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Fashion is dead. And dear, I think you feel it too. This is the end; we have reached its Omega point. It is not 
our fault. It had to be this way. And while it may be of little comfort to all effort and money you put into your 
wardrobe, please be assured; death is not the end. 
 
You are not alone feeling the emptiness and grief. As with all departures, the sense of hollowness comes 
after the initial denial. Don’t ask what caused the death or search for a possible crime scene. We can let 
others do that. Let’s just simply acknowledge the fatal demise. Perhaps we can find some comfort that trend 
forecaster Li Edelkoort also assured “the end of Fashion as we know it” in 2015, while the magazine Business 
of Fashion simultaneously nodded in affirmation and asked if fashion trends even exist anymore.i Yes dear, 
that old sequined party top which once looked so hot, I think Edelkoort also means that one too. I’m afraid too, 
but come; let’s walk through this inferno together. 
 
The word Fashion signals everything we consumers desire; popularity and pleasure, yet lately the concept 
seems so devoid of meaning and distinction that we all wonder what we are actually lining up for when we 
await the latest drop of post-ironic Supreme street-style goods in SoHo. The cheap omnipresence of cool 
looks seems not to signify anything special at all. Fashion theorist Efrat Tseëlon pointed this out many years 
ago and called it fashion’s “semiotic fatigue.” Fashion has dissolved signification in a maelstrom of continuous 
simulations.ii But dear, should we really care? 
 
Some may blame the death of fashion on its unsustainable economy of waste-production, or the speed of the 
cycles. Indeed, the goods we call fashion only live for a moment in the spotlight and then for eons as waste in 
some obscure dump out of our sight. Others blame the death on cheap and accessible “fast fashion” – that 
fashion died once the poor and ugly got to dress in it. As some would eagerly point out, fashion was both 
fabulous and sustainable until the penniless losers got access to it. Well, while we are at it, was it not the very 
notion of “inclusive fashion” that killed your nice party top? 
 
But dear, the death of fashion may also be an opportunity for reckoning. While we stand here at the end of the 
line, at the Omega-point, we may take the moment to look ourselves in the mirror, to look beneath the realm 
of appearances. Yes, let’s take a deeper look at our frailty. It is the cruel finitude that challenges us to reflect 
on life, and when it comes to fashion we can question why we were so seduced by it, but also what its 
meaning and purpose can be beyond habits and the cheap thrills. What is at the heart of fashion? The 
adoration and exclusivity? The distinction between designers and followers? The glamour of idols and 
celebrity culture? The thrill of the new? The brands and labels? The cheap and careless one-night stands of 
consumerism? The seductive advertising filling our streets? The magic of shapeshifting? The play between 
virtue and sin? What was it we were so seduced by? 
 
No, it’s not the end, dear. Fashion needs to die and be reborn. Something new must happen between Omega 
and Alfa, between death and rebirth. Fashion needs this cruel opportunity to rethink itself. If we accept that 
the current incarnation of fashion is now dead and reincarnated in a new form, what should be kept and what 
must be abandoned? And if fashion loses some of the properties above, what remain of that everyday 
phenomenon we call “fashion?” If fashion is to be reborn, transformed into something new, what remains of 
the “soul” of fashion? Let’s use the opportunity to meditate over fashion’s death.  
 
If this exercise feels abstract dear, let’s make it more concrete. Take out one of the dead garments in your 
wardrobe, one of those abandoned and unworn pieces at the back of the shelves. Throw it on the floor, ready 
for the pyre, and let’s sit down next to it. Open yourself to the cruel destiny of these remains that were once 
so full of glimmering dreams and vital desires. This is how the end looks, and a similar fate awaits all of us. 
Let the destiny of this hollow and broken form seep into you, not unlike how the Buddha meditated over a 
corpse. We will both one day reach this Omega-point too, and be discarded like a rag, thrown into the burning 
dumpster of time and the oblivion of ephemeral social relationships. As you merge with this fate, accept it, 
and soon enough you are also dead; you have become one with this old sequined party top. The glimmer is 
gone, your skin pale, your frailty exposed. Let’s enter the eternal fire. This is the time between Omega and 
Alfa, between the end and the new beginning. 

 
In the famous Tibetan Book of the Dead the Bardo is presented as intermediate, transitional, or liminal state 
between death and rebirth – the state of limbo, the burning world between two lives on earth where the soul is 
prepared for rebirth into a new body. The death of fashion can be such transformation. We must place fashion 
in the Bardo, and this leaves us a good opportunity to meditate on what we want fashion to become when it is 
reborn. 
 
The image of Bardo in the Tibetan Book of the Dead is popularly known full of tormenting demons. They are 
the horrors the deceased-self faces as it is stripped from attachment to old illusions. The demons purge us of 
our comforts and habits, and dismantle our attachments to ego, relations and possessions. Let’s try not to be 
afraid. The demons are our helpers; one cannot be reborn if not everything from the old life is taken away so 
that only pure mind remains. 
 
If we imagine that fashion, like the self, holds up an image of its ideal world, it serves a fundamental purpose 
in the lives of many people. Yet, this ideal is corrupted by our attachment to this image. Fashion is attached to 
our sense of imagined selfhood, and the self is attached to fashion as an image of the self. We love fashion 
because we love the image of who we can be, what self we can have; fashion is a wish to be seen. We want 
fashion to stay as it is, in continuous ascent, just like we want the self to stay as itself, as a process of 
aesthetic achievements. The fashion industry projects an ideal image of how things are and also pretends it 



has it together, that things are improving; a little eco cotton here, a bit of recycling there and trace of circular 
economy. Like in the Bardo, we keep postponing our acceptance of the rupture, just to sustain the illusion that 
reality is just as it should be. We need more demons to torment us, to strip away all images of self. We need 
more counter-fashion. Dear, let us burn our egos. We need more fire.  
 
In the Bardo of fashion we strip fashion down from its skins of ego and illusion. Peel off the layers of 
attachment to your success, to glamour and VIP rooms, the anchoring in social competitiveness and the idea 
of us consuming a unique “self” made up of stuff. Strip off all those layers of your coolness and social 
accomplishments. Let the demons flay our corpse of idolatry and narcissism. Feel the burning flames eat your 
naked flesh. Embrace the fire and let the smouldering sulphur replace your expensive fragrance. Clean away 
your conception of fashion from its consumerist self, let fashion no longer be tainted by capital-infused anxiety 
and the imperative to perform and achieve. Let the demons strip off the ego; it is painful. Hold on, wait for me, 
I am not there yet. Let a new fashion emerge, a fashion that does not need to cling to a continuous 
achievement of selfhood.  
 
Finally, the fire soothes, the tormented screams die out. It is all gone. Fashion is thoroughly dead. Let us 
embrace, we reached the middle point. We can rest a while at the plateau between Omega and Alfa. Now, 
search through the aches of the self, amongst the burnt shells of our enclothed pride, greed and envy. Let’s 
look together; what can we find? Is there any trace left of what we once called fashion? 
 
For the Buddhist, all that is left is presence after the demons of Bardo have stripped away illusions of self. It is 
the presence that forms the very basics of mind and interconnected being. Nothing more than pure presence; 
the smallest cinders of being. Can we also find a small ember left in the ashes of fashion? Is there something 
left worthy of rebirth? Perhaps what remains of fashion is our shared attention, a presence manifesting itself 
between two people. A presence of being, of being with another; a sense of togetherness. Is this the ember of 
fashion, a fashion stripped of narcissist illusions of selfhood? Is this the ember we want to save for a new life? 
 
At the center of existence is presence. And after the cleansing in Bardo a new self is born from presence. 
This is the new Alfa, the new beginning, a point of departure beyond the counter-position. From this presence 
we start building a new life, a new fashion. It can be a new fashion that starts from the attention towards 
another being. Can we drape this experience of togetherness without attaching it to unsustainable use of 
material, energy and labor? Without once again constructing new illusions of self? Can our new mutual 
attention be another form of sensuous flirting, beyond the corrupting forces of clinging, pride and greed? 
 
My love, fashion is dead. But death is not the end, dear. Fashion is the process of continuous rebirth, it is not 
life itself. Fashion will never be sustainable, because it is a fire that burns all life. It is the process between 
Omega and Alfa.  
 
Dear, you are amazing. And you look wonderful in that old party top. We can have a moment together and 
say goodbye. Let’s embrace one last time, before the light in those glimmering sequins goes out. 
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