The fashion world is commonly accused of takinglfitteo seriously. An ambitious show that opened lasek at the Los Angeles Museum of

Contemporary Art suggests that it may not be takiself seriously enough. “Skin + Bones: Parallehd®ices in Fashion and Architecture” is the first
exhibition of its scale and kind—more than threadned contemporary works by forty-six mostly avgatee architects and designers, chosen to represent
what Brooke Hodge, MOCA's curator of architectunel @esign, calls the “increasingly fruitful dial@jbetween the two disciplines.

Calvin Tsao and Zack McKown, the architects whdgtesd the installation, reconfigured MOCA's crampgdieries as a spacious labyrinth. “Architecture
supplies the gravitas, and fashion delivers thebaigg, so that's where we start,” Tsao told me. Mapins, fashion videos, and a small stage set of
Hussein Chalayan’s wearable living-room furnitueetélescoping wooden coffee table that becomesirg akd slipcovered chairs that convert into
suitcases and dresses in case you have to leameotowhort notice) introduce the general themebady,” “shelter,” and “identity.” Visitors then tead
their way through exhibits of increasing complexityat compare the “tectonic strategies” (i.e. carcdton techniques) of both disciplines. “The cksh
have a visceral impact that the buildings don’tsa® acknowledged, “and only in part because thgyrgsically present, while the architecture is
represented by models and graphics. Our professiats to be too hermetic. It has a lot to learruabelating to actual human beings.”

An apparent likeness between human beings isndffyban actual, or even mimetic, kinship, and shene is true of their creations. Do the “cablesit th
hoist the skirt ofYeohlee Teng'spoetic Suspension Dress relate, except semastidallthe structural engineering of Bernard Tschsimuspended
walkways at the Parc de la Villette, in Paris? Be pleated facade of Winka Dubbeldam’s GreenwickeBProject and a pleated day dress by Alber Elbaz
have anything in common besides elegance? Whatt dbeuacy skin of Toyo Ito’'s Mikimoto Tower, in Kgo? Is it conversing with Tess Giberson’s
abstract crochet work? The beauty and inventiolisplay in “Skin + Bones” dispose one, perhapsreagily, to nodding in compliance at the alleged
parallels between Martin Margiela’s disjointed patorks and Frank Gehry's anarchic jigsaw puzzledetween the shard-like angles of Zaha Hadid's
Vitra fire station and the jaggedly cantileveredttstollars by the Dutch partners Viktor & Rolf, @hwas willing to suspend—or cantilever—my disbéli

to perceive, in the arboreal spread of Yohji Yamtmisowedding gown, an effort to unite the partyttend the chuppah in one ensemble. But is oneyreall
looking at the skin and bones of a new hybrid sgadr the anatomy of a metaphor?

Architecture critics have already started to grusrdidout the tenuous nature of the connections md&kin + Bones,” but the fashion world is welrged

by it. On the runway, inspired feats of virtuosdte all too often quickly forgotten by blasé audiemrushing to the next show. Here they are tresitd
informed reverence, beginning with the Russian Bokemble by Viktor & Rolf, which greets visitors the first gallery. Eight mannequins on a round
platform display the nesting layers, each a masteepof couture, that were originally fitted oneelmodel during Paris fashion week in 1999. Indew of

the performance projected behind the clothes, &sigders dress an immobile girl standing on a Bzgan in successively heavier and more ornamental
robes, transforming a nubile waif wearing the basesap of a jute shift into a royal mummy shroublga majestic cloak that seems molded of clag.dn

act of self-mockery and, perhaps, social criticesrmuch as an advertisement for the label: fasiscrchitecture entombing woman as it enshrines her



The fashion retrospectives mounted by major artemns like the Guggenheim and the Met have typidadign celebrations of a style, a period, or a
couturier (often lavishly subsidized by its subje@he Frick examined the relations of costumeddrpiture, and to changing standards of propritsisee
years ago, in “Whistler, Women, and Fashion.” A iwemof specialized institutions here and abroadiuging the Cooper-Hewitt and the Victoria &
Albert, have entertained contemporary fashion endbntext of other visual arts—and Hodge acknowdsduer debt to “Intimate Architecture,” an exhibit
of conceptual body-housing curated by Susan Sikkmjsn 1982, at the Massachusetts Institute ohii@logy’'s Hayden Gallery. But “Skin + Bones”
stands to attract, if not reconcile, two camps tiaatly converge in a gallery: the followers ofHem, who prefer their nests feathered, and thé¢eaais
draftsmen in Bauhaus glasses, who may privateistréhe charms of a scarlet woman such as fashibbdik at entertaining her in polite company. “Ten
years ago, | couldn’t have organized a show like thiHodge told me. “Many architects would have béeery of lending their work to it. They didn’t &w
what avant-garde designers were doing, or assunagdkt tvas frivolous. But the younger generatiamdgto know more about fashion than designers know
about architecture. They've grown up with its iefiice, and the question of legitimacy doesn't drise.

“Skin + Bones” starts with the unexceptional presrisat fashion and architecture are, if not equalgnates—related languages with a common rooty The
both translate a two-dimensional pattern of abstshapes into a seamed, three-dimensional volunig.grobable that birds’ nests and spiders’ webs
inspired the first weavers and thatchers, and wiodte garments ever made have been fabricated$oone sort of loomed or knitted textile. Their aich
function was to provide a substitute for the scttdes mammals left on the shore. The clothing ofydaumans (and of many contemporary nomads)—skins
draped over a bony frame—was a trimmer versiorheif tents, though almost anything we wear couladrgstrued, as it is in this show, as a “portable
shelter.” Bikinis and burkas, in that respect, botbdiate between the public and private zoneshafdy the way that a wall or a screen does—inviting
denying access to strangers.

Durable edifices are rarely, at least in the Weenstructed of fragile materials, but “hard” an@ft$ are no longer the defining properties of eithe
architecture or fashion. The British designer Alear McQueen is represented in the catalogue Imggiece molded “carapace” with a metallic pony-hai
fringe that resembles a yurt. Shigeru Ban’s Curt&fl House is literally that: a Tokyo residencehwa curtain wall of white drapery. Carbon Tower, a
high-rise by Peter Testa and Devyn Weiser, gifadners based in Los Angeles, is still in the plagrstage, but they hope to construct it from ade,
carbon-fibre helix, which resembles a fish-net kitag. Theirs is a cityscape made sensuous by téagyorather than brutalized by it, although nothin
may be more old-fashioned about visionary architecthan its utopianism.

In nearly every culture that covers its nudity &imds under a roof, fashion and architecture astedewith the power to confer status and encodwitgte—
services that, of late, they have performed consnisly for each other. It is almost de rigueurddrig luxury clothing brand to commission a flagssiore

or corporate headquarters from an architect withuseum, civic monument, or Pritzker Prize on hgingéé, and the competition among the would-be
Medicis of fashion to outclass one another archiradly has come to resemble a medieval joust. Ateeich mogul Bernard Arnault reportedly enlisted
Frank Gehry to design the Louis Vuitton FoundafionCreation’s contemporary-arts center after Haterfeld warned him that Tadao Ando, a knight
high on Arnault’s list, had been tapped by an areal, Francois Pinault, of P.P.R., which owns @&wecci Group. The Prada boutiques in SoHo and Bgverl
Hills were designed by OMA/Rem Koolhaas. But Prdda,its six-level emporium in Tokyo (don't call & department store; it's an “epicenter”), jilted
Koolhaas for the Swiss firm of Herzog & de Meurdmeir five-sided, diamond-faceted, nib-shaped edifivith “bubblewrap” windows has become a
landmark in Tokyo’s Aoyama district, and Hodge urd#s it with two other starred attractions on apglireg tour of that city: Toyo Ito’'s Mikimoto Tower
and his retail space for Tod’s—a lyrical trellisaaincrete and glass on Omotesando Avenue thatmtite Japanese elms on the sidewalk. Architetiase
bequeathed to fashion marketing the notion of athatically coherent—though one might also say em@maged—environment. It sometimes makes one
nostalgic for the chaos of the souk.

The disparities between fashion and architectwegibanything, heightened by proximity: one tradteephemerality, the other in permanence; thdiucal
prestige is grossly unequal, but inversely propodi to the name recognition of their stars; atgoeéding might take a decade to build, a grediection
takes at most six months to make, and it isn't gaicup front. Even the most cerebral garmenth&show—Isabel Toledo’s ingenious, circular Packing
Dress; the digitally designed origami Bellows dessby Yoshiki Hishinuma; Junya Watanabe’s Objelectibn; Ralph Rucci’s exquisite couture mosaics;
the seamless sculptures by Miyake Issey and Nanail& (an undeservedly obscure Milanese industesigner in her sixties who “loves fashion and fiate
the fashion world,” she told me)—are constructedhi®thods that a civilian can comprehend. But tlstodied “oblique projections” that produced the
elevations for Preston Scott Cohen'’s dream-likai$drouse, planned for Old Chatham, New York (“agthmut shape generated by revolving a circle along
a coplanar axis”), or the theory behind Peter Eisan's unbuilt Rebstockpark residential and comnagidévelopment in Frankfurt (based on “the idea of
the ‘fold’ as set forth by the chaos-theorist Ra@iém and philosopher Gilles Deleuze’s examinatibiGottfried Leibniz’'s monad”), might as well be
rocket science.

Revolutions in construction and fabric technologywd made it possible for architects to incorpotaténiques like folding, pleating, wrapping, pngj
braiding, and draping, though none of these are toefashion, and, with a few exceptions, the desigmwork with the traditional tools of tailoring &n
dressmaking, putting them to wildly playful or sebsive use. Conventional high fashion appealsdtieat who finds a designer’s style congenial to he
body and her life. The clothing in “Skin + Bones’ perhaps most akin to architecture in its appatjon of the body as a site. On it or around ig th
designer constructs a singular and demanding ctmalegarment that attracts notice for its own utfisgt distinction. You wear it less because it syiou
than because you are proud to uphold—literally—-pitaciples.

The architects and designers in the show représenty-four nationalities, though the Japaneseesportionally the largest contingent. Their proerine

is not an accident. They are less beholden to \Westmons of design, and their tradition doesrstdiminate between the fine and the applied anslgd
began thinking about the parallels between theiglises six years ago, when she organized an eidnibat Harvard of Rei Kawakubo’s radically warped
and distressed work for Comme des Gargons. Kawalinddhe companion of her youth, Yohji Yamamotwaehaever collaborated professionally, but they
are the Eve and Adam from whose loins the contearpdashion avant-garde was born. Their first showBaris, like Gehry’s buildings, changed the
urban landscape—though in both cases you had itothe right neighborhood to see them.

Most of the architects in “Skin + Bones” emergedabbut the same time, the early nineteen-eightieperad of experiments with “deconstruction.”
Jacques Derrida coined the term in his writing ioguistics, and parallel essays in the show's ogt&d8—on architecture, by Hodge, and on fashion, by
Patricia Mears, of the Fashion Institute of Tecbggi—treat that pliable theory as the show's intlial bridge. As Mears notes, references to
“deconstructed” clothing appeared in fashion dstitin the early nineteen-nineties, to describe, and predominantly Belgian, wave of iconatias

in particular, Martin Margiela’s fusion of strucauand ornament, and his mythical vestiary of mugemniments. Like Kawakubo, and, indeed, most of the
participants in “Skin + Bones,” he dismantled, uned, fractured, or fragmented, then reconfiguned,only clothing or buildings but the traditioragic
behind them, which suddenly ceased to seem indeitab

For anyone who can't get to Los Angeles between and/ March, when the show closes, the cataloguén“S Bones: Parallel Practices in Fashion and
Architecture” (Thames & Hudson; $50) is worth ttwestment. Some graphic designers now call themseémformation architects,” though Tracey
Shiffman, who laid out the catalogue, isn’'t onglem. She deserves the title, however, if for nmlelse than for giving such innovative thoughthe
ergonomics of reading. The text is set in parait@limns separated by a channel, where the footaotgaptions are printed in contrasting ink. dreg
the eye tedious travel back and forth or up andrdimafetch its references from a well. And the kafae, like the show it documents, proposes a diefin

of shelter that includes a habitat for experimehere a family of ideas—unsimple and rivalrous, Eeamilies—can dwell.



