Could you go mirrorless?

At the risk of unknowingly
having spinach stuck

in her teeth, writer Lynn
Ermann dared to go
reflectionless for seven
days and nights.

Could you? Would you?

OR MORE THAN HALF
my life, I have carried on a
close, if tempestuous, rela-
tionship with my reflection.
She has told me to fix my
hair as we window-shopped, to wipe
lipstick off my teeth as we dined, to
choose beige over burgundy as we end-
lessly mixed and matched. Once, on a
camping trip in the middle of the
Adirondack Mountains, she appeared
in a warped canteen just to inform me
of a burgeoning blemish on my chin.
Who else is this actentive to my
appearance? Certainly not the sort of
guy I date, who tells me I look “fine”
and “good,” who doesn't norice the lit-
tle things, like the way one thigh
bulges out a tad more than the other.

Unfortunately, my intimacy with
that woman in the looking glass also
goes by another, not-so-pretty name:
vanity. And I'm notatall proud of it, or
of the insecurity that underlies it. I dont even think this constant
checking makes me feel better about my appearance; I think it
makes me feel worse. The more I look, the more distorted my sense
of what I see becomes, until I am just parts: a pimple, a thigh, a bro-
ken blood vessel, a mass of frizzy hair.

My self-prescribed cure? I won't look at my reflection for seven
days, during which rime I must participate in all my usual activi-
ties—and more. The week will culminate with the ultimate test of
willpower: a blind date. (Who will suffer more, me or him?)

The Saturday night before my no-mirror experiment begins, I
reflection-proof my home with the meticulous assistance of friends,
covering every remotely shiny surface with colored tissue paper, cock-
tail napkins and packing tape. Struggling to fall asleep that night, 1
wonder, How desperate will I become this week? (At least I won't
have to see my under-eye bags.) Will any poppy seeds stuck in my
teeth on day one still be there on day seven? Will I have to wear knee
pads to my flamenco class? Will I show up in the middle of the night
at my friend Melissa’s door in tears, begging to know if 1 still exise?

Stumbling into the bathroom on Sunday morn-
ing, I'm startled at first to find three yellow cockeail
napkins where my face should be. I pass another,
larger yellow square on the way out to feed the cat,
then one aquamarine square and a long fuchsia rectangle, color blocks
that together give my apartment a cheery downtown-gallery vibe.

In the shower, I have a revelation: When it comes to my appear-
ance, ignorance actually could be bliss! Standing under the running
water, [ suddenly realize [ haven’t felt chis free since I was a kid liv-
ing with my no-fuss single facher, who didn’t even own a full-length
mirror. His guy philosophy: Get dressed once. Don't look back.

I do get dressed once—jeans and a sweater, easy—and stay that
way. I'm actually relieved that I can’t do my usual procedure of
arranging two mirrors so that | have fronc and back views.

My appearance obsession is cured—sort of. :

As ’'m about to leave my apartment, I think, What if  have a zic?
It’s the firse fear to insinuace itself into my new Eden. The second:
What if I look pale and pasty? And finally: Whacif I run into my ex-

Where am I? No
mirror, no me
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my makeup and smeared the rest when | wiped my

face with a napkin | grabbed from a frust stand—bur who knows? I have to admit that I'm pretty happy to see myself. Plus, |
My dare, Liam, is blond and cute, and mildly amused by my rather  missed trying on clothing and makeup (and I've gotten a lictle sick

of shoes). | just don't want to ket myself become as obsessive as |
was before this experiment. It's one thing to be sure my makeup
and clothing look basically presentable before | leave the house,
but it's quite another 1o keep on checking ad infinitum. | realize
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| take down half the mirrors in the house, then set new ground
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