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It’s 8 p.m. 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-
on-black), one dress stands out. Is 
it an art piece? Part of the perfor-
mance? The thing is lit up like a neon 
Christmas tree, for starters, and, 

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: Hermès, 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.

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 
called the companies to 
test-drive items for this 
story, we were quickly 
reminded that wearables 

The buzz on wearable 
tech is deafening, but 
does any of it actually 
work? The ELLE  
staff tries on the latest  
in smart fashion.  
By Keziah Weir
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How I’m Wired

Clockwise  
from left: The 
writer’s Chromat 
dress, as seen  
on a model;  
Iris Apfel’s Wise-
Wear safety-alert 
cuff; a 3-D– 
printed dress by 
Iris van Herpen C
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How I’m Wired

are still in their relative infancy, excitedly tout-
ed on crowdfunding platforms and at idea- 
fests such as SXSW and CES, but still several 
key steps away from being put into the hands 
of consumers (or editors, for that matter). That 
said, the best of the products we did take for a 
spin were impressive. Nonagenarian fashion 
icon Iris Apfel’s gold- and palladium-finished 
WiseWear cuffs—press a spot on the bracelet 
to send a distress message to your emergency  
contact—look like a costume-jewelry Fitbit  
alternative for the ladies-who-lunch crowd. 
The steel-gray cashmere-and-wool blend wrap 
coat that British brand Emel + Aris sent over 
can only be described as heavenly: It’s shot 
through with heating panels and equipped 
with a small battery pack—none of which is 
visible to the naked eye, so no one needs to 
know you’re walking around in a very chicly 
cut electric blanket. And while ELLE staff-
ers have yet to reap the “scientifically prov-
en” cellulite-reducing benefits of Beija-Flor’s  
Emana jeans, which are imbued with micro-
scopic crystals said to absorb heat and reflect 
back infrared rays to “promote biostimu-
lation” and improve skin elasticity, we can  
report that they fit like they’re painted on and 
leave one’s legs feeling eerily but pleasingly 
silky upon removal. 

And then there’s my light-up party dress 
from tech-fashion brand Chromat, maker of 
cage-style bralettes worn by the likes of Be-
yoncé’s dancers and Rihanna. For spring 2016, 
they teamed up with Intel on the Lumina col-
lection, which features responsive light strips 
that flash according to the wearer’s move-
ments—for instance, a sports bra that handily 
flashes when you bob up and down, presum-
ably at a Rihanna concert. My dress, as I ex-
plain repeatedly to curious bystanders at the 
Brooklyn art show—“So, what does it do?”—is 
a little more straightforward, in that you just 
flick a switch and it stays lit up. Which is great, 
except that with one strip glowing and the  
other flickering, I find myself in competition 
with the show’s wall-size video projections. 
“Is my dress…rude?” I ask one curmudgeonly 
gallery employee, who responds with an un-
amused look. Thereafter, I turn the dress off 
during performances.

Wandering the party between sets, my “en-
gagement,” to borrow that social media buzz-
word, is at an all-time high. “Ah, Chromat,” 
murmurs a bald gentleman in gold bell-bot-
toms, nodding his approval. “Nice strip,” an-
other man tells me while casually (and com-
pletely nonsexually) thumbing my glowing 
garment. The sentiment is mirrored moments 
later by a little girl in a tutu: “I like your dress!” 
she says, then leans forward conspiratorially 
to inquire, “Did you get it here?” 

RALPH  
LAUREN
POLOTECH SHIRT 
$295, RALPHLAUREN.COM

The Promise: A machine- 
washable, “second skin” 
T-shirt that tracks biomet-
rics—heart rate, breathing 
depth, balance—plus what 
the company calls your 
“push” score, i.e., how much 
effort you’re putting into 
each rep. The shirt only 
works on men—pec biomet-
rics being easier to measure 
without pesky breasts get-
ting in the way. Ralph, ELLE 
women want to know: When 
are you going coed?  
 
The Tech: Silver fibers woven 
throughout the shirt collect 
data; a small, detachable 
Bluetooth “black box” 
streams it directly to the 
PoloTech app, which is 
available for both iPhone 
and Apple Watch.  
 
The Experience: This is what 
you get when a fashion 
brand does wearables: The 
shirt accentuates the parts I 
want it to (arms, shoulders, 
chest) and not the ones I 
don’t (tummy). During a 
workout, it tracks my stats 
like any good heart rate 
monitor. The difference is 
in the app, which adapts its 
intense, 22-minute inter-
val cardio sessions as you 
go—if you’re overdoing it, 
it queues up a recovery ex-
ercise; if you’re not, it kicks 
your ass. While I was resting 
after a set, the app notified 
me that my heart rate had 
dipped below optimal fat 
burning (111 to 141 BPM). 
Whether I felt ready or not, I 
launched right into the next 
set. The result was a harder, 
sweatier, but—score!—quick-
er workout.—Seth Plattner

UNDER  
ARMOUR
SPEEDFORM  
GEMINI 2 SHOES ($150) 
UA HEALTHBOX ($400)
UNDERARMOUR.COM 
The Promise: A running 
coach—more like a team of 
them—at your disposal: The 
HealthBox includes a chest-
strap heart rate monitor, a 
Fitbit-like band, and a scale 
that calculates body fat per-
centage. The shoes, sold sep-
arately, track distance, time, 
and cadence sans smart-
phone—so you don’t have to 
wrangle yours mid-run.  
 
The Tech: A built-in, dime-
size chip in the sole of the 
shoes stores data auto-
matically as soon as you’re 
moving at least 11 minutes 
per mile, then uploads it via 
Bluetooth to the company’s 
two apps: MapMyRun syncs 
with the shoes themselves; 
UA Record analyzes your 
performance alongside  
wellness data from the rest  
of the equipment. 
 
The Experience: I’m an  
indecisive runner, in that  
I routinely change routes— 
an extra left turn here,  
another block there—so I 
was excited to be able to 
track those distances. Yet 
even with “quick start” videos 
and e-mail tutorials, it took 
four runs to successfully sync 
shoes to phone. The learning 
curve paid off: Soon I was 
tracking my usual four to six 
miles, no problem. As for the 
rest of the suite of gadgetry, 
for me, three machines and 
two apps are a mouthful to 
explain, and a headache to 
juggle. Can we consolidate, 
Under Armour gods? 
—Brianna Kovan

ATHOS 
WORKOUT CAPRIS 
AND ATHOS CORE 
$348, LIVEATHOS.COM

The Promise: Track muscle 
activity to target specific  
areas and get real-time 
feedback. The company 
claims the pants not only 
alert you to your ideal 
workout capacity, but also 
tell you when you’re merely 
toning versus actively build-
ing muscle.  
 
The Tech: What look like 
nondescript black capris are 
lined with 10 sEMG sensors 
(which track the electric 
signals emitted by active 
muscle fibers), four heart 
rate sensors, and a small, 
blinking Athos Core unit on 
one thigh that transmits data 
to the proprietary app. 
 
The Experience: Just getting 
them on is something of a 
workout. Though the pants 
are made of a nylon/span-
dex blend, their plastic- 
coated sensors do not 
stretch. Once I do shimmy 
into them, the effect is like 
Spanx, but with the seat cut 
out—my bum, usually a non-
entity on my frame, is now 
proudly at attention. This 
prompts both a few fascinat-
ed spins in the locker room 
mirror and a new self-con- 
sciousness during my workout  
(not to mention some jiggling).  
The app required a lot of 
starting and stopping to set 
timers and switch screens, 
but the pants did their trick; 
when the app alerted me 
that I was favoring my right 
leg, I switched it up. Bottom 
line: It’s a lot harder to cheat 
on a squat when the muscles 
you’re using (or not using) 
light up on a screen. 
—Cotton Codinha 

BIG IDEAS, IRL 
ELLE editors put workout-boosting breakthroughs to the test
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