Bruno Collin, WAD magazine
JEANS ADDICTION

The WAD office is nestled in a large apartment in the Arts et Metiers area, the first Chinatown in Paris. Discretely squeezed between the tacky high street hustle of Beaubourg, and the Marais bobo mix, a few sinewy stretches of garish trading stores and import wholesalers work to keep the hype down. It's a no-designer zone. Bruno Collin, the WAD editor in chief and co-founder with XXX, is playing with his dogs. The young team is buzzing merrily to close their Spring issue, hovering in a homey organized chaos, like a teenager shelter heaven: a bar, a kitchen, laundry, three very adult dogs, incessant visitors hoisting cakes, drinks, aperitif, gossip, plans across the planet... Not your corporate publishing office. WAD stands for "we ar(e) different".

WAD magazine has just made the 5 year spot. Celebrating "urban wear" from Paris the capital of couture, Bruno has been pushing to recognize the legitimacy of an immense, every growing, pulsating orb of jeans fanatics and DIY fashion identities. Remember if you will the 80s, when the whole world took its first collective steps into branded hell: in those days only Emporio or Calvin Klein dared to come in the way of big fashion players: Versace, Moschino, Chanel, Mugler, Gaultier... Levi’s was the classic jeans, basic 5 pockets. Then came along Marithe & Francois Girbaud’s Closed, G-Star with its designer Pierre Morrissey’s deconstructed Elwood jeans, Diesel, Replay, Energie… Then “street” fashion really went global, every kid on the block was customizing its baggy jeans with sportswear and tribal studs and vintage rocker patches and cocktail coasters and punk tartans and your uncle’s holiday trinkets. “I went through college in a cultural shock: if you dressed to stand out, it meant you were queer. Now every kid, from fashion victims to little thugs to geeks would ask their mother to customize their jacket”. Fashion has gone from sexist to hypersexed, teens learning at a young age how not to look like their parents. It has taught the next generation to express themselves individually, beyond community branding. Having started in trade magazines, then female rags, Bruno has been fighting to educate the industry about the coming together of all these subcultures. Now he watches with relish luxury brands and corporate marketers study the streets, a little too seriously. Fortunately, urban fashion is by nature here to stay, constantly reinventing itself, breaking social codes: it has outgrown unisex baggy sloppiness to sexualize its fly girls (Energie’s Miss Sixty and Killababe, Mark Ecko’s ME label for tiny babes, Fornarina, Nose…) and muchachos (Sean John); it is refining into multiple challenger markets, federating a sports heritage in full rebirth (Adidas etc), college nostalgia (RL), camouflage (Maharishi…), military (the ubiquitous German Army jacket), biker, MBX, skater, surfer, boarder, hip hop head, technohead, trance traveler… Paris having been so far off current trends, it’s a privileged viewpoint to observe how mainly Italian manufacturers have managed to design on an Old Continent heritage of post WWII American basics, and Japanese cult fashion. Brands like Marseille’s Kulte or Spain’s Carnales have risen to the international stage. Fashion is no longer the privilege of a nippy few. Design and interiors have exploded as well, more free, convivial and accessible. The establishment is sponsoring young artists, local eccentricities such as gangsta wear, punk safety pins, piercings and tatoos have become universal language, the routes have opened up. 

Bruno says his magazine is like a trainspotter’s gazette, only for jeans. And now they’re working with Chanel, Gaultier, Ferre… They’re also publishing Ware, a sportswear biannual, quarterly risqué specials such as “Forbidden” which sold out immediately, and their next one “Warm”. They’re now working on “Wave”, a design quarterly. The family keeps growing.

www.wadmag.com 

