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Joe Corré, son of two punk legends,
speaks out about the state

of the fashion industry and the ethos
behind his anti-brands.
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It’s the day of the Brexit referendum and in less than 24 hours, the U.K. 
will vote to leave the European Union, but Joe Corré has another bone 
to pick with London. Assuredly, he loves the city where he was born and 
raised by his parents, designer Vivienne Westwood and Malcolm McLaren, 
the former manager of the Sex Pistols. After all, the names of his clothing 
brands, A Child of the Jago and Jack Sheppard, pay tribute to London and 
its rich (albeit riotous) history. That said, Corré is still planning on burning 
his £5 million of 1970s and ‘80s punk memorabilia this November. 

It’s a bold promise that represents a retaliation against the city’s Punk 
London festivities, held this year to honor the 40th anniversary of the famed 
Sex Pistols release “Anarchy in the U.K.” and backed by, among others, the 
Mayor of London and the Heritage Lottery Fund. Corré finds the occasion 
to be arbitrary and the concept, to put it lightly, odd; this Sex Pistols track 
was worded to ignite social and political revolution against the very people 
and institutions supporting Punk London. As someone who rejected an 
honor from the Order of the British Empire almost a decade ago, Corré 
has been rebelling against the establishment for most of his 48 years, and in 
some ways, that includes the fashion industry.

When it comes to A Child of the Jago and Jack Sheppard, Corré makes 
a deliberate effort not to work like the industry does. He doesn’t do Fashion 
Week, he doesn’t do collections, and he doesn’t go on sale around the 
holidays. He sells “summer clothes when it’s hot and winter clothes when it’s 
cold,” he says. “If it’s a good jacket this season, it’s going to be a good jacket 
next season.”

For Corré, it’s not about rebelling for the sake of being a contrarian, but 
rather simplifying his involvement in an industry that’s been clouded by 
commercialism and discounts. “I mean, everything’s on bloody sale,” he says. 
“People have forgotten what quality is now, unless you’re paying silly money 
for it. You used to be able to buy quality things that weren’t such a fortune. 
It’s just that people knew how to make things well.”

In a sense, Corré has achieved what’s become comparatively obsolete in 
fashion: selling locally made, custom pieces at relatively affordable prices. “This 
sort of formula works because we’re able to cream off all the high-quality 
fabrics that are left on the shelves,” he explains. “All of those big companies 
don’t know what to do with their scraps, but we survive off of that.” 

Essentially, rather than shelling out £30 per meter, Corré can 
scoop up materials for £5 a meter and clear the leftovers. His clothes 
are more like limited-edition pieces; what he finds week to week can 
vary considerably, and that tends to attract a clientele that’s looking 
for something in particular—musicians, magicians, and stage actors are 
among his most loyal.

Both of Corré’s clothing brands are designed to be small-scale operations. 
A Child of the Jago, named after the once-controversial 1896 Arthur Morrison 
novel about the life of crime and corruption in London’s Jago slum, has one 
shop in the West End of London, another in the East End, and a space at 

the city’s Dover Street Market. Jack Sheppard is Corré’s wholesale brand 
that tips its hat to the early 18th-century thief of the same name, who in 
less than a year escaped from jail four times, tormenting and humiliating 
London authorities. Found in Comme Des Garçons shops in New York 
and Tokyo and the Dover Street Market in London, it’s manufactured in 
a semi-tailoring factory. In fact, everything for Jack and Jago is made in the 
U.K., with a couple of tailors and factories in London and Manchester, some 
British mills in Huddersfield (for the “best woolen cloth in the world,” Corré 
says), and knitwear companies in Scotland.

When he was a boy, Corré remembers tagging along on his mother’s 
shopping trips around the country. “Each town was a specialist in 
certain things,” he says. “With Northampton it was shoes, Luton was 
hats, Nottingham was lace, and Berwick was tweed.” Many of the small 
manufacturers have long since disappeared, their spaces converted into 
lofts, but Corré maintains relationships with those who’ve stuck around. 
The sentiment is partly nostalgic, supporting the community of artisans he’s 
known for decades, but it’s also practical.

“I think Vivienne’s got it down to a one-liner: ‘Buy less, choose well, 
make it last,’” Corré recites. “I love that sort of do-it-yourself stuff, too. 
That’s what was always so brilliant about punk rock—all you needed was 
a packet of safety pins.”

Many consider Westwood to have originated that punk look, and 
today its aesthetic influence is visible in Jago and Jack pieces. Corré and 
his mother are alike in their creative intentions, and their politics; like 
Westwood, a major activist, he dedicates himself to environmentalist 
movements—prominently anti-fracking—and social organizations like 
the youth filmmaking program Fully Focused Productions. Not caring 
about what’s hot when, whether something is in one season and out 
another—that’s the kind of attitude Westwood passed on to Corré. (She 
also gave him his paternal great-grandmother’s maiden name as a last 
name, after the namesake expressed disdain when McLaren started a 
family with Westwood.)

Truthfully, Corré attributes his entire involvement in the clothing 
industry to Westwood, born from when he, at 16, began helping with his 
family’s famed punk clothing shop, SEX (later renamed Seditionaries, and 
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then Worlds End), at 430 King’s Road. A few years earlier, his father left the 
family and store, “smashing everything up” on his way out, Corré says, to “go 
be a movie producer in Hollywood or whatever he thought he was doing,” 
and leaving the shop’s destruction and sizable debts to Westwood.

The next couple of years were spent paying off those debts, but eventually 
the brand began to thrive. The directional design was left to Westwood, 
and Corré translated her ideas to the commercial world, like a plain white 
T-shirt with a little Westwood logo embroidered on it. “Thousands of those 
things would sell like that,” he says with a snap of his fingers, “because it’s 
just a quick souvenir, what people wanted. Vivienne would never design 
something like that, but I needed those kinds of products to be able to kind 
of pay for all the avant-garde stuff that she was doing.”

By his late 20s it came time for Corré to peel off, as he began to feel his 
involvement was holding Westwood back. He opened Agent Provocateur in 
1994 (with his now ex-wife, Serena Rees), which would become a prosperous 
international lingerie brand. Perhaps more provocative than the clothes 
themselves was the way Corré directed the company’s presentation. He 
collaborated with artists, namely the prolific Damien Hirst, to create 
window displays that made a social or political statement, like protesting the 
U.K.’s military involvement in Iraq. Complaints about the store’s displays 
ferried the police to his shops so many times that today, Corré recalls it 
with a hearty laugh.

One particularly notable display showcased a sculpture of a severed cow’s 
head that looked so real that the police threatened to charge him under the 
Indecent Displays Act. When Corré called their bluff, they returned with a 
health inspector who served him with a notice indicating he hadn’t obtained 
the health and hygiene certificate required of city butchers. Their grins fell 
when Corré reached around the display and knocked his knuckles on the 
sculpture’s fiberglass.

“I’ve always kind of considered shops and brands as ways of 
communicating ideas over and above what you sell,” he says. “I come 
from that school of thought where—I guess from my father’s interest in 
situationism—you use your space as your artwork, your shop windows 
to communicate ideas. That’s what makes it interesting, that’s what 
makes it sexy or dangerous. You want to be turned on by something 
with a bit of risk.”

Corré is no longer part of Agent Provocateur. When he and Rees 
divorced, the company was sold to 3i, a private equity firm (for a reported 
£60 million). “I tried to work at least for another year with the people who 
had bought it,” he says, “but in the end it was like working for a bank.”

His next venture, Corré decided, would be small, and stay small. He 
began A Child of the Jago in 2008 and a few years later, Jack Sheppard was 
underway. With these two brands, he’s generally resisted the urge to stomp 
his feet into the puddles of political satire, though not without cooking up 
some quiet upheaval on the side. For a couple of years, Corré promoted Jago 
with an underground magazine—a mixture of clothing coverage, political 
pieces and other editorial—and he paid newspaper salesmen to discreetly 
slip copies into the morning paper. On any given day, picking up The 
London Evening Standard meant getting a secret issue of The Daily Terror.

“It was a way to expose what we were doing in terms of Jago, but at the 
same time talk about other issues and things we were interested in,” he says. 
“We were anarchic. I can admit to it now. There was no publisher for the 
magazine—we didn’t care about any libel issues.” The Daily Terror folded in 
2013, but Corré says he’s thought about resurrecting it.

Somewhat uncharacteristically, he joined the relatively new makeup 
company Illamasqua as its brand director, and effective last year, Corré 
bought enough of it to control its majority. “It’s the most interesting thing 
I’ve ever seen in makeup,” he says matter-of-factly, “and it’s the most exciting 
project I’m working on right now in terms of its potential to disrupt the 
Leviathan corporations that run the beauty industry.”

Illamasqua comes from a theatrical heritage, its formulations originating 
from those created for the stage. Chemists have refined what was more or 
less a grease-paint-like material—both impenetrable under hot house lights 

and vibrant enough to see clearly from the back of the audience—into 
products for everyday use, and they’re cruelty-free. Besides the company’s 
involvement with anti-bullying and eco-groups, Corré says, it’s publishing a 
guide to becoming an environmentally sustainable company.

Despite his continued and ever-growing involvement with different 
projects, the glaring headline tied to Corré’s name remains the punk 
memorabilia burning announcement, an event now officially listed on Punk 
London’s own website among its other planned festivities. “Joe Corré Burns 
His Punk Stuff” is stated to be held on November 26 in Camden, a borough 
about 5 miles north of where Corré intends for the burning to take place: 
in front of Buckingham Palace. He’s publicly invited Boris Johnson—the 
former Mayor of London, conservative Member of Parliament, current U.K. 
foreign secretary, and Brexit proponent—to light the torch.

Among the lot to be incinerated are clothing and accessories from SEX, 
many worn by or having belonged to people instrumental to the movement, 
Corré says, like Jordan (a.k.a. Pamela Rooke) and the members of the Sex 
Pistols. He also plans to throw in the Sex Pistols records and their original 
test pressings (including the first pressing of “Anarchy in the U.K.,” made of 
acetate instead of vinyl), posters, badges, the door handle from SEX, and 
film props from The Great Rock ‘n’ Roll Swindle. “I don’t know,” he shrugs, 
“I’ve got box-loads of shit.”

Having spoken privately with his mother about the burning, Corré says 
she’ll become involved “at a later stage,” and he’s in negotiations about a 
documentary that would cover it all. Some critics have stood by Corré, 
arguing it’s the ultimate punk act in an absurdly appropriated series of 
public events, while others have called the burning of his artifacts reckless, 
impulsive, and selfish.

This was expected, Corré says. There was a backlash against the punk 
movement back when he was a kid, when he and his parents “were public 
enemy number one, hounded by the media and the establishment,” he says. 
“For me, it’s very interesting now that people are becoming very vocal on 
one side or the other about this issue of value versus price, what value really 
means, and why all these artifacts have any value at all. What’s their true 
meaning, and why does that meaning have any value? That whole issue has 
been sort of lost and subsumed into what we see today, which is almost like 
the privatization of corporate punk rock.” 

He’s referring to several commercial and industry-related spots, including 
a McDonald’s ad featuring ransom note lettering copied from Never Mind 
the Bollocks, Here’s the Sex Pistols and Louis Vuitton’s homage to the 
Seditionaries storefront, not to mention, Corré adds, “all kinds of people 
who’ve got no authenticity or credibility with the movement at the time, who 
are now standing up and giving talks and exhibitions about things that are 
completely irrelevant.”

In that vein, A Child of the Jago and Jack Sheppard allow Corré to get 
back to something that feels more authentic and meaningful to him. “I guess 
what I’m trying to do with both of those things is establish an anti-brand,” 
he says. “In a way, I’m trying to support diversity, and not homogeneity or 
conformity.”

He used to mostly wear Westwood’s clothing, but today Corré can 
be found wearing Jago, pretty much all the time. It’s important to him; as 
someone who’s constantly refining his creations, he finds that being his own 
customer is the best method. “In the end, you’ve got to have great products,” 
he says. “If you don’t have great products, it’s all bullshit.”

 
Ashley Owens contributed reporting to this story.
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