
evanesse. Liquid Facelift. JuvØderm. 
Sculptra. Contour Thread-Lift. These 
are just some of the latest cosmetic 
treatments, all of which sound so 
delectably, well, non-surgical. Most of 
us love the idea of �ne-tuning our faces 
(and other vexing areas), but get the yips 
at the thought of scalpels, anaesthetic 
and gauze bandages. Anticipating our  
aversion to the medical aspect of cosmetic 
alterations, surgeons are now pushing 

alternatives to the knife en masse, and naming 
these procedures in the manner of Ponce de LØon.  
	 Our conundrum is simple: We want to look better, 
but we have very little time and even less heart for any 
tenure in the O.R. On the other hand, our conundrum 
is complicated: Women � and the many men who are 
starting to contemplate makeup�s extreme (surgical) 
extension � are working more and working harder 
than ever before. As a result, we often look exhausted, 

drawing heat from both the snippy and the competitive: 
�You look tired. Is everything OK?� As we all know, 
moisturizers and concealers can do only so much; they 
are to cosmetic surgery what Spanx undergarments 
are to liposuction, what a bandana is to a wretched 
hair day. Intrigued by the idea of appearing less tired 
while working tirelessly, I met with three cosmetic 
plastic surgeons and a cosmetic dermatologist, all of 
whom offered me exciting and sometimes frightening 
alternatives to the skin�s normal reaction to life�s wear 
and tear.
	  Dr. Greg Ruff, a cosmetic plastic surgeon in Chapel 
Hill, North Carolina, and a former resident at Duke 
University and his associate, �international beauty 
expert� Wendy Lewis, recently visited Toronto to promote 
Ruff�s patented non-surgical Contour ThreadLift. I 
meet them at the Park Hyatt Toronto, where at this 
point in their exhaustive press junket � designed to 
inculcate the rather menacing idea that �we live in a 
society where looks count, whether we like it or not�  

� they are both nearly catatonic with exhaustion. 
Lewis, who, eerily, looks somewhere between 20 and 
50, gamely �elds questions about hot new injectables 
like Perlane and Sculptra, the stylish offspring of 
Restylane. Then she lets Ruff talk about his �barbed 
thread� invention.
	 The process, which Ruff teaches and uses in his 
clinic, involves, according to my shaky notes, threading 
a barbed polypropylene suture between two fatty points 
of the face (say, jowl to forehead), then pulling it tight 
to create a pathway, at which point a collagen sheath 
begins to form. The patient has to sleep on his or her 
back during the healing process and is instructed not 
to scream or be excessively expressive. A browlift costs 
approximately $2,000; a brow, mid-face and neck lift 
procedure runs around $5,000. Soon Ruff will be 
applying his technology to breasts.
	 I look at his before-and-after pictures and feel this 
procedure is both ingenious and ef�cacious. But permit 
me to express my quite possibly neurotic aversion to the 
idea of an interior collagen sheath, and some revulsion 
at the thought of one�s face being treated like an errant 
puppet. It�s all a little too graphic for me, but those 
who remember the Hollywood starlet �Scotch Tape� 
method of facelifting may be intrigued by this new 
subcutaneous version.
	 Next, I meet with Dr. Atul Kesarwani at his 
Cosmedical Rejuvenation Clinic, a spanking new 
location that offers a variety of services. The freshest 
is the Liquid Facelift, which sounds, fantastically, like 
a pool of water one dunks into, as if bobbing for youth. 
I watch an attractive older woman � let�s call her �Deb� 
� undergo the procedure, and I have to say: It isn�t very 
pretty. Usually a three-visit procedure, it begins with 
systematic, deep injections of Sculptra, which is getting 
a lot of press for its claims of building up tissue at the 
injection site. Like Revanesse, it allegedly causes the 
body to create burst of its own collagen. Deb, who is 
lying on a table, covered in numbing gel and clutching 
� white-knuckled � two rubber Restylane lips, looks 
terri�ed. As I have an unusually high pain threshold, 
part of me �nds her dramatic; another part takes pity, 
and I hold her hand as Kesarwani injects the deep lines 
around her mouth, nose and lips, and blots her blood 
with tissue. The procedure takes about 30 minutes and 
will cost Deb about $5,000 over three visits (the price 
�uctuates according to the aging of the patient�s skin 
and the amount of correction requested). I can see the 
difference immediately: 
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The lines on her face are softer and plumper, and 
her terror quite quickly remedied. Kesarwani, an 
exceedingly elegant and gentle man, shows off some 
of his own abstract paintings (he has interpreted 
abdominoplasty so far, and I can hardly wait to see 
what he does with breast augmentation), then displays 
some fairly dramatic before-and-afters. He offers to 
cure my rosacea � I decline, as I had no idea I was 
even af� icted. The next two doctors I visit tell me the 
same thing. Who knew I was walking around looking 
like W.C. Fields? A note to the wary: Never, ever ask 
a surgeon what he or she thinks is wrong with you. It 
is tantamount to asking a psychiatrist at a party about 
recurring dreams of your mother riding a broomstick.
 By the time I hit Avenue Road, Toronto�s plastic 
path, I�m seduced by two doctors, both of whom are so 
posh, one could never imagine bleeding, gauchely, in 
their presence. Dr. Lisa Kellett of DLK on Avenue is 
a 40-something woman who looks like Diana Krall�s 
grand-daughter. 
 She is currently using Revanesse in her non-surgical 
practice, and her clinic looks and feels like a girlie 
pyjama party (with the bizarre option of surgical needle 
fun). �You�re so cute� is the most used phrase among 
Kellett and her assistants, who deploy the term like 
super-nice cheerleaders at every opportunity, and who 
are also trained in the art of making an intimidating 
procedure feel like a chummy pedicure. DLK�s of� ce 
is sparkling clean and whimsical: Kellett sells � oppy 
sun hats that also function as maximum sun protection, 
along with lotions and potions in dropper bottles.
 I have a few shots of Botox and Revanesse while 
lounging on a duvetlike litter, listening to light jazz and 
having my hair pulled into a surgical scrunchie. Kellett�s 
philosophy is that her patients should look refreshed, 
not worked on, and I can attest to her craft. I need 
virtually no recovery time from the injections and have 

no bruising or pain, and the procedure (to treat lip and 
forehead lines) costs approximately $1,000, which, in 
girl math, is two pairs of shoes in exchange for a placid 
brow. (Again, prices are adjusted according to patient 
needs.) The look lasts up to a year, depending on how 
much or how ardently you use your mouth.
 �How we feel and look is often related to how we 
feel and act� � this (underlined) statement is part 
of a laudatory letter sent to a Restylane distributor 
regarding Dr. Trevor Born, one of Toronto�s leading 
cosmetic plastic surgeons. I am meeting with Born in 
my grail-quest to look less tired, and I know I�m in 
good hands. Born and his wife, Dr. Lisa E. Airan, have 
created the non-surgical lower eyelid lift, a procedure 
that has landed the glamorous couple in the pages of 
Vogue and Airan on Oprah Winfrey�s stage. I have 
read about the treatment in an article that the two 
wrote, which uses terms such as �rejuvenation of the 
periorbital area,� �maximum vasoconstriction� and 
�lower lid blepharoplasty.� Ignoring these anxious 
phrases, I meet with Born to parse the results of 
their procedure, which is non-surgical (as opposed 
to microfat grafting, which shifts stomach and � ank 
tissue to the area below the eye, functioning as a 
�twofer�: mini-lipo and an eye � x).
 Born explains that tired-looking eyes are often a 
genetic phenomenon or a result of normal aging. His 
non-surgical eyelift involves injections of Restylane 
into hollowed-out undereye areas, which may look good 
on the undead (zombies, vampires) but less so on the 
living. Born�s collection of before-and-afters is utterly 
compelling: Anyone who was born with or has acquired 
dark, puffy circles beneath the eyes will want to run 
to Born�s of� ce (or the nearest practitioner who has 
adopted the procedure) for a one-hour journey toward 
looking like the star of her choice, who always looks 
fresh, in spite of nocturnal leanings. 

 A week after meeting Born, I have the procedure. 
My eyes are not particularly gruesome, but I have 
the kind of dark circles that repel even the mightiest 
makeup, and I am oh so tired of looking so tired. The 
procedure isn�t painless, and because the needles� 
points of entry are very close to the eye, it�s not for 
the faint of heart. That said, Born is a talented enough 
doctor to make it all seem easy, and when I start to 
� ash on A Clockwork Orange, I reassure myself with 
the quilt of degrees on his wall.
 Afterwards, I resemble a punching bag for a week, 
but I slowly realize how subtly different I look. During 
a raging � u, for example, my co-workers refuse to 
believe that I�m sick. I consider drawing on some 
dark shadows but think better of it: I prefer looking 
alert in spite of myself and am told the effects will 
last anywhere between eight and 16 months. Another 
upside is, of course, my now-cobwebbed collection of 
eraser creams and potions. This procedure pushes one 
back to extreme youth, when a Maybelline compact was 
all the armour needed to face the day.
 In retrospect, I wish I had also tried Kesarwani�s 
various high-tech facials and threadlifted something, 
but in the end I feel it is important to sample, not 
gorge, on all the wonders on offer. And keep in 
mind, you must never go in on a whim or in a state of 
uninformed indecision.
 Needles may not be knives, but they do hurt. Then 
again, the way things are going in an industry devoted 
to making cosmetic alteration as simple as a makeover 
at the M.A.C. counter, by next year I imagine we will 
be treated with feathers. My horde of free samples may 
be slightly bizarre, but I assure you that I love my tiny 
freezable gel pack and Restylane lips � the very lips 
that Kesarwani�s patient must be clutching now as the 
compliments start getting under her skin. 

Lewis, who, eerily, looks somewhere 
between 20 and 50, gamely � elds 

questions about hot new injectables 
like Perlane and Sculptra, the 
stylish offspring of Restylane. 
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