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McQueen, but I do know he was the 
one who changed the way I saw fashion. 
In 2002, I watched a video entitled The 
Bridegroom Stripped Bare, a rare peek 
into the design process: McQueen using 
cuts, fabric, string and paint to transform 

a suit-wearing groom into a (somewhat 
terrifying) bride. As he cut and 

draped, splashed white paint on a 
live model and gagged him with 
a tie, those images astounded 
and haunted me. 

His vision of what a 
garment could be was both 

unsettling yet poignantly 
beautiful. Fashion through 
McQueen’s lens was no 
longer frivolous. This was 
living, breathing poetry. 

His famously theatrical catwalk 
shows were equally poetic. From 
models battling snow, rain and 
fire to walking on water or 
flying, every McQueen show 
was a cinematic spectacle of 
fantasy and dramatic dreamlike 
visions. Sometimes, the visions 
veered nightmarish—models 

blood-stained like abuse 
victims, in clownish make-up or 

antlers, or confined in get-ups that 
resembled torture devices—but there 
was always an inherent visceral beauty in 
McQueen’s extremes that made clear both 
his extraordinary showmanship and his 
impeccable skills as a tailor and designer.

II have a confession to make.  
I was not born a fashion person. 
I did not fawn over magazines or 
models, handbags or hemlines. 
For me, fashion was no more than 
a passing interest in frivolity. 

I don’t remember the first time I 
heard about a designer named Alexander 

But as usually happens to envelope-
pushers who dare to be different, the 
“enfant terrible” pissed people off. He 
was lambasted for being offensive and 
misogynistic. He even mooned his audience 
at one show. “Fashion is a big bubble,” 
he once said, “and sometimes I feel like 
popping it.” 

People often speak of his work as 
escapism. For me, it was the opposite: 
his work was my way in. He made me see 
the world through avenues I was afraid to 
look at. He forced me to challenge my own 
ideas of femininity and beauty. Ultimately, 
he made me believe in fashion—as an 
accessible art, as a sign of our times, as a 
vessel of creativity and originality through 
which genius could transpire…and inspire. 

Though we shed tears that he chose to 
leave us in his prime—even 
as his label lives on—he has 
left us with no shortage of 
unforgettable images: the 
floating hologram of Kate 
Moss; a life-size chess 
match with model pawns; 
Shalom Harlow being 

spray-painted by robotic arms—a moment 
McQueen himself admitted made him cry. 

They were moments of such sublime 
beauty that they transcended fashion. His 
clothes were divine, but it was the complete 
manifestation of the McQueen vision that 
offered the world glimpses of something 
greater—the timeless power of art, the 
limitless capacity of human imagination, 
the stuff dreams are made of. 

He was the consummate artist and a 
true genius. He leapt without looking and 
without fear. His work had the power to 
give fashion meaning. To me, he gave it a 
soul. He will never take a runway bow ever 
again, but I know his visions will haunt my 
dreams forever.
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In Memoriam

Fashion maverick, troubled genius, iconic visionary. 
In a personal tribute, Kim Reyes mourns the loss of 
the most inspiring fashion talent of this generation
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"Fashion is a big 
bubble, and 

sometimes I feel 
like popping it." 
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