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THE LONG AND 
SHIRT OF IT
Start spreading the news: designer 
Betina Ocampo—the 24-year-old 
daughter of Celestina's Tina Maristela 
Ocampo—is conquering New York, 
landing her $300 t-shirts on the racks 
of Barney’s and the pages of Vogue
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THE DAY AFTER Betina Ocampo arrives from Paris, art is on the 
!oor—halfway out of boxes, bursting out of butcher paper, and 
propped up against the walls of her family’s new NoHo apart-
ment. A dark and stormily painted nude, one of those awaiting 
placement, leans against the kitchen island, behind which the 
24-year-old designer is uncorking a late-night bottle of white wine.

"e maker of luxury t-shirts has just moved in, along with 
her younger sister and her supermodel mom, Tina. Coming o# a 
transatlantic swing through Los Angeles, Manila, and the City of 
Lights to promote her spring collection, she apologizes for the state 
of her new digs. “It’s such a mess,” she says, before answering a call 
on her iPhone, charging on a thin strip of windowsill close to a 
wall socket. She turns her head sideways to cradle the plugged-in, 
horizontally reclined device, then teeters on bare feet, soles !ushed 
pink like an infant’s, inadvertently !ashing a peek of rounded cheek 
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“STYLE.COM’S MARINA 
LARROUDE WORE THE SHIRT 
TO A HUGE SHOW, AND MADE 
IT THE ARTICLE’S COVER 
PIECE. A TON OF EDITORS 
SAW IT AND TOLD ME!I 
TURN RED EVERY TIME.”

at luxury department stores like Barney’s in New 
York, Excelsior in Milan, and most recently, 
Moda Operandi, online retailer to the Vogue set.

It all started when one of Betina’s artisanally 
assembled tops found itself, as art seems to !nd 
itself in the Ocampo household, in a heap on 
the "oor. #e piece—a silken, celadon-colored 
crewneck—was creased and puckered in places, 
around the curlicues embroidered down its 
front. #e then-Parsons student cringed at its 

construction—and wanted it out of her sight.
“I actually hid it under my bed with no 

intentions of showing it whatsoever,” she says. 
While Betina was at school one day, her father 
and “business partner” Rico snatched it from 
its hiding place to show it to Marina Larroude, 
market editor of Style.com. Larroude had 
come to their old apartment in Manhattan to 
view some purses from mom Tina’s bag line, 
Celestina, and instantly loved the t-shirts. Betina 
recalls how the editor promptly wrote about her 
discovery at an opportunely high-tra$c time for 
the fashion-reporting website: New York Fashion 
Week. “She wore it to a huge show, and made it 
the cover piece on the article. A ton of editors 
saw it and later mentioned it to me, and I turn 
red every time.”

#e concept of handcrafted tees is a nod to 
her father, who dropped out of college at 17 to 
sell hand-painted t-shirts. He eventually came to 
helm a retail empire known, among other things, 
for Manila’s answer to Muji: the turn-of-the-
Y2K store called Anonymous. Mom Tina, on 
the other hand, had parlayed her supermodel 
stature into a role as the creative director of the 
company, passing on her innate eye for retail 
and detail to her daughters, Betina included. 
She ultimately linked Betina with the network 
of tribal craftsmen and even nuns, whom she 
had come across in her search for suppliers for 
Celestina, and have now become the skilled 
hands behind Betina.

And thus, Betina (Betina-NY.com), the line, 
was born, in much the same way as Betina, the 
person—from roots laid down by her parents. 
But as with every genetic fruit, some things are 
the product of independent assortment. Taking 
cues from art and travel, Betina conceives of 
and researches on the singular, if sometimes 
o&beat, sources of inspiration behind each of 
her collections. In the works for fall is a textured 
play on the white t-shirt, inspired by a favorite 
mural glimpsed on recent strolls along the Musee 
d’Orsay. Life-size, arresting, and not intuitively 
fashion-related, it is a picture of albinos, 
plainly clothed. �

GOING NATIVE 
Above: Every season, 
Ocampo experiments with 
 indigenous materials and 
intricate techniques.  Left: 
With her mother, Celestina 
designer and former model 
Tina Maristela-Ocampo, at 
their Manhattan apartment.

under scalloped beige shorts.
It is at that moment that you remember that 

the child-woman, Betina—with her deadpan 
speaking voice and fast-talking cadence; that 
instinctive, almost arty grasp of fashion, bundled 
with boyish una&ectedness—is a proper adult. 
Just a year shy of the quarter life, she has 
managed to stock her $300 shirts—sporty 
silhouettes like a round-neck tee or baggy 
sweatshirt, !nished with indigenous appliques—
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