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Praise for WHAT WENDELL WANTS


“A winsome frolic … Lee has a winning way of confessing her absurdities, and, like many dog stories, her tongue-in-cheek account reveals much about herself as well as her wheaten terrier…. Obsessive or not, what is there not to like about that?”

—Chicago Tribune




“Indulgent pet owners will recognize themselves in Lee’s funny tale of how her dog calls the shots.”

—Good Housekeeping online




“What Wendell Wants will leave you laughing…. Dog people will recognize themselves in some of the ridiculous situations, such as planning holidays around the dog, discovering that the dog’s haircut costs more than yours, and, if invited to a swanky affair, assuming the invitation includes the dog. Three paws up.”

—Cleveland Plain Dealer




“Laugh-out-loud funny.”

—Windsor Star




“[Lee] may be crazy like a fox (terrier), but she writes like a pro. The odd, original, and totally unbelievable lengths she goes to are laugh-out-loud funny.”

—Dog Fancy




“Hilarious … a perfect gift for the dog-crazy person in everyone’s life.”

—Edmonton Sun




“You don’t have to own a dog to appreciate this look into the life of an openly obsessive dog owner [Kept] me laughing out loud in public places while reading this book.”

—Nightsandweekends.com




“Nearly every dog owner will be able to relate to some part of Lee’s comic exploration of her obsession with Wendell.”

—Publishers Weekly



Praise for I DO. I DID. NOW WHAT?!


“I loved Jenny’s book. I related, I screamed, I smiled. It’s terrifically funny, horribly true, and wonderfully tender at the same time.”

—Laurie Notaro, best-selling author of The Idiot Girls’ Action-Adventure Club




“Were Candace Bushnell to chronicle her first year of marriage, it might look something like [this] frank, witty account of coming to terms with what matrimony really means.”

—Publishers Weekly




“Sharp observation and hilarious commentary … that should be passed out at pre-marriage counseling sessions as antidote to the poisonous advice of Dr. Laura.”

—Nashville City Paper




“With candor and wit, Lee shares her experiences of marrying Mr. Right and finding out—well, what it’s really like to have a husband.”

—St. Petersburg Times




“The perfect shower gift … self-help without the attitude … Plus, it’s funny.”

—Milwaukee Journal Sentinel




“A clever—and very funny—look at the psychic turmoil of petty annoyances of post-nuptial life.”

—Tucson Citizen







Also by Jenny Lee
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In loving memory of my big sister,
Helen Yoon Lee (1965–1993).
Thanks for sharing your how-to-be-a-goddess wisdom with me
(love and laughter: do them both every damn day)
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Introduction

When I was in my twenties, of course, I longed to be in my thirties. I had read that all the angst I was feeling—What the hell am I doing with my life? Do I have the right job? Do I have the right man? Do I have the right hair?—would just melt away somehow as real life truly began. So when I finally hit thirty, I wasn’t filled with dread and despair over my lost youth; on the contrary, I had a brazen bring-it-on attitude—bring on the respect of being thirty; bring on the perks of maturity; bring on the glam life, the successful career, the new marriage, the you-go-girl allure of a woman who, according to every magazine and HBO original programming, was just about to hit her sexual peak!

Yeah, right.

Obviously, I was too young then to know that I shouldn’t have believed everything I read in the very same glossy rags whose headlines also happened to promise “Ten Days to Skinnier Thighs!” … So there I was—a newly minted thirty-year-old (with the same fat thighs), and not only was I still subject to every damn bit of that old twenty-something angst, but now there was a whole new dimension to it:

I think I have the right job, but if I don’t—it’s too late to do anything about it! I damn well better have the right man, because we’re married, so now I’m stuck with him…. The hell with having the RIGHT hair, what do I do about the seven GRAY hairs I just found?!!!

And, as if to add insult to injury, I found myself with a whole new slew of anxieties: some of them superficial beauty issues (Should I start using eye cream? Where exactly does eye cream go? All around the eye, or just at the corner of the eye? And what if I get the eye cream IN my eye?); some just about age (I wonder if I’m too old to pull off this babydoll T-shirt? Maybe I’ll just try it on. Are you kidding me, who can wear these stupid babydoll T-shirts; who are they sized for? Excuse me, miss—yeah, you with the exposed thong—do you work here? Well, do you have any larger sizes of this shirt? Because the medium I picked up wouldn’t fit a Cabbage Patch doll. What’s a Cabbage Patch doll? What do you MEAN what’s a Cabbage Patch doll? When were you born? How old am I?? How old do you THINK I am? Wait, no—don’t answer that. I’m thirtyish. NO, I didn’t say thirty-SIX! I SAID THIRTYISH, MEANING I HAVE THE “ESSENCE” OF A WOMAN IN HER THIRTIES. WHAT DOES THAT MEAN? IT MEANS I’M OLD ENOUGH TO KNOW BETTER THAN TO WEAR A TINY LITTLE T-SHIRT THAT SAYS “ROCK STAR” ON IT. SO WHY DID I EVEN TRY THE DAMN THING ON??? …You know, that’s a very good question.); and there were even a few inklings of anxiety about headier things than shopping or catching up on the latest issue of Us Weekly—things like:

Am I satisfied with my accomplishments? What does it say about me that I actually believe that TiVo has changed my life? Am I still a feminist if I secretly bought a little T-shirt that says “Rock Star” on it and then proceeded to hide it in my bottom drawer? Will I be a good mother? Will I be one of those lame mothers who desperately tries to be her daughter’s best friend only to have the whole thing backfire like it happened to Holly Hunter in the movie Thirteen? Man, how great does Holly Hunter look now? She looks pretty hot for a woman in her forties—Michelle Pfeiffer, too … Hmmm, you know, I heard that your forties are pretty great …

So basically what I’ve come to realize is that being a woman in the throes of her thirties is much more difficult than being a twenty-something, mainly because when you’re in your twenties you have youth (and, perhaps more importantly, cluelessness) on your side. So you still have to accept two hundred dollars a month from your mom for rent even though you are twenty-seven? Oh, that’s okay; you’re young; don’t worry about it. Besides, everyone knows how expensive it is to live in the city.

But when you’re thirty-three and still living paycheck to paycheck, and then you actually sit down to figure out your financial situation only to realize that, thanks to multiple credit cards and high interest rates, you’re basically still paying off purchases you made in your twenties, your funny little motto of “Bills Suck” is no longer quite so amusing—particularly when it’s those sucky little bills that are keeping you from buying an apartment or a house the way your more responsible thirty-something peers are doing. (Though it’s hardly as if I have any open time slots in my general anxiety schedule anyway in order to stress over homeowner stuff like drapes, kitchen appliances, or trying to find all those decorative doodads that you always see in people’s foyer bathrooms….)

Now by no means am I saying that everything about your thirties is bad. There are plenty—PLENTY—of things that are great about your thirties. Let’s see: the fact that you now actually know what’s on TV on a Friday night (oh, but perhaps that’s one of those things you really shouldn’t fess up to); that you no longer feel pressure to lie about the fact that you sometimes listen to Lite FM (apparently it’s to be expected at this age); and perhaps the best thing about being a woman in your thirties is that when you walk around the beach and look at those skinny little teenage girls sucking down chili dogs, French fries, and ice cream like it’s some kind of vacuum-cleaner convention, you get to savor the smug satisfaction of knowing they’re going to pay for it later … just like the rest of us.

Just kidding (sorta). No, the best part about being a thirty-something woman is the confidence you have gained by surviving all of those years of trying to figure out who you wanted to be (Madonna; whoever was sleeping with Brad Pitt; a princess in her twenties), so that, in the fullness of time, you could come into your own, to see who you really are (someone very articulate on the virtues of, say, the E-ZPass or TiVo …).

The tricky part (and there’s always a tricky part) is learning how to deal with all the flux that comes with your thirties—how you’re pulled in ten different directions at once (who knew grown-ups had so many responsibilities?); how you never have time for yourself (I can finally afford pedicures now, but who’s got the time?); and how you can no longer eat an entire bag of Doritos without having to pay for it later (though sometimes you just have to eat them).

This is where I’d use that analogy about cream rising to the top, except I can’t really remember the quote (okay, full disclosure: You’re a little flakier in the memory department, too, once you hit your third decade), but the gist of it is that you gotta make sure that you don’t get lost in all the chaos of your thirties, because even though you’re not young enough to pull off that micromini (were we ever, really?), it doesn’t mean you aren’t still young enough to go after everything you want to. So let’s forget the whole cream analogy (it’s really fattening, for one thing) and embrace a whole new attitude of “Old Enough to Know Better, But Ask Me if I Care”…

But before you can get all sassy in your thirties, you first have to get to a point where you accept the fact that you’ve joined the ranks of adulthood by getting comfortable with the woman you’ve become.

Easier. Said. Than. Done.

Story. Of. My. Life.

Just like in those damn magazines that I’m so addicted to, everything is easier said than done. Want to look sexy? It’s so easy; use more kohl around the eyes. Want to firm up those flabby thighs? Here are five easy-as-pie exercises you can do while sitting at your desk at work (never mind the two pieces of pie you ate for breakfast). Want to keep your man satisfied in bed? Here are fifteen easy things you can do if you’ve got the stamina of an Olympian and the flexibility of a ballerina.

Easy? Ha! Lies. Nothing is easy when you are a woman in your thirties, and the sooner we all accept this as gospel, the better off we’ll all be. But don’t think it’s time to throw a big poor-me pity party, no, that’s not necessary (those should be reserved for big pimples and bad-hair days), but you might want to buckle up because the road to reality is a little bumpy.

First, you must have a genuine meltdown, thirty-something style, which is the moment when you first realize that your twenties are gone and no cream (no matter how expensive or how much you use) is going to bring them back. Next, you have to give yourself a long hard look in the mirror (feel free to skip this stage, I did). Now it’s time for the meat and potatoes (well, if you’re doing the low-carb thing you can skip the potatoes), which means you now have to question all the different aspects of your life (physical and mental) and figure out what you’re happy with, like the fact that you survived your twenties with your sanity intact and you finally have a hairstyle that you like. Next comes the hard part, which is dealing with all the issues that are still driving you batty, like the fact you’re starting to lose hope that you’ll ever lose those last ten pounds.

I have found the best way to deal with thirty-something angst is to challenge it head-on (think Thelma & Louise, well, without the driving-off-the-cliff part), by just getting it off your chest once and for all. Whining worked in our twenties, but now that you’re in your thirties you’ve graduated to having full license to really bitch about the stuff that pisses you off. Rant and rave! Stomp your feet! Wave your arms! Do the hokey pokey if that’s what you want to do. But just let it out, let it all out (this might take a while; hell, it took me twenty-seven chapters), and hopefully by the end you’ll be able to laugh most of it off, because honestly, life is much too short to spend all our time worrying about how many calories were in the Krispy Kreme doughnut you just ate (there are certain things in life that you really shouldn’t question); getting down on yourself for not going to the gym (you didn’t go because working out sucks); or trying to understand your relationship with your mom (moms are supposed to drive you crazy, it’s their job).

What I discovered (believe me, Einstein I’m not) is that it’s easier to tackle all the superficial stuff first (yes, I get the irony of what I’m saying)—all the dumb stuff that is maxing out our angst schedule, things like what it means that we know what Nicole Kidman wore to the Oscars in 2000, but we couldn’t name the twelfth president if we had a gun pointed at us. And my biggest beef (I’m doing the low-carb thing too) is why, oh WHY, do I spend so much time agonizing about my weight. Honestly, if I could just get back all those minutes spent obsessing about diets and exercise, I’d probably still be in my twenties! Well, word on the street is that there is more to life than being a size 4, so maybe if you unload all your baggage on the subject you’ll feel much lighter.

Though once you get past all the surface stuff, you will now be faced with much headier issues—your career, your strained relationship with your mom, your husband, and oh yeah, that you’re getting older by the second, and maybe it’s time to start thinking about kids. But don’t worry, this isn’t like one of those magazine quizzes where you need to cheat to make sure you’re labeled “sassy and cool” no, as a woman in your thirties it’s all mind over matter (and mind over gravity)—which means, if you’re actually still hung up on wanting to be cool, then say the hell with what everyone else thinks and just know that you are cool (sorta).

Finally, once you’ve got everything figured out (trust me, it’s soooo easy), you’ll be ready for the final frontier (no, not the cliff), which is to celebrate the fact that you’ve earned the right to be a totally fabulous thirty-something woman who is a rock star (even without the babydoll T-shirt).





Prologue

I had a big joint birthday party with my friend Jenner to celebrate our thirtieth birthdays, never mind what year this was (you’re never too young to start lying about your age). Anyway, my friend Phil (the only person I know who actually had a large enough apartment for a party of thirty people) was gracious enough to host what was supposed to be the party to end all parties, celebrating the new decade of our lives with our closest hundred-plus friends. But what happened, which oftentimes does when you have built up a particular event in your head (and charged six hundred dollars of booze on your credit card), was that real life got in the way—well, at least for me (Jenner, I’m pleased to report, had a stellar time at our joint birthday party). So instead of leading the bunny hop during Cyndi Lauper’s “Girls Just Want to Have Fun,” I was huddled in a corner with my husband stressing over the bad news we had received about his mother’s health that day (I got the phone call when I was in a cab laughing about the fact that at the age of thirty I had just purchased my first keg).

But in a weird way, by missing out on my own thirtieth birthday party, I somehow just overlooked that I had reached my thirties. Well, not really, but my life at the time was just so busy that I sort of managed to conveniently forget….

Fast-forward a few years and I am in New York City with two female friends and we are out on a Saturday night past midnight (which, sadly, I hadn’t done in a really long time). Earlier in the evening I had gone to a party on Park Avenue with a different friend and hung out with a bunch of couples in their early forties who talked an awful lot about their kids, expensive stereo systems, how HDTV changed their lives, and Led Zeppelin. I felt a little out of place—okay, fine, I’ll admit it, I felt way younger than this crowd (please tell me that parties in your forties don’t only consist of sitting around a very large flat-screen TV watching a Led Zeppelin concert on DVD)—and I was quite happy to leave at 11:00 P.M. and head back downtown to Nolita to continue my evening in a more juvenile manner.

So now it’s close to one in the morning, and we’re doing that thing where we are going from bar to bar trying to figure out which establishment should be so lucky as to host three lovely ladies who are hell-bent on having fun, but every place we go is either too crowded (I’m too old to stand at the bar; I like to sit down these days) or is filled with a bunch of twenty-something women wearing tight jeans and sexy little tops. Obviously, I was married, and I was with one woman who was engaged and another who was single but was so not in the mood to compete with visibly drunk girls who weren’t even in high school when we were in college. Finally, after tromping around for a good twenty minutes past the point where I could pretend to be having fun, we ended up at Vig Bar, which was filled with a slightly older crowd (late twenties as opposed to the fake-ID college crowd), and we decided to settle in because they had a DJ that was playing good music (music that was popular in the eighties, thank you).

The place was dark, incredibly packed, and there were a lot of drunk guys who were singing at the top of their lungs and swaying (not to the music, but because they were sauced). After about ten minutes I was looking at my watch and thinking that I’d much rather be asleep than standing pressed up against the wall and hoping that someone wouldn’t throw up on my shoes. I was out of cigarettes and had told the bouncer that I’d appreciate it if he flagged me when people went outside to smoke so I could mooch a cigarette off them. Thankfully, he was tall and was nice enough to give me the signal a few minutes later.

Outside it was snowing and cold and there were two girls who were lighting up. I politely asked if I could bum a smoke, and one of them said sure, if I’d let her wear my Persian-lamb fur coat while outside. I thought it was a fair trade and agreed.

So we all stood there in silence for a while watching the snow, and finally I said, “Is it me, or are you guys really young? But then again, so is everyone in this place, huh?” I’m not sure why I said this, and in retrospect, it sounded slightly bitter and rude on my part (and maybe even a bit dumb, since one of them was wearing my very expensive coat), but I just couldn’t help myself, since I was now in a mood that could only be described as out-of-sorts.

They both giggled a bit, and the one wearing funky hipster glasses and my coat (who you could just tell was a bit of a smart-ass—takes one to know one) spoke with more than a touch of bravado. “Please, we are both so old. We’re practically almost twenty-five.”

So it was my turn to giggle a bit, and say, “Twenty-five? My, that is old.”

This of course invited them to ask me how old I was, and given the fact that I was now feeling like a total impostor in my own life (a woman caught between two decades), I said, “I’m thirty-three. Practically almost thirty-four.”

I must say, I found myself surprised to hear my own age coming out of my mouth. But I was not as surprised as they were.

“THIRTY-THREE? YOU’RE THIRTY-THREE? DAMN, GIRLFRIEND, YOU LOOK GOOD FOR THIRTY-THREE. I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU’RE THIRTY-THREE. WOW. THAT’S SO OLD. MY BROTHER IS THIRTY-FIVE AND HE’S MARRIED AND HE LOOKS ANCIENT, LIKE AN OLD MAN. AND YOU? WELL, YOU LOOK REALLY GREAT FOR YOUR AGE. I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU’RE THIRTY-THREE.” This is the point when I’m already totally mortified at having my age yelled out in the streets of New York, but wait, it gets better (or worse, if you’re a cynic). Because then they start stopping people who are walking by and saying things like, “HEY, CAN YOU BELIEVE THIS GIRL IS THIRTY-THREE YEARS OLD? DOESN’T SHE LOOK GREAT FOR HER AGE? SERIOUSLY, SHE’S THIRTY-THREE YEARS OLD.”

It was then that I finished my cigarette, retrieved my coat, and walked back in the bar and promptly informed my friends that I was leaving. Whoever said that getting older meant getting wiser was right, because I knew that nothing was going to salvage this night, and sometimes it’s better to quit while you’re behind.

On the walk back to the apartment where I was staying, I thought about the fact that I was indeed almost thirty-four, which pretty much made me a thirty-something woman. It was a little weird to think about my age, not as weird as having it bellowed out by two twenty-four-year-olds, but unnerving just the same.

I couldn’t help but remember how smart and sophisticated I used to think I was when I was their exact age, living in Manhattan, and being thrilled to be out late on a Saturday night. It was then that I stopped in my tracks, and I noticed that it had stopped snowing, and I realized that I was probably, finally, as smart and sophisticated as I once had believed myself to be back then. Yes, I was definitely no longer in my twenties, and even though it felt a little scary (God, would I have to start using eye cream now?), it wasn’t too bad, mainly because I knew that I would soon get to go to bed.




SKINNY BITCHING:
Why I Hate Diets, Exercise, and Anyone Skinnier than me

At the age of thirty-three, I’m almost ready to give up on the fantasy of ever being a Skinny Bitch. How the whole Skinny Bitch thing works is like this: Any woman who’s superskinny is a Skinny Bitch, and we hate her (all of us who are less skinny than she is). But just because we hate her doesn’t mean that we wouldn’t do just about anything to be skinny like her—and when I say “just about anything,” I mean JUST ABOUT ANYTHING (well, besides actually eating a sensible diet and exercising every day, because, hey, we gotta draw the line somewhere)….

The most interesting thing to note about the whole Skinny Bitch concept is that it’s completely relative. So what constitutes a Skinny Bitch to me is not necessarily what will do it for you. My husband once sweetly pointed out that if one were to be consistent about this approach, then I myself would be seen as a Skinny Bitch by those larger than me. After a moment’s pause, I quickly waved off this idea. Because the whole Skinny Bitch philosophy is built on a way of thinking that is completely personal (and most certainly irrational). It’s no comfort to me that I happen to be someone else’s idea of a Skinny Bitch; I want to be my own idea of a Skinny Bitch. Which was where my husband threw his arms in the air, shook his head, and walked off, muttering under his breath, “Crazy bitch might be more apt.”

“I HEARD THAT!” I yelled after him.

But I wasn’t really mad. Because in a way he had a point.

   I suck in my stomach whenever I get on my scale. Sure, I know it’s irrational, but when it comes to women and their relationships with scales, there’s no room for logic (I’m convinced that logic adds at least a pound or two). Once I’m on the scale, I immediately close my eyes. You’d think I could close my eyes first and then step on the scale, since it’s right in front of me and only two inches off the ground, but once I misstepped and tipped the scale, managing to crash headfirst into my towel rack, which caused a bump that was definitely big enough to add some weight to my grand total, so I wasn’t able to get on the scale for, like, a week, which in retrospect wasn’t such a bad thing.

SO—once I’m safely on the scale, I take a deep breath, which I rapidly exhale in order to empty my lungs of all the air that my husband assures me doesn’t weigh anything (listen, just because he was a physics major at MIT and is now a doctor doesn’t necessarily mean he knows everything). It goes without saying that I’m totally buck-naked—no watch, no wedding ring, no hair bands—and, depending on the level of my pre-weigh-in dread, I may have even shaved my legs in preparation (no, my legs are not that hairy, but if a few epithelial cells can be all that stand in the way of getting caught for murder [I’m a big CSI fan], then they can certainly be the difference that’ll tip the scale that one pound wherein lies the difference between utter wretchedness and your standard dissatisfaction). Cynical, I know, but you show me a woman who’s an optimist when facing the scale, and I’ll hold her skinny arms so we can both beat her senseless.

This is about when I open my eyes and stare at my bathroom wall a moment before my eyes make their journey downward and I begin singing a little song in my head that I wrote for just this occasion. It goes something like this: please please please please please please please please please!!! The nice thing about my lyrics is that they’ll basically work with any tune.

Most days my weight is exactly what I’d expect it to be, and I have learned simply to accept it as a disappointing fact of life, since it’s always been ten pounds over what I swear I’d be happy with; twenty pounds over what I’d sell my soul for; and thirty pounds over what I’d be if I were a celebrity with my own personal trainer, chef, and plastic surgeon. Now, granted, my weight has fluctuated by fifteen pounds throughout my twenties and early thirties, but my desire to lose ten for happiness and twenty for my soul has always remained more or less a constant.

Don’t get me wrong—I’m certainly not complaining about the days when my weight is exactly what I expect it to be. Because those days when you get on the scale and are actually a pound or two heavier than what you thought you were are nothing short of a living hell (and, no, it’s not water weight, because I don’t even get on the scale the week before my period anymore, PMS and scales being a dangerous combination, not unlike PMS and chocolate).

The first thing I do on such days is give my scale a stern talking-to. “Oh, no you don’t. Like hell I’ve gained two pounds.” The second thing I do is get off the scale for a second or two and then get back on it (I’m nothing if not fair), and if it still reads the same, then I’m forced to take action.

Mainly this consists of moving my scale to a different part of the bathroom in hopes that the subtle shift in the slope of the floor may change the outcome in my favor—or perhaps my own placement in relation to, you know, the earth’s gravitational pull (look, I know this makes no sense, but remember what I said about logic? Out the window and ready for a chalk outline on the sidewalk below, okay?). And don’t smirk like that, because once in a while it works.

Next I decide that the scale may actually be extremely dirty, and may have accumulated some added dust weight or something. So out come the paper towels and Windex.

And then, if my last resort of trying to pee again fails, it’s time to reach for the big guns….

[image: ]

It’s a known fact that most new gym memberships are sold in the first two months of every year. Backed by New Year’s resolutions and buoyed with hopeful determination, thousands of people march into their local gyms, year after year, only to peter out a month or two later, feeding the grim statistics. A chronic short-term gym-goer myself, I’ve spent the past ten years as such a statistic. But this year I decided I would defy the system:

Why should I even bother to join a gym on January 2, knowing full well that I’d stop going before spring was even officially declared? No, this year it was time to be strong. And I did hang tough for about two months—no gym!—before I finally caved in….

And now here I sit, grimly signing the bottom of the membership application while avoiding the glittering endorphin eyes of my “Membership Counselor,” who is probably biting back her desire to chirp out something very perky about the fact that I still have plenty of time to get ready for “bikini season,” which is just (giggle/snort) ten weeks away. But as she seems to be managing to keep herself in check, I give her a smile to show her that I’m a reasonably good sport. I know my place on the roulette wheel of urban gym membership, and I’m smart enough to know that the house always wins.

I’m always impressed by the strides in techno-evolution that health clubs make in the nine months or so that my membership lies fallow and then finally lapses. There are always more TVs than I remembered, bigger and flashier machines, and, of course, my favorite proof of the passage of time: an ever more bewildering number of new exercise classes that have sprung up since the previous year.

My first day at the gym is traditionally spent in the stretching area, lying on a mat with a towel sportily wrapped around my neck. It’s here that I read through the monthly exercise-class schedule that is always Xeroxed on brightly colored paper (ooh—next month, how about yellow?!). Squinting to read the eight-point type, I mouth to myself these strange and wondrous titles—BalletCore, Urban Rebounding Express, Lo2Go—and then I flip to the other side of the page and read the class descriptions, marveling at the creative use of grammar and diction—all those sassy adjectives! those happy verbs! and those extra-perky exclamation marks!!! I stretch my neck muscles by craning to see whether I can properly ID the classes currently under way in the three different exercise studios on the floor.

Studio 1 at the back corner has twenty-plus women on individual mini-trampolines waving hand weights above their heads: Urban Rebounding Express (the trampolines are a dead giveaway). Studio 2 is trickier; the purple yoga mats make this look simple, but then you recall how, now that yoga is for the masses, there are just so many disciplines to choose from—Hatha, Vinyasa, or Kundalini. This class turns out to be Power Flex Yoga, the pupu platter of yoga classes, allowing one to sample all the types at once, with a fifteen-minute abs-only section, to boot.

Next I work my back muscles by sitting up to check out Studio 3. But what I see makes me recoil and slam back down on my mat so fast that the woman on the lumbar ball next to me pauses, her arms only partly extended, her purple elasto-workout-band vaguely slack.

How could I have not remembered Studio 3? The one thing that never changes …

One of my problems with going to the gym—aside from the fact that I hate exercising, hate to sweat, hate how red my face gets while sweating, and hate always feeling like an impostor, even after blowing a month’s salary at Nike-town—is that I am truly scared of the “Women Who Spin.”

Maybe “scared” isn’t the right word, but it’s
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Bitehing

A THIRTY-SOMETHING WOMAN MOUTHS OFF ABOUT
AGE ANGST, PREGNANCY PRESSURE, AND
THE DIETING BATTLES YOU'LL NEVER WIN

Yeunny Lee

Delto Trode Poperbocks
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Skinny Bitching

A Thirty-Something Woman Mouths off about
Age Angst. Pregnancy Pressure. and The
Dieting Battles you’ll never Win

Jenny Lee
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