ELECTRIC
LADYLAND

The buzz on wearable
tech is deafening, but
does any of it actually
work? The ELLE
staff tries on the latest
in smart fashion.
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as anyone within a five-foot radius can hear,
it’s also emitting the kind of ominous buzz—
caused, perhaps, by a dying battery or delicate
wiring—one associates with flickering street-
lights in horror-movie alleyways. Tonight, it’s
a sound that says, “Let’s get this party start-
ed!” At least, I hope it does, because I'm the
one wearing it.

Ever since Diane von Furstenberg popped
up on her spring 2013 runway clutching
Sergey Brin’s hand and sporting a limited-
edition pair of neon-orange Google Glass
cyborg specs, the fashion industry has been
bracing itself, with varying degrees of enthu-
siasm, for The Future. Some designers joined
forces with Silicon Valley mainstays like Fitbit
(chic-ified fitness trackers from Tory Burch
and Public School) and Apple (the latest to
jump on board the company’s superwatch
train: Hermes, with a $1,250 double-wrap-

ping strap made from the same leather as
*the house’s iconic bags). Other labels struck

.~ | out on their own. See Rebecca Minkoff’s

phone-charging Lightning Cable Brace-
let and Swarovski’s blinged-out activ-
ity tracker. Ralph Lauren equipped
its iconic Ricky bag with a phone
charger and LED lights—like
a refrigerator light, they switch
on when the bag is opened. And
for fall 2016, experimental Dutch
designer Iris van Herpen contin-
\ ued her ongoing partnership with
. architect Philip Beesley, creating
| celestial-looking dresses made
of intricate pieces generated via
3-D printer—one dress comprises
5,000 individually printed ele-
ments. Very Effie Trinket.
t/  Even as fashion pundits ques-
tion the success of the “wearables”
market—beyond fitness trackers
and smart watches, how much of this
stuff are people actually wearing?—the
ELLE office is bombarded daily with press
releases on the latest and greatest: Caf-
feine-dispensing  brace-
lets! Sleep-inducing head-
bands! Form-correcting
yoga tights! When we

It's 8 pM. at Pioneer
Works, a 25,000-square-
foot, hipper-than-thou
art space in Red Hook,
Brooklyn, and the eve-
ning’s show—a hard-to-
pin-down amalgam of light and
sound featuring a quadraphonic
cello and music amplifiers made
of wired abalone shells—is about
to begin. Indeed, some guests are
wondering if it already has begun,
for amid the uniformly dressed
crowd (understated denim, black-
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on-black), one dress stands out. Is ﬁ?s?;?eﬁ’eslimse- called the companies to
it an art piece? Part of the perfor- W?far safety-alert  test-drive items for this
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mance? The thing is lit up like a neon
Christmas tree, for starters, and,

story, we were quickly
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