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Code of Perioral Aesthetics", with degrees 
and angles and dotted lines and radials 
mathematically superimposed on to all those 
photos of my sheepish rictus. Right then. 
Here is what Dr Milos Tomic, Dr Violette 
Gribinski and Dr Serge Le Huu, my special 
"smile team", propose: 
1. Lipofilling of the left and right cheek 
triangle (and of the arch of my eyebrows) to 
eliminate the "black corridors" either side of 
my mouth when I smile, using autologous fat 
from my knees. 
2. Harmonisation/elimination of the 
accentuated naso-Iabial folds (ie, those Rift 
Valley-like "smile" lines from my nose to the 
sides of my mouth) with hyaluronic acid. 
3. "Evaluation and realisation ofa harmonius 
dental smile" to correct what Dr Tomic calls 
the "turtle" angle of my top teeth. 
4. Optimisation of the vermilion border (ie, 
my virtually non-existent "Hulsey Type I" 
upper lip) with a correct dental support 
(which I take to mean veneers) and a soft­
volume augmentation on the inside ofthe top 
lip with more hyaluronic acid. 

Hmm. Laclinic is famous for its conservative, 
less-is-more approach; I've seen the very 
natural results oftheir work and I know they 
wouldn't let me leave looking like a wind­
tunnel freak show. If I were ever going to get 
anything done, in other words, it would be 
with them, for sure. But autologous fat from 
my knees? Lipo? All that filler? Wouldn't a 
face transplant be less complicated? And 
there's another thing that keeps occurring 
to me: all that face shielding and mouth 
hiding and head tilting I do to avoid the 
full-frontal smile shot, what guarantee do I 
have it'll all disappear when everything is 
finished and "done"? Look at Martin Amis, 
who spent a colossal amount on having his 
teeth done, and he still puts his hand up 
to his mouth when he smiles. 

It's the inner "cellular" smile, in other 
words, that counts, the one that radiates like 
sunlight through the clouds and embraces 
everything as an extension of oneself and so 
on and so forth. The one that does not come 
naturally to me ofa "school" morning (or any 
morning, for that matter) but possibly, with 
practice, just might. Fake it to make it, and 
all that. So for the next week, that is what I 
do. Every morning, when I am in the shower, 
I try to block out all that inevitable "negative­
fantasising" and catastrophising one does at 
this most vulnerable time of the day, and if 
not to smile, exactly, then at least not 
to actively frown. In the Tube, instead of 
workingmyselfup into a fury at the pushiness 
and smelliness of the Great British Public, 
I channel my thoughts into something cute 
and maudlin and kid-related (my seven 
year-old's outstretched palm when he's in 
rationalisation mode, for example), or a 
funny moment (like Will Ferrell playing the 
cowbell for Blue Oyster Cult) and when I get 
banged in the back by yet another bloody 
backpack, try, if not to smile, then, as one 
clever person once put it, to let the middle bit 
sag so the corners cannot help but turn up. 

Does it make one feel either American or 
mad (or a little ofboth) , all this smiling? A bit. 
It wrong-foots the hell out of my family first 
hing in the morning, that's for sure, as it did 

the man I saw crossing the street earlier today 
wearing the same T-shirt as I was (well, sort 
of, anyway, in that it was green and had a star 
on it). Dr Roman is right - a smile, even just 
a tiny glimmer ofone, is a connection, a link, 
a signal; an outward manifestation of your 
openness to suggestion, ofyour security, as it 
were, in embracing the unknown. Embracing 
the unknown. That's always such a toughie. 
But then, given that the known isn't so 
wonderful at the moment, doesn't smiling in 
the face of it make perfect, perfect sense? • 
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