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Introduction

Sustainability is appreciating the art of our world.  Sustainability is not 
a lack of art, but rather, art in its natural form.  Sustainability is not a 
lack of science, but considerate science.  Sustainability does not require 
individuals to stop doing, stop having, or stop lusting, rather it allows 
individuals to do things from their heart, have in an emotional sense, 
and lust for true joy.  Sustainability is sitting in the sun, the love of a 
friend, the expression of emotion through art.  Real art – passionate 
expression, not consumption.

When someone falls in love a sense of endless joy rushes through their 
veins.  A sense of eternal joy that we hope will last.  This sort of love is 
available from more than just another person. For some it is a sport. 
For some it is a brush on canvas. For others it is colors and patterns and 
silhouettes.  I don’t believe sustainability will banish fashion. I believe 
sustainability will allow fashion to return to a considerate craft utilizing 
skill, resources, creativity and passion. 

Some designers believe that the key to the future of fashion is through 
emotional attachment. I don’t argue that this is a key, but can’t more than 
one key work to the same door?  This isn’t my key.  I am not emotionally 
attached to my clothes, yet I love my clothes.  What does that mean?  I 
love patterns and contrast; it wakes me up in the morning, energizes me 
at night, and makes me feel good about myself. It is satisfying. But I can 
get this same feeling from 100 different tops and 50 different dresses. It 
isn’t a singular design or color that inspires me, but simply the presence 
of design.

Imagine your favorite outfit, one that shows who you are as you wish 
to be. You may not think about the clothing you wear often, but on 
important days we all do. We think about what they say about us and 
what we can do in them.  Where did those pieces come from? Do you  
know who made them? What chemicals and dyes are in them? Did they 
come from a community cooperative or an industrial cotton field?
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No, I won’t reinvent the wheel, but I might 
change the hubcap and fuel running through the 
engine.

Lets get back to basics. I don’t mean a basic white 
v-neck tee; I mean the bias-seamed embellished 
flamboyant summer dress you can’t live without.   
At a basic level, what is it? Before it was beads in 
one factory, fabric in another, it was cotton in a 
field or oil in the ground. Maybe in China, maybe 
in Texas. What was its life like on that field and 
how was it cared for? 

I don’t know about you, but if I buy a new painting 
I want it to be treated well; the same goes for my 
garments.  So why were chemicals dumped on 
my dress? To be able to make more dresses to 
cloth the ever-growing population. Well okay, I 
don’t want to stop that, I want the world to have 
its basic needs, but I don’t want anyone to suffer 
to get there. I don’t want to use fresh water that 
could satisfy a child’s thirst when I could use grey 
water from a plant down the street, I don’t want 
to apply fertilizer that could hospitalize a child. 
We are scientists, we created the Internet, space 
exploration, and smart phones – you are telling 
me we can’t fix our processes to benefit our earth 
and our citizens? No, I am sorry, but I don’t believe 
it.

I am a human scientist. I believe in experimentation 
and exploration, but I don’t believe in continuing 
down the path we are on just because it meets 
the status quo.

Fashion is not a crime, but crimes happen in 
fashion.
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Clothing is the tool through which we live. 

My wedding was a wonderful day. Not because 
I had the perfect dress, the perfect hair, or 
the perfect shoes, but because I had a dress 
that allowed me to dance, to walk through a 
garden, and to fall in the mud without worry. 
I had shoes that made me smile and laugh 
through their kitschy humor and that I could 
run and step in a puddle in. Yes, my clothes 
were perfect. They were the tool through 
which I lived.  When looking back though do I 
think of my dress and my shoes? No. I think of 
my friends who flew in to show their love for 
me, my family that spent months making sure 
I knew my happiness was a priority in their 
lives, I think about a night when I was able to 
surround myself with the people I love.

We don’t have to wear something 100 times 
or store it in the back of the closet for those 
sudden desires to reminisce in the past, but we 
should care for our clothing. The same way we 
would care for a handmade gift or personalized 
painting. It is art and it deserves to be treated 
fairly. 

I don’t believe I will keep garments for 50 
years because of the memories attached to 
them, I will keep them for 50 years because of 
their enduring style. So what is to come of a 
garment that I no longer need?

It is funny the way we treat fashion. Sometimes 
an art form, sometimes fast food.   Worth 
treasuring or throwing out depending on 

which doors you enter on Regent Street. What 
if we understood the quality behind every 
garment?

I don’t want to reinvent the wheel, I want to know 
how the wheel was invented.  The food industry 
spent decades creating synthetic sugars and 
nutrients so we could be healthier and happier 
cheaper and easier. But then people started 
to realize eating natural food in distributed 
quantities seemed to make them feel happiest 
and healthiest.

Fashion follows food.

I know farmers. I know the way they care for their 
crops. The work that goes into a cotton plant is 
completely ignored by the high street.  Why? It 
is an art form.  I can’t help but believe we will 
always love cotton. It is soft, breathable, and 
when it touches your skin you can almost feel 
the warm breeze passing through the fields as it 
grows. There is something enduringly satisfying 
about nature.  And there should be.
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