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INTRODUCTION






Dear Readers, Thank you for copping Fuck Yeah Menswear. As you read through the following pages, prepare yourself for a sartorial-spirit-guided cashmere acid trip through anything and everything menswear-related. A style magum opus—the collected photography, illustrations, and stream-of-consciousness musings before you offer a glimpse into the world of men dressing well. We’re talking waxing poetic on waxed jackets, highbrow humor in high waters, and double entendres in double-breasted sport coats. Straight up, son? This book is about looking mad crispy.


For those hoping to find themselves immersed in a “men’s lifestyle” guide filled with celebrities, luxury dining, a dash of politics, and the latest travel destinations, go pick up a GQ out of a dumpster. Get that other bullshit figured out on your own time. Want to see classy editorials of near-nude starlets? Too bad. This book is about great-looking dudes in great-looking clothes looking like bosses and nothing else. No girls, seriously. We in here to get sprezzed out.


FYMW is about dope product, dope collections, and the steezy world that we call menswear.


What can you expect in the following pages? An Amazonian blowgun full of deadly knowledge darts delivered straight to your cranial. Obviously. As you leaf through, feel yourself getting educated. Menswear is all around you. From musty heritage brands and archive fabric swatches, to identifying the exotic style species found across the cobblestone serengeti that is SoHo, to ruminating on the illest Italians to ever get their photos snapped, we’ve got you covered. Fair warning. You’re about to begin on a journey that will end in only one way—with you standing naked in an abandoned ravine watching as your old wardrobe slowly burns. We’re here to help, but from way deep in the cut, behind the behind-the-scenes. We’re not going to hold your hand and walk you to your tailor or cheer as you try on your first pair of raw denim. You didn’t get that reference to an obscure collection that dropped five years ago? In Japan? Step your game up. Figuring this ish out for yourself is the whole point. Think of us as your absent father figures. If we’re not going to be around, the least you can do is follow in our goddamn footsteps.


If you haven’t realized already, it should be painfully clear that this book is grail status. Note the very rare binding and paper stock. We’re in the Smithsonian writing history for you philistines. This is an illustrated Iliad for the menswear set. Don’t sleep. Read it. Refer back to it. Cite it in your dissertation. Owning this book sends a very clear message to your peers, co-workers, and loved ones: “I’m trill as fuck.”


Enough talk. Get to reading. When the last four-in-hand is tied and the last blogger put to sleep, it’s about the love of the game. It’s about respecting the OGs who dressed well before us and the young guns hustling today. It’s about dope product, dope collections, and the steezy world that we call menswear.


Fuck yeah,


The Editors
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        Where the fuck am I?


        You can’t see me.


        That’s right.


        Fort made of Filsons.


        I’m buried under here.


        With your girl.


        Told her she “might as well have the best”™


        She agreed.


        While you’re out at flea markets trying on dead people’s clothes,


        I’m in my fort playing make-believe.


        Make believing I’m not on that next level Cookie Crisp.


        Make believing I’m not breakin’ owls’ necks when I’m out all night steezing.


        Make believing I’m not your favorite blogger.


        Never gonna grow up.


        Wearing my forest green Macky Cruiser.


        No fucking pants on.


        Fly as shit.


        Call me Patina Peter Pan.


        So fucking fly.


        In my fort made of Filsons.
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Saturday.


In the park.


My weekend grind.


My side hustle.


Don’t tell mom.


The babysitter’s dope.


No stache on the grill.


But mad snacks in my stash.


Welcome to the BSC.


Club position: Treasurer.


Club condition: Bottle service.


Stove top cookin’.


Watch the latch.


Go hard on the nipple.


Don’t forget to burp ’em.


Ain’t no formula for this shit.


Woke up feeling like a wild one.


Fuck it, I’m on one.


Threw on my kit.


Leather jacket.


Great for teething.


Dad Jeans.


Getting into character.


Diaper bag.


MGM.


Mannies gettin’ money.


Checked the sched.


Reviewed my notes.


“Naptime is at 4”


“Peanut allergy”


“No more than one pack of fruit snacks”


“Two if he’s behaving”


“Richard hates girls (and vegetables)”


Knew we had to take it to the playground.


Rolled up with the koala leash.


Let him loose.


“Do you, son”


Lil’ homie went cray on the monkey bars.


Ya’ll ready know.


Look at these scrubs.


What is that?


Last season’s Crew Cuts?


Who taught you how to layer?


Does your mom dress you or some shit?


Mad respect doe.


To the girl with the purp cape.


Did you see that in Milan?


But don’t forget who’s boss.


Need to hit ’em with a reminder.


New profile pic on deck.


“Hey, let’s play a game”


“It’s called ‘Stand Here and Push This Button When I Tell You’”


“Ever work an iPhone?”


“Don’t be a little bitch about it”


Don’t any of these cats know how to use Instagram?


Posing mad hard on up on that jungle.


The Cig Out.


The Rig Out.


Fig Newton shout-out.


To all the stay-at-homes sitting out on the benches.


If the pizza party’s where you at let me hear you say . . .
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Denim



[den-uhm]


Denim is ubiquitous. It is the ambrosia of the legs. It asserts its domain across the bottom half of people’s bodies across the globe; sometimes even whole bodies, especially at formal events in Canada. Denim is a cotton twill fabric colored blue with indigo dye. Despite its rich American heritage, the etymology is distinctly European. The blue fabric originated in Nîmes, France, thus “de Nîmes” quickly morphed into “denim.” Similarly, the first town in which denim trousers were produced was Genoa, Italy, and from there we derive “jeans.” To the uninitiated, a pair of jeans is a completely straightforward garment. You put them on, you wear them everywhere, end of story. But for the menswear acolyte, there are generations’ worth of knowledge, endless debates, and intricacies of construction behind every warp and weft. Entire lives have been spent trying to find the perfect pair of jeans, and once one jumps into the indigo abyss and becomes a full-on “denimhead,” you’ll never be able to have a conversation like a normal person again.


Denim’s history begins as a utilitarian fabric of the people. The first pair of modern jeans was constructed in San Francisco by Jacob Davis in 1873 who, partnered with merchant Levi Strauss, sold them to Gold Rush miners. By the 1890s they had developed the Levi’s 501, which continues to this day to be the standard-bearer against which all other jeans are measured. A straight leg construction with five pockets all held together with sturdy copper rivets defines the 501. Workers across the US adopted these new hardwearing pants, but it wasn’t until the 1950s when Hollywood put them on the silver screen that they ceased to be clothing and became the iconic symbol of “cool” for America. Countless cowboy films and rebel badasses like Marlon Brando and James Dean showed that jeans didn’t play by the rules, jeans were for American heroes, and jeans weren’t afraid to take one across the jaw. Gold Rush pioneers mixed with the American love of entrepreneurship and Hollywood cool have made the cultural permanence of jeans as durable as their construction. Jeans quickly became a mass-produced commodity in America, quality waned, and some things that should not have been forgotten were lost.


•


Meanwhile, in the 1960s a Japanese pocket of style started to develop around an endearing love of all things Americana. After seeing screen heroes of American cinema, young Japanese trendsetters began scouring vintage shops for classic American denim. This devotion, not to mention a burgeoning market, led to a number of small Japanese companies buying up vintage shuttle looms and Union Special brand sewing machines from the early 1900s that had been left collecting dust in the States. Inspired by trunks of vintage jeans from American buying trips, these Japanese craftsmen set out to painfully reconstruct the perfect, classic pair of jeans. These beautiful reproductions laid out the foundations for an entire industry of the highest-quality artisanal jeans. While imported denim fabric from USA heritage sources such as Cone Mills remained popular, over the next few decades the Okayama region (which had been producing cotton weaves since the Edo period) shifted its focus to denim and began producing some of the most valued denim in the world. Japanese brands carried this torch until the turn of the century, when many USA brands picked up and returned to their heritage to begin producing top-quality jeans once again.
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The obsession with denim manifests itself most truly, not in the manufacturers, but in the men buying and wearing these engineered constructions. A modern “denimhead” is a man driven by the crippling fear that someone, somewhere, has sicker fades than he does. Once you are at a point in your life where you’ve spent over two hundred dollars on a pair of jeans, you can either develop a cultlike obsession with them or get hit with a terminal case of buyer’s remorse. Unsurprisingly, most prefer the former. The upkeep and the evolution of the jeans as you wear them must take the highest importance in the life of a denimhead. Jeans are worn every day for at least six months (two years if you’re trill as fuck) without ever letting them touch soap or water. Understanding that your indigo-soaked companions have taken up a personal vendetta against any and all white couches is eminently important. Carefully selecting which pockets your phone and wallet go in so that you get those perfect, tasteful fades can take weeks of preparation. You deal with the emotional roller coaster of the pain and subsequent joy that only a rip and repair can provide. And when it does finally come time to wash, the denimhead will carefully soak their jeans in bathtubs or wear them out into the frigid ocean, letting the saltwater work its magic in accenting the now-deep fading. A love develops unlike any other. All for a piece of clothing. These are your jeans. This is your life’s work. [image: Images]
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    Shut up.


    Just, shut up.


    Look how fat he looks in this photo.


    Can you believe he showed in Paris this year?


    Wearing that?


    Ugh.


    I didn’t know whales was trending for A/W.


    We’re so bad.


    It’s not our fault though.


    We’re just more popular than everyone else.


    We’re just more well dressed than everyone else.


    We’re just more handsome than everyone else.


    Did you hear Colette dropped his account?


    Whose?


    Rachel’s old boyfriend.


    The wanna-be Junya guy?


    Yeah.


    Guys, guys.


    Shut up.


    Be cool.


    Photog walking by.


    And pose.


    And pose.


    Don’t make eye contact.


    And pose.


    Ok, good.


    I think he got me.


    I mean, I think he got us.


    What kind of trendphobic dickhead still wears camo?


    Digi-cam can’t hide that acne.


    Did you hear?


    His parents are getting divorced.


    Retail therapy ain’t gonna help this time.


    Oh my god.


    Did you see that new Harris Tweed?


    The orange or the brown?


    Orange.


    So dope.


    So dope?


    So.


    Dope.


    Oh my god.


    Guys.


    We’re just so fucking popular.
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    Fuck an Olsen twin.


    Ya heard?


    I’ve been on that homeless tip.


    Before fleece was black at The Brethren.


    Before Press was in Urban.


    Before BK cats were shaking down each other for cookie boots.


    Before this shit was a movement.


    Smell me?


    So don’t be asking where my cup is at.


    Tryna give dude pocket change.


    So I can get some malt liquor and a bag of Funyuns uptown.


    Do you see a sign?


    “Will design for food.”


    Blogger, please.


    Scotty wasn’t the first dude to bug out on hobowear.


    And he definitely won’t be the last.


    You think I wake up in the morning.


    Throw a new patch on my chinos.


    And think to myself.


    “Damn, it feels good to be an icon.”


    Fuck outta here.


    There is natural swag.


    And then there is NATURAL SWAG.


    I’ve been a walking moodboard, kid.


    Inspiring generations of steezheads.


    Every time I take a stroll down Bleecker.


    A G-wich Village nomad.


    Making appearances at The Mansion.


    When some fresh-faced asshole from Parsons needs a second opinion on a drug rug poncho he’s cooking up for ’Lo.


    Just because I run shit.


    Doesn’t mean I have to like it.


    So when you see me, keep it moving.


    No hat tips.


    No pics.


    No questions.


    Unless of course, you want to know what it’s like to sell Lifshitz a dream.


    And smoke weed in a teepee on the double RL ranch.
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Howl at the moon.


Before time.


There was another time.


When clothes were just clothes.


And it was good.


Rested on their hangers.


All the world slumbered quietly.


The wind rustling through samples.


Dotting the trees in the nighttime.
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