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 1. 
Never wear shoes 
you can’t walk a 
mile in.

 2. 
Hoodies go with 
everything. 

3. 
You need the right 
microfiber for 
athletic activities. 

4. 
A simple necklace  
is fine if you’re  
going out. 

 5.
Believe in cotton 
T-shirts.

6. 
A messenger 
bag is crucial for 
organizing and 
carrying your stuff. 

7. 
Manicures chip 
and require 
maintenance.

8. 
People actually 
wear thongs every 
day? Seriously?

9. 
Fear patterns. 

 10. 
Jeans are essential.

Annemarie Conte still wears T-shirts from college. Kelley Culp lives in heels.                            If you’re at all familiar with situational comedy, you can guess what’s next.
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Annemarie

 1. 
Heels make your 
legs look better.

 2. 
Just say no to 
hoodies (unless 
you’re sick or 
hungover). 

3. 
Exercising isn’t 
really necessary.

4. 
Always wear a  
ring. Oh, and  
a necklace and 
dangly bracelets.

 5. 
Use a fake  
tanner on your  
arms and legs.

6. 
Change your bag 
to coordinate with 
your outfit.

7. 
Keep fingernails 
and toenails 
painted—usually  
a dark color. 

8. 
Wear a thong  
every day. 

9. 
Believe in  
fashion tape. 

 10. 
Jeans are evil. 

At least twice a week, as Annemarie passes Kelley’s desk in the fashion department,  
Kelley looks at Annemarie’s standard jeans-and-Chucks uniform and says, “One  
of these days, I’m going to get you into a pair of heels.” Annemarie normally grunts 
a reply, but recently, she decided to take Kelley up on the offer—with a twist. “How 
about you and I switch clothes for a week?” Annemarie asked. “We can literally 
walk in each other’s shoes. Har.” To which Kelley responded, “How hard could it  
be to wear jeans and T-shirts?” Let the games begin. 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY BEN GRIEME

Annemarie Conte still wears T-shirts from college. Kelley Culp lives in heels.                            If you’re at all familiar with situational comedy, you can guess what’s next.

jane
senior editor
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 Day 1
Bosses-and-boyfriends test 
ANNEMARIE (wearing a flowy dress, 3-inch gold 
peep-toe heels and designer jewelry with a huge 
buttery leather purse): These clothes are so anti my 
easygoing style. I’ve never been high-maintenance, 
but suddenly I feel helpless and girly teetering 
in these heels. On the other hand, now that I’ve 
committed to this experiment, I’m curious to get 
feedback from my boss—is it true that I’ll gain 
something from “dressing for success” or whatever? 
Do heels even equal success? When I step into 
Brandon’s office, she turns white. “Whoa, you look 
great. It’s just … not you,” she stammers. “You’re 
giving off a different vibe. I don’t trust you.” Oh. 
Not exactly what you want to hear from the person 
responsible for your paycheck.

KELLEY (in a cargo skirt and plaid shirt with a 
messenger bag): Since my carefree, Annemarie-style 
outfit is a no-brainer and I’m forbidden to wear 
any makeup, I spend the morning enjoying coffee, 
Cheerios and The New York Times. Nice—I knew 
this would be a breeze. But when I roll into work, an 
editor asks me if this is my “period outfit.” Maybe this 
is going to be harder than I thought.

ANNEMARIE: After work, I attend an industry-
networking event, and a colleague I had lunch with 
merely two weeks ago doesn’t recognize me. When  
I get home, my boyfriend, Andy, looks at me and says, 
“That dress makes you look like you’re hiding a baby 
bump.” He pauses and shows a flash of fear. “You’re 
not hiding a baby bump, are you?”

KELLEY: I leave the office and head to a club to see 
the band the National and meet up with Thomas, 
a guy I’ve been dating. For me, fashion is about 
impressing girls, not guys, so even though I’m 
dressed way down, I’m not too worried. But as I 
approach him, stripped of my heels and accessories, 
I suddenly feel like a fourth-grader, so I break down 
and explain the situation. “You look more casual than 
usual, but you’re still really cute. I love the Converse,” 
he says. (Good boy.) When I look around the club,  
I notice my sneaks fit right in amid the other music-
geek garb. Guess these are my people now.

 Day 2
WHO AM I?
ANNEMARIE (in a short dress and heels): Strangely, 
I get a blow-out on my lunch break. I think these 
clothes are starting to make me feel like I have to look 
more polished in general. Afterward I only have time 
to grab some fries, but I love seeing my hair at its full 
shampoo-commercial potential—it almost makes up 
for the fact that when I later sit down on a subway 
train, my butt touches the filthy plastic seat, due to 
the short dress and thong I’m wearing. Nasty. 

KELLEY (in jeans, a T-shirt and Chucks with the damn 
messenger bag): I feel like there’s nothing fun about 
getting dressed in the morning now. I mean, clothes 
don’t define my personality, but putting together 
outfits is my personal form of creative expression. 
Perhaps I should take up performance art?

 Day 3
THE PAIN SINKS IN 
KELLEY (in jeans, a striped polo and Chucks with the 
heinous messenger bag): At an appointment, a BCBG 
publicist asks, “Did you ride your bike here?” But 
the absolute worst is when I head to a DKNY event 
and run into seemingly every fashion editor in town, 
including some of the most judgmental gays in New 
York. Not only does an exec gawk at my bulky canvas 
bag as though it were an aborted fetus on a string, I 
have to stand with my head held high next to a gaggle 
of Vogue editors who’re wearing next season’s ruffled 
dresses and wooden heels. My confidence drops, 
which makes me disappointed in myself. Maybe I have 
allowed myself to be defined by my wardrobe a little.

ANNEMARIE (in a dress, jewels aplenty and, erm, flip-
flops): I have a confession: I’ve been cheating. I lasted 
only two hours in the gold peep-toe heels from day 1 
before I broke down and bought commuter flip-flops. 
Maybe Kelley can walk miles in heels, but I have limits. 

KELLEY: I have a high threshold for pain.

On her ass
Thong

“Panty lines 
shouldn’t ruin a 

good dress.”

On her arm
Designer bag
“You want the  

It bag before 
everybody  
else has it.”

On her feet
Platform pumps

“I’m 5’3”.  
Nuff said.”

Fashion icon
Ashley Olsen

“She’s experimental, 
which I like.”

Round her neck
Chanel 

“Jewelry should 
make a statement.”“Why is it 

considered 
antifeminist 
and/or 
pretentious 
that I like to 
wear dresses 
and fancy 
accessories? 
My style is 
personally 
empowering,  
so critics  
can bite me.” 
                            —Kelley

Kelley  
on the 

fashionista
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 Day 4
sexy time and catcalls 
KELLEY (in a cargo skirt, a tank top and Chucks, 
carrying enemy No. 1: the messenger bag): The fabric 
from the granny panties I’m wearing feels unhealthy. 

ANNEMARIE (in a short denim skirt, a patterned 
top, bejeweled flats and lots of accessories): Walking 
down a street, I get catcalled by sleazeballs. “Thanks 
a lot, miniskirt,” I mutter as I brush away the hair that 
keeps getting stuck in my damn lip gloss. 

 Day 5
yikes—diane von furstenberg in the flesh 
KELLEY (in jeans, a polo and Chucks with the godfor- 
saken messenger bag): At the Diane von Furstenberg 
store opening, I miss my heels. Sneakers at a concert 
is one thing, but in the fashion industry, you’re around 
models and exaggerated images of perfection, so I 
don’t feel comfortable or professional without the 
added inches. As I’m sitting on a velvet bench with 
a huge oil painting of Diane peering down at me, the 

woman herself descends the stairs. Fuck. When I 
stand up to get out of her way, she actually bumps 
into—yep—my ugly eyesore of a bag. I duck my head 
and pound my mojito. My feet never hurt as much in 
heels as my ego does right now.

ANNEMARIE (in a halter dress and metal cuff ):  
Even though I’m wearing—Lord help me—a strapless 
bra, I almost feel comfortable on my way to see 
Animal Collective play. That is, until my friend Amy 
greets me with “Why do you look like a girl today?” 
She’s not being mean—it’s just that most of my 
friends are casual dressers, too. Who needs a frilly 
dress when you hang out in dive bars?

 Day 6
“i pity the fool” 
ANNEMARIE (in a dress, a 40-pound necklace and 
heels): It’s 90 degrees out, and I’m wearing a Mr. T 
necklace. Still, I’m starting to enjoy feeling put-
together. Like, if I got a last-minute invitation to  
lunch with Queen Elizabeth, I’d be prepared. 

KELLEY (in a cargo skirt, a T-shirt and Chucks with 
the baby-killing messenger bag): It’s a girls’ night out, 
and the lack of commentary from my friends worries 
me. Finally, I ask, “No one notices anything different?” 
Silence. (Bitches! All of them.) When I tell them what’s 
up, my flawlessly turned-out friend Mel looks relieved 
and says, “I just assumed the next trend was no-
makeup-casual.” Guess I don’t need to wear heels for 
people to take me seriously after all. 

ANNEMARIE: At a work party, my coworkers ooh  
and aah over my new look, congratulating me on 
pulling it off. Then Steph points at my feet. “Kelley 
wouldn’t wear a Band-Aid, though,” she says. To 
my horror, the bandage I’d stealthily applied earlier 
is dangling out the side of my shoe. But my shame 
quickly turns to irritation. I enjoy the extra attention, 
but I want people to notice my personality, not the 
stuff I have on—which I guess is how I ended up a 
jeans-and-T-shirt kind of girl in the first place. 

 Day 7
screw the glittery shoes 
KELLEY (in jeans, a tank top and Chucks with the 
ugly motherfucking messenger bag): During my usual 
weekend shopping expedition, I get nada service. On 
the way home, I catch my reflection in a window and 
realize that I look like a tourist. This is the last straw. 
Why is it considered antifeminist and/or pretentious 
that I like to wear dresses and fancy accessories? My 
style is personally empowering, so critics can bite me. 
At home, I change into a dress to do my laundry.

ANNEMARIE (in a denim skirt, a flowy shirt, more 
loud effing jewelry and bejeweled flats): When I show 
up at a family barbecue in the afternoon wearing a 
froufy top, my mom cries, “What are you wearing? 
Don’t worry, I have something you can get dirty in 
if you need to.” I look down at my outfit, kick off the 
fancy flats and start to remove the neck brace. Now  
I feel comfortable again—like me. 

Fashion icon
Sarah Silverman

“She’s the ultimate  
no-nonsense  
chick. Her clothes  
reflect her  
personality.”

On her ass
Granny panties

“Who wants  
a string up  
their butt?”

On her arm
Messenger bag

“One functional bag 
means your wallet/
cell/tampons are all 
in one place.”

On her feet
Chuck T’s

“They’re classic, 
and they match 
everything.”

Round her neck
Simple chain

“Earrings turn my 
ears red.”

Annemarie  
on the  
jeans-and- 
T-shirt girl

“I lasted  
only two 
hours in the 
gold peep-
toe heels 
before  
I broke 
down and 
bought 
commuter 
flip-flops.  
I have limits.”
� —Annemarie


