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The cut is unhurried this season, shaped for weather and for walking.

We spent three weeks with the makers to learn why slow production

keeps returning to the…
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“The best clothes ask

to be worn in, not
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“A wardrobe should be

built the way a field is

farmed — slowly, and for

the long season.”
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The Case for Cloth That

Lasts

The cut is unhurried this season, shaped for weather and for

walking. We spent three weeks with the makers to learn why

slow production keeps returning to the same olive palette —

the colour of fields at summer's end, worn until it softens. The

cloth does the talking; the column just hands the eye to the

photograph. The cut is unhurried this season, shaped for

weather and for walking. We spent three weeks with the

makers to learn why slow production keeps returning to the

same olive palette — the colour of fields at summer's end,

worn until it softens. The cloth does the talking; the column just

hands the eye to the photograph. The cut is unhurried this

season, shaped for weather and for walking. We spent three

weeks with the makers to learn why slow production keeps

returning to the same olive palette — the colour of fields at

summer's end, worn until it softens. The cloth does the talking;

the column just hands the eye to the photograph. The cut is

unhurried this season, shaped for weather and for walking. We

spent three weeks with the makers to learn why slow

production keeps returning to the same olive palette — the

colour of fields at summer's end, worn until it softens. The cloth

does the talking; the column just hands the eye to the

photograph.
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The cut is unhurried this season,

shaped for weather and for

walking. We spent three weeks with

the makers to learn why slow

production keeps returning to the

same olive palette — the colour of

fields at summer's end, worn until it

softens. The cloth does the talking;

the column just hands the eye to

the photograph.

“The wardrobe is a library; dress like

you mean to re-read.”
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“Wear the season your own

way, and wear it out.”

Season

F
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