglomerate that owns Louis Vuitton, Dior, Givenchy, Fendi, and dozens of other premier global brands. The sale was completed for approximately $450 million. Karan, whose husband Stephan Weiss was dying of lung cancer at the time, agreed to remain as chief designer as part of the deal — a condition she reportedly considered important enough to make non-negotiable, ensuring she and Weiss could spend time outside the boardroom during his final months.

Under LVMH, the brand continued to expand globally. New flagship stores opened in Tokyo, Seoul, and across Asia. The DKNY Jeans label got its own Tokyo flagship in 2003. Fragrances — including the iconic DKNY Be Delicious line, launched in 2004, with its distinctive apple-shaped bottle — became a significant revenue driver and perhaps the most widely recognized product in the brand's portfolio outside of apparel. The fragrance was designed by Weiss before his death, its bottle evoking both the Big Apple mythology and the clean, modern aesthetic that DKNY had always represented.

But the corporate relationship between Karan and LVMH was never entirely smooth. Her creative involvement diminished progressively through the 2000s. In 2007 she founded Urban Zen, a lifestyle and philanthropic venture focused on wellness, education, and the preservation of endangered cultures — a project that absorbed more and more of her energy and attention. By 2015, she announced she was stepping down as chief designer of Donna Karan International entirely, to focus on Urban Zen full-time.

The departure created an immediate problem for LVMH: what do you do with a house whose identity is inseparable from its founder, when the founder has left? The conglomerate appointed Dao-Yi Chow and Maxwell Osborne — the duo behind Public School, a critically acclaimed New York streetwear label — as the new creative directors of DKNY in 2015. The appointment was celebrated as a bold, progressive choice. The execution was a commercial disappointment. After several months of underwhelming performance, LVMH announced in 2016 that it would be selling both the Donna Karan and DKNY brands to G-III Apparel Group, a New York-based fashion conglomerate, for $650 million.

​Controversies: A Photographer's Photos, and a Much Bigger Firestorm

DKNY's corporate history includes two controversies that, while different in scale, both revealed something about the brand's relationship to the city and the culture it claimed to represent.

The first was relatively minor, but telling. In 2013, DKNY admitted to using photographs taken by Brandon Stanton — the creator of the beloved street photography project Humans of New York — as décor in one of its retail stores, without permission or payment. Stanton, whose work had made him a beloved New York figure, publicly asked DKNY to donate $100,000 to the YMCA in acknowledgment of the unauthorized use. The brand apologized and donated $25,000. Stanton then asked his followers to make up the remaining $75,000 — and they did, reaching the goal on March 1, 2013. For a brand whose entire identity was built on the visual language of New York's streets and its people, the episode was an uncomfortable irony: DKNY had used images of real New Yorkers going about their lives as decoration, without asking or compensating. The public reaction was proportionate — not a full boycott, but a pointed reminder that the mythology of New York belongs to the people who live there, not just the brands that profit from it.

The second controversy was far more serious, and its damage extended well beyond the brand. In October 2017, when the New York Times broke the story of Harvey Weinstein's decades of sexual misconduct and assault, Donna Karan — appearing on a red carpet at the CinéFashion Film Awards — was asked about the accusations. Her response, caught on video, suggested that women might be inviting "trouble" by dressing provocatively. "How do we display ourselves? How do we present ourselves as women? What are we asking?" she said to a reporter from the Daily Mail. The comments ignited an immediate firestorm.

The backlash was swift, unanimous, and scorching. Actress Rose McGowan — who had accused Weinstein of rape — called Karan "deplorable" and "scum in a fancy dress." Mia Farrow publicly pledged to stop wearing Donna Karan. Actress and celebrity chef Anthony Bourdain weighed in. An online petition asking Nordstrom to pull all Donna Karan and DKNY products gathered nearly 30,000 signatures. G-III's stock dropped in the immediate aftermath. Karan issued apologies — first a written statement claiming her words were taken out of context, then an interview on Good Morning America that many observers found inadequate because she appeared to smile through much of it. "What I said is so wrong and is not who I am," she said.

The irony, as commentators noted at the time, was acute: Donna Karan had built her entire career on the idea of empowering women through clothes — the Seven Easy Pieces, the bodysuits, the entire DKNY ethos of the confident, capable urban woman. To have that legacy associated with victim-blaming, however briefly, was a wound that no apology could fully heal. The fact that Karan had not been affiliated with DKNY since 2015 did little to blunt the cultural impact. People connect names

​G-III and the Revival
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