Can you have a meeting of

Yes

y says Lynn Darling.

Some love affairs begin in a coup de foudre, a blaze of
passion that consumes before it releases. Others steal
upon you like a guerrilla in camouflage—you’re in the
middle of it before you even knew you had begun.
That’s how it was with Ann.

At first it was a rebound kind of thing. Yohji Yamamoto
had been my first love. His clothes exploded my ideas of
what was possible, of what clothes were for. His pieces
spoke a language | thought was limited to the conversa-
tions | had with myself. They were clothes that were
about disguise, not costume, clothes whose generous
cut and fine, dark fabrics created mystery and mockery.
They allowed me to reinvent myself endlessly, internally,
while the surface remained unroiled, serene. My favorites
were a long black jacket and a pair of baggy pants with
the suspender buttons placed on the outside of the
waistband. In them | felt protected by a beautiful armor in
which there was plenty of room to pursue a persona.

But things changed. Or | did. My sense of who | was and
what | wanted began to cohere finally, unexpectedly. |
wasn't so much in need of armor as | was of implementa-
tion, a force field for the things | had learned about myself.

Like many a great love, | found Ann when | wasn’t
looking. That is, | was just looking. It wasn't one of
those shopping expeditions that fall into the crusade
category, when a vision has lodged itself in your brain, a
key to your very soul. No, it was a far darker ordeal. |
had been invited to a black-tie dinner dance.
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her philosophy.

By the time of my epiphany, | had tried on any num-
ber of horrors—meringue concoctions, bandage dress-
es, non-dresses that were meant to fade into the back-
ground and did so all too well. The images the mirror
gave back to me were of someone else, someone |
didn’'t know at all. Sometimes the mirror showed me a
woman who looked like sex was something she gave up
to improve her golf swing, other times a girl whose 1Q
was clearly in need of a little padding.

| gave up on the dress. And, with the arithmetical log-
ic that has placed me light years ahead of the more
simple economic minds of my time, | figured | now had
a bundle of money to spend on something | really want-
ed. | went to Charivari, a New York store that had long
been the lodestar to my fashion destiny, in which lurked
perfect clothes and infallible seers in the guise of store
clerks. | confided my plight in Roberto, my lighthouse in
the fog of fashion. “So I've given up on the dress,” |
concluded. “Any new jackets?”

But Roberto, given a challenge, was not to be deterred.
He came over with something long and black, and | tried
it on. | looked at myself in the mirror. The cut was lean, »
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