








Andrea Luparelli of the
Rome tailoring house
Sartoria Ripense.

become accustomed to, as I generally like my belt line to hit me
mid-chest, so that if  were to wander onto a beach with just my
dress pants on, I would still be safe from violating Instagram’s
no nipple policy. As someone who doesn’t like excess, Luparelli
also specced-out my trousers without turn-ups — a first for
me in several decades. Like his coat, Luparelli’s pants fit close,
yet through some magic they are among the most comfortable I
own. In his suits you look lithe and rapier-like. Luparelli is also
in possession of some otherworldly metabolism. We celebrated
our disembarkation on the suit you see here by scooting down
the Appian Way in his vintage Porsche to indulge in a hunk of
delicious flame-charred beef at one of his favourite family—
owned eateries, which went down effortlessly and with no ill
effect on him but left me looking and feeling like a particularly
bloated warthog. But that is the magic of Rome, a city that sucks
you in and showers all its cultural and culinary riches upon you,
chief among them the sartorial gem that is Sartoria Ripense,

Antonio Panico
You may find it amusing that even after a decade producing this
weighty tome, I am still capable of being intimidated by a handful
of tailors. Two that scare the living bejesus out of me are Antonio
Panico and Antonio Liverano, two men who should he considered
cultural statesmen and living treasures of the craft of ¢
Panico is so supremely elegant, so blindingly h
transcendently stylish that you often fee
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wandered into the film that is his life, directed by Vittorio De Sica
or Luchino Visconti. Amusingly, during my first trip to Naples,
he was the one person with whom I wanted to make clothes.
However, on the day my photographer and [ visited Panico, my
translator had unfortunately departed early. And as I sat before
him, his dark inquisitive eyes quietly observing me, attempting
to make idle small talk, I grew so immeasurably intimidated that
I panicked and quickly left without commissioning a thing. Andit
t(?ok me almost a decade to summon the courage to visit Panico’s
picturesque atelier on Via Carducci.

The motivation was simple. In the sartorial arts, Panico %
commonly considered to be one of the Holy Trinity of living
legends, the others being Liverano and Edward Sexton. BY
10 years after first meeting him 1 felt that I had achieved 2 far
greater understanding about what made his clothes so specia-
InfiEEd, during this time 1’d become something of an expert &t
bgmg able to identify a Panico jacket from across the room™
Flrs? there were all the signature cues. There was the & ol
camicia or the shoulder with the briefest soupgon of rolfino, ©
endow a little attitude, complemented by the generous t(?uc
of chest drape that was neither excessive nor overly restrain®
but perfectly balanced. There was the length of his typi.c Y

eapolitan Jacket, which veered on the short side but w}thlal
haturally high waist and slightly flaved skirt that was perfect’
Proportional, And there was, of course, the de rigueur thred”
roll-two single-breasted button stance.



