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INTRODUCTION

“Rock & roll never forgets.”

Those lyrics from my hometown hero Bob Seger’s song by the same name summarize how influential rock & roll has been on my life and career. I wouldn’t be where I am today if not for the music I discovered growing up in Detroit in the late 1960s and 1970s.

I came of age in Motor City, surrounded by the sounds—and look—of rock & roll. From the soul/pop of Motown to such local rockers as the Stooges, MC5, Ted Nugent, Grand Funk Railroad, and Bob Seger, and touring bands like the Who and Led Zeppelin, the music enveloped me. Looking back at those days, I realize I wouldn’t have become a fashion designer if not for the music in my life. There are traces of it in the way I dress and the look of my menswear collections over the past dozen years.

In this book of photographs, you will see some of the same images that caught my eye as a kid and have stayed with me, as well as newer photos that continue to inspire me. In effect, thumbing through these pages, you’ll find my personal note-book of the rock style ideas and influences that have made an impact on my work. A common thread links these images through the generations—and that’s what this book documents: musicians from the 1960s to the present who’ve taken various styles and made them their own. Like the evolution of rock, once a genre’s there, you have to find a way to put your own stamp on it. Each of the artists here grew up listening to the music that came before—just as I, too, watched my favorite artists and noticed the way they dressed.

My first musical memories date to The Ed Sullivan Show, when I was nine or ten. That’s where I discovered the British Invasion, which gave me my initial perspective on fashion as well: it was unique and novel, just like the music. The Beatles’ matching outfits weren’t very exciting, but I loved the Cuban-heeled boots they wore. The Stones seemed like the bad boys, refusing to dress alike. They—and their clothes—had attitude. What struck me the most was that Mick, Keith, Brian, Charlie, and Bill each had his own individual style—yet the band as a whole had a cohesive look.

Around the same time, I got hooked on the radio. We had both the Detroit and Canadian stations. Right across the border, ten minutes away in Windsor, Ontario, there was a music director on the AM radio station CKLW named Rosalie Trombley. She selected so much fantastic music that Seger wrote a song about her, “Rosalie,” which was later covered and amped up by Thin Lizzy. If your record was chosen by Rosalie, you’d get played around the country. She turned me on to a lot of great stuff. Some of my favorites were “You Really Got Me” by the Kinks and “I Can See for Miles” by the Who. I bought those bands’ records for the music, but I quickly noticed how cool the Kinks and the Who looked as well as sounded.

When I was twelve, I went to my first concert, a small local event. Immediately, the live experience made me want to be a rock star. Detroit was brimming with bands back then. We had outdoor concerts at fairgrounds and parks where some of Detroit’s best groups got started: MC5, the Stooges, and Ted Nugent’s Amboy Dukes, whose “Journey to the Center of Your Mind” was one of the first psychedelic records I ever heard. Another favorite band was the Rationals, who blended rock and soul on a song called “Guitar Army” and their version of Aretha Franklin’s “Respect.” Other Michigan groups, including Frijid Pink, SRC, and the Frost, would later play my high school. At the Michigan State Fair, held in Detroit, I’d catch the Battle of the Bands, watching the entire roster of groups compete.

Live rock & roll wasn’t just about hearing the music, though. It was the show—being sucked into the whole visual aspect of the way the bands dressed, their aggression onstage. All the artists I liked had a unique style. In Detroit, a lot of bands emulated the stage presence originally created at Motown. They didn’t do the dance moves, but they knew there was more to performance than just getting up onstage and playing; you had to give a lot more. Like the Rolling Stones, each guy in the Stooges and MC5, for example, had individual style, but as a group, they looked like a band of brothers, an army.

I briefly played in a band when I was in junior high. My cousin Tim got a drum kit and started a group called the Golden Sound and asked me to join. We did a wedding and some school gigs, but we weren’t any good. We played covers like “Little Bit O’ Soul,” “Time Won’t Let Me,” “In the Midnight Hour,” “Satisfaction.” I sang and played trumpet. We did “Touch Me” by the Doors because it had a horn in it. My uncle Gus was our manager and he thought we were going to hit the big time. It was exciting to hear people clapping afterward and telling you how great you sounded, but all of that was short-lived. I eventually bought a used sunburst, hollow-body electric guitar and learned a few chords, but I knew I’d never be a great player. I’ve continued to play for fun—and once, when Cheap Trick performed at an event my company threw in Las Vegas, Rick Nielsen handed me a plugged-in guitar. Next thing I knew I was onstage playing “Surrender” with them. I could never have imagined doing that when I was fifteen. Back then, I realized I didn’t have the voice or chops to make it. Yet somehow I knew that rock & roll was going to remain an important part of my life.
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BOB SEGER.

Photograph by Robert Alford.
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THE RATIONALS.

Photograph courtesy of Robert Matheu Collection.

By 1969, I was seeking out Detroit’s rock scene however I could, including reading about it in Creem magazine. In the suburb of brick houses called Allen Park where I grew up, I’d go to a record store called Sam’s and buy Creem, founded that year in Detroit. Creem was my bible. Sitting on the floor and flipping through its pages made me feel like I was in the front row at a concert. I’d read the articles and stare at the pictures and ads—the photographs by Mick Rock, Robert Alford, Bob Gruen, and Robert Matheu fascinated me. Then I’d spend the three dollars I’d saved from my paper route or cutting lawns to buy an album based on a Creem review. (The only time the magazine let me down was when it trashed Grand Funk’s 1970 album, Closer to Home, which I bought nonetheless.)

At home, I kept my headphones on, which helped me transcend our crowded household filled with five kids. Since I shared a bedroom with my two brothers, the records I bought took me to my own little world. Soon, though, my money started going elsewhere. I wanted to look like my favorite musicians, so I tried to find rock & roll clothes. I’d take the bus downtown to a block that was Detroit’s version of Haight-Ashbury. Because my parents weren’t into rock music—they thought it was a bad influence—I had to sneak over to that part of town. That area was where hippies and bands hung out at places like the Psychedelic Shop, and there were little handmade clothing boutiques and a record store, too. Once I found a navy-blue crewneck sweater with a red star on it. The first day I wore it to school, my big crush told me she loved it. After that, I wanted to wear something cool every day.

Fortunately, thanks to some friends, I caught on to the local scene. One pal’s brother was in a hot Detroit band called the Unrelated Segments, and another friend’s brother was in a hard-rock band, the Früt. These groups played downtown at the Grande Ballroom, our version of the Fillmore. The Grande, a big band dance hall in the 1940s, had started putting on rock shows in 1966. The Jimi Hendrix Experience, Janis Joplin with Big Brother and the Holding Company, and Jefferson Airplane performed there—all before my time. British bands used to kick off their US tours by playing Detroit, where they’d get a real rock & roll audience, giving the tour a shot in the arm. Robert Plant says Detroit’s one of the places he always liked to play first when Led Zeppelin came to America. Cream played the Grande several times, too—and the band’s name ultimately inspired that of the magazine.

Before I ever set foot inside the Grande, I’d dreamed about going to shows there. When I was about thirteen, my friend’s brother, who played in the Unrelated Segments, gave me the venue’s psychedelic hand-drawn-and-lettered posters and handbills, which I collected and taped to my bedroom door. I’ve continued to collect these and other 1960s posters, which today hang in my New York offices.

 Finally, a friend’s brother took us to a show in September 1968, and somehow I pulled it off without my parents finding out. His band, the Up, one of Detroit’s freakiest groups, was on a bill with MC5 and the Stooges. This concert changed my life. I didn’t smoke pot, but I was tripping on the whole scene—the light show, the music, what people were wearing.

After that I became obsessed with going to concerts and did anything I could to attend them. Back in those days, you could mail cash or a money order for tickets. If I saw an ad in the Sunday paper that said tickets went on sale on Monday, I’d get on my bike and make the hour-long trip to the main post office in downtown Detroit so that my ticket order would be delivered first thing on Monday. My strategy worked: I’d get amazing seats, sometimes in the first few rows.

Those concerts marked the beginning of a lifelong passion. I
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