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Introduction

You don’t know me, but you probably hate me.
I’m the girl in the size 2 jeans with the ten marathon medals hanging on the wall, the girl who cracks the joke that gets the whole room laughing, the girl who never goes without her daily chocolate fix and looks as if she doesn’t know the meaning of the word diet.
You don’t know me, but I know you. I know you because I was you. Because, despite my tight butt and bikini-worthy abs, I am a Former Fat Girl.
I was a chubby kid who became an even chubbier teen and then just a plain fat adult. I can still feel the stings of my childhood. There was the time in third grade when Mary Ann—the one girl I thought was bigger than me—said that according to her mom I was the fattest in the class. There was the shame I felt at the discovery of the goodies I stashed under my bed, in my closet, in my underwear drawer to feed my insatiable sweet tooth. There were the humiliating battles over clothes shopping with my mom, who gently tried to steer me away from the hip-huggers and peasant tops I desperately wanted to wear but that, with my bloated belly, made me look as if I was about to be shipped off to a home for unwed mothers.
I would sneak sweets whenever and wherever I could. On weekdays after school, as my brothers and I gathered around the TV for some mind-numbing cartoons, I’d announce that I was heading to the pantry for “a couple of saltines,” or “a handful of Cheez Nips.” Casually lingering, I would rummage around for the Chips Ahoy or Oreos or whatever sweet I could lay my hands on, and slip as many into my pocket or up my sleeve as I could without creating an obvious bulge (as if anyone would have noticed another one). Then I’d steal away to my room or even the bathroom where I could lock out my nosy brothers and wolf down my stash. I was like a bulimic who just never got around to the purging part.
My brothers still bring up one particularly painful incident. I was in junior high, which is painful enough in itself, and even more so for us Fat Girls, and we were vacationing at a beach house. A rental with shabby mismatched furniture obviously discarded from the owner’s landlocked home, it was the perfect place for our family of seven, including four teenagers and a toddler who couldn’t help but rough up the place. Dessert was a layer cake with chocolate butter cream, and not the kind from the can, mind you. (I don’t think they even made the stuff back then.) I had finished my piece, scraping the plate to get every last smudge of the gooey frosting. Just out of reach in the center of the table was the remaining quarter of the cake. My mom and my brothers had started clearing the table, and Dad had risen to go out for a smoke. I saw my chance: I rose, deftly swiped my finger through the frosting at the base of the cake, and was bringing it to my lips when one of my brothers saw me and yelled, “Lisa’s picking at the cake!” Startled and completely shamed, I plopped back down in my chair, and the damn thing broke. I mean broke. The legs gave way, the seat blew out, and I landed in a lump on the floor. What happened was devastating enough, but then I had to endure the laughter that such a pratfall like that just begged for. I wanted to scuttle away into a hole like one of the sand crabs we had spent the day stalking.
And that’s kind of what I did. Even before the Summer of the Broken Chair, I had gotten good at hiding. I hid physically, literally, holing up in my room, listening to James Taylor and Elton John albums and writing bad poetry. During high school and college, when I actually had some friends and something of a social life, my hiding was more emotional. Anytime I had something to say, I either kept my mouth shut or muttered the quip under my breath on the off chance that someone around me might hear. I couldn’t step out there and risk a joke falling flat, like I fell flat with that flimsy dining room chair. I couldn’t even let loose enough to laugh out loud, and when I smiled, I covered my mouth with my hand.
And all the while, on some level, I was hiding under the layers of fat that I allowed to engulf me like a cocoon of comfort.
I might have covered my mouth to stifle a smile, but nothing could stand between it and a morsel of food. Oh, I tried. I swore off chocolate and swore at the scale at every weigh-in when that damn needle refused to budge—or, worse, when it inched up. I tried to exercise and was fairly successful for a brief time in high school when I would run under cover of darkness with my little mutt, Daisy. I even ventured onto a tennis court every once in a while with a couple of friends. (Those were the Chris Evert/Billy Jean King years of tennis when there was this kind of fairy-tale fascination with the sport. But I believe my somewhat pitiful efforts were due to the dreams I had of marrying John McEnroe.)
Gluttony won over love and exercise when I got to college—and I don’t use the word gluttony lightly. One of our regular haunts was a place that served $5 pitchers of vile but extremely potent Long Island Iced Tea on Wednesday nights. The real draw for me, though, were the nachos; a platter of chips piled a foot high, topped with neon orange cheese sauce and studded with jalapeños. We’d work away at the pile until the sauce was gone, and then we’d ask the server to top it off with more. They always did—at least once, maybe more.
The all-time best example of pigging out, though, came during my freshman year. I was friends with a group of sophomores who shared a suite down the hall. One of the girls, Kathy, worked at a McDonald’s up the road. On the nights when she covered the late shift and closed up shop, she and her coworkers were allowed to split any leftover burgers and fries, and take them home. My roommate and I would ask to be woken up when Kathy got home—usually between one and two in the morning—to get in on the booty. We’d stumble down to her suite and then sit bleary-eyed, shoving Big Macs or Filet-O-Fishes into our mouths. On nights when there wasn’t enough for each of us to have our own, we’d pass the cold, rubbery excuses for food from person to person, taking a bite and handing it on, the way you’d pass a joint at a party. But it wasn’t like a party at all. There was no music, no conversation. Only the sound of chewing, like a herd of cows grazing in a pasture.
We all laughed about those midnight munchies sessions, but they just added to the secret shame that continued to build as I piled on the pounds. I was ashamed of my thighs, my hips, my body. I was ashamed of my appetite, my driving need to stuff myself with anything and everything. But even more than that, I was ashamed of the powerlessness that kept me from saying “enough,” that held me back from fully revealing the person I was inside and from reaching for the life I really wanted for myself. More than longing for the body of a supermodel, I longed to live out loud—to feel free enough to liberate the woman hiding under all those layers of fleshy protective armor.
Yes, I know what it’s like to feel trapped in your body and by your circumstances. To both love and hate the comfortable place you’re in. I know how it is to be part of the scenery, to stand by, unseen, as all the things you want in life swirl around you, there for the taking, but you’re too heavy to move. I know how it feels to want and hope, but be too afraid to act.
I know how it feels to be in the place you’re in now. And I know the way out, too.
My Turning Point
After living the first twenty-five years or so of my life with the label Fat Girl, my weight peaked at around 185. I’m just under five feet four, so let’s just say I didn’t carry it well. It was back in the day when designer jeans had just come on the scene: Everybody, including me, wanted to get into some Calvins or Jordache or the cigarette-leg Guess jeans that were so impossibly tight they had zippers at the ankles so you could shimmy them over your feet. I was aching to trade in the double-pleated khakis that, rather than hiding my stomach and hips, made me look even more like one of Willy Wonka’s Oompah Loompahs. I held on to that hope, only to find that even the largest size of Calvins (size 16) was too small for my ample butt.
By that time I had suffered so many defeats that I began to wonder why I dared to try anymore. Why take the jeans into the dressing room at all? I’d only end up back at the rack of “comfort-waist,” “relaxed-fit” pants. Why pull out the dumbbell set collecting dust in the back of the closet? It would only remind me how physically and mentally weak I was as it sat there unused yet again. Why pass up my favorite bacon cheeseburger for a scantily dressed salad? The calories I’d save wouldn’t make a dent in my weight. It was if I was trying to chip away at the U.S. deficit, one ten-cents-off coupon at a time.
I had so much to lose—and I’m not just talking about the weight. I stood to lose the life I knew, a life I wasn’t happy in but one that was safe and comfortable. And yet I hated it. I hated always being the good girl, the giver, the one everyone could count on to pick up the slack, to get things done, but who was somehow always invisible. I hated how I constantly ignored my own needs and my own dreams, focusing instead on pleasing everyone around me, like a panting puppy just aching for a pat on the head. At the same time I was too afraid to let this life go. Deep down I knew that if I truly committed to changing, I wouldn’t know what to do with myself. My legs were too heavy with fear to take the first step off that solid familiar platform onto the rickety makeshift bridge of “what if.” I was afraid it would buckle under my weight, and I’d go crashing through to the hard ground beneath, unable to get back up again. But I was just as afraid I would manage to teeter and tiptoe to the other side—because I didn’t know what awaited me there. For all my daydreaming, I simply couldn’t imagine who I would be if I wasn’t a Fat Girl anymore.
But one day something happened that made me want to find out.
The whole thing started with a half gallon of mint chocolate chip ice cream. I polished off the last third of the container, which I’d opened only the day before, straight from the carton.
As I shoveled the last of the ice cream into my mouth, though, my body decided it had had enough. A wave of nausea hit me, and I scrambled for the bathroom, barely making it to the toilet. At one point, mid-retch, I caught sight of myself in the mirror: bloated, pale, weak. Finally, I saw myself as I really was: powerless, full of shame, out of control, a victim of my appetite. And I vowed to do something about it.
I didn’t quite believe that I could, but the reality of what I saw in the mirror that day gave me the strength to commit to trying. And that was the beginning of a journey that over the next three to five years revealed to me the body I was meant to have, and helped me discover the person I was meant to be.
Through lots of trial and lots of error, I finally managed to get my weight down to somewhere around 117, where I’ve kept it for the last twenty years or so. Along the way I reclaimed, recovered, and revealed the powerful, confident woman I am inside.
I was able to do what the so-called experts say is nearly impossible—what you no doubt think is impossible. I’ve been there. I know how it is to hear those success stories and think, “Good for you, girl. But I’m different. Just because you did it doesn’t mean I can.”
That’s the way I used to think—that I was destined to be a Fat Girl, that I was “big boned.” I thought the girls I saw in the “before” and “after” shots were either fakes or had some kind of special willpower gene I wasn’t born with.
But I’m no fake, no genetic mutant, and I’m not all that special, either. I just happened to stumble upon the solutions I needed as someone whose very identity was wrapped up in being a Fat Girl—someone whose specific needs weren’t being addressed by the big-shot best seller diet gurus out there. While they were yammering about the details, such as how many carbs are too many carbs, whether dairy puts pounds on or takes them off, or which is better, low fat or low cal, they were completely ignoring the real issue. The real issue was not “How do I lose weight?” It was “How do I begin to think about myself as someone who can lose weight?”
Through my experience I’m convinced that being a Former Fat Girl is more about changing how you think about yourself and how you carry yourself in the world than what diet plan you’re on or whose workout you follow. And that has implications far beyond the size of jeans you wear. It means that you are building the confidence that will allow you to be a success story in every aspect of your life, not just on the scale.
The measure of a Former Fat Girl isn’t how many pounds you’ve lost, it’s how you go for what you want in your life—how you take risks, speak up, and don’t let fear or doubt rule you. It’s how you walk through life with your chin up; how you look people in the eye when you speak.
The shift from wannabe Former Fat Girl to actual Former Fat Girl is about changing your life from the inside out, about going from seeing yourself as a victim of schoolyard nicknames and plus-size labels to a confident, secure, self-celebrating—and, yes, self-accepting—woman. It is about coming out of hiding and shedding the layers, both literally and figuratively, that prevent you from getting what you want out of life. Most of all, it is about identifying the obstacles in your way and finally having the support and resources to make the transition once and for all.
Your Starting Point
With my secrets and with my guidance you can make that transition. You can become a Former Fat Girl. You can harness the appetite that seems to control you. You can say no to unhealthy foods and unhealthy habits and mean it. You can break free of the fear and insecurity that hold you back from getting what you want in your life.
Even more than that, you can shed the image you carry around of yourself and start to see yourself in a new way. There is a place where you no longer have to hide all the things that make you special and unique, where you can let your personality shine and actually flirt if you so choose. As a Former Fat Girl, no longer will you have to bypass the cool clothes on your way to the “big girl” section of the department store. No longer will you be too ashamed to order crème brûlée, for fear that everyone in the restaurant will pity the poor Fat Girl who just can’t deny her sweet tooth. No longer will you seek the comfort of the back row; you’ll be the one on stage. You’ll be the one who says what no one else has the courage to say. You’ll be the first girl on the dance floor—with or without a partner.
I know you can get there, and I’m going to show you how. In this book I’ll share the seven secrets I discovered on my journey to becoming a Former Fat Girl, the secrets I know will work for you, too. Along the way I’ll reveal my struggles with the same issues you’re facing, the issues that hold you back from having the body and the life you really deserve, from being the person, inside and out, you really are.
You might hate me now because I’ve done it and you’re just getting started. You’ve had your hopes dashed many times before. But believe me when I say that you can do it. I know you can. I’ll be with you all the way. Because if I could leave the past behind—with its broken chairs and stolen cookies and midnight McDonald’s—you can, too.


Secrets of a Former Fat Girl

Chapter One
Secret #1: Forget Dieting

I didn’t start out thinking I was doing anything revolutionary. Like most serial dieters, I had begun every other weight loss quest with a list of “no” foods—chocolate (of course) and desserts of any kind, butter, sugar, bread—all the things that made eating my favorite pastime and, it seemed, made life worth living.
But one day, on the heels of my ice cream–induced aha! moment, my friend Tracey (some names have been changed to protect the privacy of those individuals) invited me to her Jazzercise class, and, on a whim, I said yes. You know how it is: As many times as you might have failed in the past, you continue to have those flashes of hope that maybe this time things will be different. Maybe exercise won’t be such a struggle; maybe you’ll actually like it, like the skinny girls who hang out at the health club as if that were the most natural thing in the world.
If I had known what I was getting into, though, I probably would have stayed home. (Lesson #1: Ignorance can be a good thing.) Jazzercise was one of the early forms of aerobics—you know, back when Jane Fonda was feeling the burn in her leg warmers and matching headband. The class was part dance, part drill team routine set to the music of the time. I still remember part of the sequence to “What a Feeling” from the iconic 80s film Flashdance. One of the moves was derivative of John Travolta’s signature Saturday Night Fever pose. We threw our hips to one side, jabbed our fingers into the air, and then switched to the other side on the frenzied beat. Thank God we didn’t have camera phones back then.
At the time, I was a beleaguered graduate student in Austin, Texas. I had decided to go for my master’s degree instead of getting a real job after college and was regretting my decision. I was tired of being a student; I felt as if I was in some kind of purgatory, waiting not so patiently for real life to begin. My life had stalled like my dilapidated four-door Datsun, and I needed some kind of push to get it going again. Before that flash of clarity on the bathroom floor, I would have told you that feeling was all about wanting to get out of school and start my career. But, looking back, I think it also had something to do with being stuck in a five-foot-four body that I had allowed to balloon up to 185 pounds—the heaviest I’d ever been.
Maybe that was why I said yes when Tracey suggested the class. Like me, Tracey was always on a diet, getting ready to go on a diet, or cheating on a diet. It was as if she and I were members of a secret sorority of Fat Girls (Thi Omega Phat?). We understood each other. We could joke about things we were too ashamed admit to anyone else—like the habit of eating while standing over the sink or at the refrigerator door or wearing your “fat pants” for the third day (or month or year) in a row.
I figured if Tracey had the nerve to squeeze into a leotard and cavort around with a bunch of strangers, maybe I could, too. And even if I did trip all over myself trying to keep up, at least I wouldn’t be the only Fat Girl in the room. (Don’t tell me you’ve never taken comfort in that!)
One problem: what to wear. It wasn’t like my closet was full of cute little leotard and tights ensembles and I simply couldn’t decide which to put on. Not only did I not own anything of the sort, but I couldn’t imagine shoving my body into one. Hell, I could barely fit into everyday street clothes without a struggle. And this was back in the day, before you could go online and order anything you wanted under the radar (XXX videos? XXXL baby tees?) without having to worry about what the lady at the register might be thinking.
No, I would have to do what every Fat Girl absolutely dreads: go shopping.
At least my mother wasn’t there. Mom and I had battled over my wardrobe since I was in fifth grade. That was in the early seventies when hip-huggers were hot and I was desperate to have a pair. I was desperate to have a pair because I was desperate to get in good with Susie, the coolest girl in the class, the girl who had already advanced beyond training bras, who sneaked smokes behind school, and who really knew what nasty words like masturbation meant when the boys made jokes about them instead of just playing along, like I did.
Shopping was horrible enough; shopping with Mom was excruciating for both of us. As gently as she could, Mom tried to steer me away from the low-slung crushed velour bell bottoms she knew would make me look as wide as a linebacker. I grabbed a pair and took them into the dressing room anyway, determined to prove her wrong—but, of course, I couldn’t even button them over the folds of my stomach. You know the particular familiar pain. It wasn’t just that the pants didn’t fit—I didn’t fit. I was never going to be “in” with Susie. I was never going to be anything more than part of the scenery, a Fat Girl who didn’t deserve a spot in the inner circle. I sat in the dressing room for a while, unable to face my mom—not that she was the “I told you so” type, but she didn’t need to be. Instead of accepting her support, crying on her shoulder, sharing my shame with her, I held it all in. I felt even more embarrassed knowing that she knew. It was completely lost on me in that moment—and in the many dressing room moments we would share in the future—that Mom and I shared the same body type. I know now that she had some of the very same struggles with her weight as I did, particularly when she was young. I don’t think, though, that she experienced all the Fat Girl feelings I held inside. If she did, she’d have known how infuriating it was to see that look of pity in her eyes—infuriating because there was so much truth in it, truth I didn’t want to face.
Thankfully, I would be the only one privy to my humiliation as I tried to find a leotard I could work my butt into without busting the seams. I drove to the discount store one weeknight, arriving just a half hour before closing time. I figured the place would be practically deserted, and the fewer customers who might raise their eyebrows at the chunky girl in the “activewear” section, the better.
One quick shuffle through the leotards on the rack was all it took, though, for me to decide not to buy one. I just couldn’t face the prospect of trying the things on. It would be too much like swimsuit shopping, and you know how much fun that is. I picked up a package of tights from the sale bin, figuring I could wear them under a raggedy pair of polyester gym shorts from college. An XL T-shirt on top would be just fine; the more coverage, the better. If I could have worn a pup tent, I would have.
As I dressed for that first Jazzercise class, I realized the blinding pink tights I had bought were a mistake. There’s a reason why road crews wear neon—the color practically screamed, “Get a load of these thighs!”
My worst fear was that, at the very sight of me, the other girls would laugh me out of the room. But that didn’t happen.
The class instructor, Gina, was a tiny girl with exotic Asian looks and straight onyx hair down to her perfect little butt. She was funny and not too perky (I hate perky), and didn’t recoil in horror, drop to the floor laughing, or say, “Sorry. Overeaters Anonymous meets down the hall,” when I walked into class. In fact, she didn’t seem to look at me any differently than any of the other women in the room—who, by the way, weren’t exactly anatomically perfect specimens, either. I secretly studied them all, Gina included, looking for any sign that they were judging me. If I had picked up on any “thinner than thou” vibes, I would never have gone back.
Class was at an Episcopal church near campus, in a linoleum-floored room probably used for coffee and doughnut socials after Sunday services. Wood paneling covered three of the walls; on the fourth, behind the small, carpeted podium where Gina perched, was a mirror the width of the room. Thank God there were still spots in the back row, or I’d have had a full frontal view of myself the entire class. It was bad enough that wherever I stood, I couldn’t get away from my reflection. I kept trying to duck behind the skinny girl in front of me until she noticed and gave me a look.
But when Gina put the music on and began to move, I soon became so caught up in watching her that I didn’t give my image more than a passing glance during the forty-minute class. It was really a matter of self-defense: If I didn’t pay attention, I’d end up grapevining left when everyone else was going right and cause an ugly pileup. And while that didn’t happen, I still screwed up, making a mess of the simple choreography to a Pointer Sisters tune. But I wasn’t the only one. And something about the way Gina handled it—as if it were no big deal, as if the point of the whole thing was to keep moving and not worry about doing it perfectly—made screwing up less than mortifying. She did laugh, but the way she laughed made me laugh, too, and I wasn’t the type to laugh at myself very easily.
Something else happened, something I didn’t quite expect. As I started to focus on moving with her, I forgot for just a little while that I was a Fat Girl who had no business being there. In that forty-minute period, my self-consciousness took a backseat as I concentrated on what I was doing and not on how I looked while I was doing it. The flash of hope that got me to that Jazzercise class in the first place ignited something in me. The idea began to flicker in my mind that maybe I could do it. I could move. I could dance. I could sweat. I could exercise.
I didn’t know it then, but this time would prove to be different.
I started going to Jazzercise regularly, chasing the “I can” feeling it gave me—a feeling I had never gotten during any of my many previous weight loss ventures. Mostly, I’d tried to manage my weight the “no” way—no dessert, no bread, no butter, no, no, no. Exercise had been an exercise in frustration. I had tried running in high school, sustaining a routine (if you could call it that) for a couple of weeks at a time. But I could never get my breathing right and never felt comfortable physically or emotionally. I concluded that I wasn’t the athletic type. After all, how many Fat Girls do you see at the Olympics?
I brought my workout bag with me to campus every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday so I could go straight from my part-time job. It wasn’t something I looked forward to exactly; it was something I just did, like some women meet girlfriends for lunch or drinks. In that way, Jazzercise became my social life. I didn’t gab much with the other women in the class or anything, but I did feel some kind of connection with them. And, of course, it was a place to meet up with Tracey.
I know that part of the reason I became such a faithful Jazzercizer was out of shame. The last thing I wanted to do was skip class and have people think I wimped out, that I was slacking. For once my Fat Girl programming was working for me. It was the people-pleasing perfectionist inside of me that wouldn’t let me quit. But when I couldn’t make it for a legitimate reason—a trip to visit my family in Houston, for instance—I found that I actually missed it. Amazing. Who would have thought that I’d ever be hooked on anything more strenuous than wrestling the lid off a half gallon of mint chocolate chip?
 

	Basic black pants. Always slimming, always easy. Slightly thicker, moisture-wicking fabric will help smooth you out a bit. A lower rise (just under your navel) and a boot-cut silhouette will be flattering and allow you to move with ease. Use these as your staples. I suggest getting at least two pairs, maybe more depending on how often you do laundry.
	Technical tees. Tops made of so-called technical fabrics—synthetic blends such as Coolmax—really do help keep you cooler and more comfortable during a workout. They are designed to move the sweat away from the skin to the surface of the fabric where it will evaporate. They are available from most makers (try activa.com and titlenine.com) in both loose and fitted styles.
	A light jacket. Something to throw on when you’re going to and from the gym or to keep you warm on an early-morning walk. Again, choose a technical fabric to help disperse and evaporate moisture. A style that hits just below your bottom and cinches a bit at the waist will not only be more flattering than a shorter style but also will help keep your butt covered in cool weather.
	Socks. Cotton socks are a big no-no. They trap moisture, leading to blisters and ugly athlete’s foot. It’s better to invest in pairs made of synthetic moisture-wicking blends. Look for styles made for your particular activity, because the construction and padding will be different for a walker, for instance, than it would be for a cyclist. Also, be sure to bring your socks when you’re trying on a pair of shoes; you want to be sure the two feel right together.
	Underwear. It’s no use investing in pants made of technical fabrics if you’re wearing cotton or nylon underneath. Panties that do just as good a job of wicking sweat are widely available from brands like Champion and from activa.com and titlenine.com. Not only is that a comfort issue, but it could be a health issue as well: Yeast infections thrive in warm, sweaty environments. Plus, these fabrics have a lot of give, so you’ll be able to move through your workout with ease.




	The YMCA. At my Y, where I have been a member for more than ten years, I see ex-college football players working out alongside ninety-one-year-old great-grandmas. There is always an amazing slice of life no matter what Y you visit.
	Community fitness centers. These are very family oriented and less likely to be on the singles pick-up circuit.
	Churches. How intimidating can the coffee and doughnuts room at the Episcopal church be? (I had been there many times for the doughnuts before I discovered Jazzercise.) More and more churches are including yoga and other fitness classes in their schedules. And who knows, you might get some points in the spiritual department, too.
	Women-only gyms. We know that girls can be just as brutal as men (if not more), but women-only health clubs often attract women who aren’t there to attract men. I don’t know about you, but I have a hard time feeling good about myself in my husband’s old running shorts when I’m surrounded by women who look like they should be bar-hopping on a Saturday night. Some women-only clubs, like the Curves chain, specifically focus on minimizing the intimidation factor for their members.
	Private training. Depending on your personality and budget, working out with a trainer in a private studio—where it’s just you and her (and I would go with a her)—might be the way to go. Of course, that’s the priciest option here, but the size of the check you write can be a powerful motivator. (They cash the check whether you show up or not, so you’d better go to make it worthwhile.)




	Allow for the impact factor. Possibly the most important thing to consider is where your typical type of workout falls on the impact scale. Is it high, low, or somewhere in between? Most manufacturers and many catalogs and Web sites rate their bras by the level of impact they can withstand. Activa (www.activasports.com) and Title Nine (www.titlenine.com) are two of the best.
	Pick a sweat-wicking fabric. Fabrics such as Coolmax, Nike’s Dry-FIT, and Champion’s DoubleDry work to move moisture away from your body so your skin stays drier. Your bra will be less likely to rub you the wrong way if your skin is dry.
	Go seamless. No seams mean less chafing: Brands such as Champion and Nike offer a variety of seamless models, some of them with underwire construction.
	Look for wider, padded straps. Wider straps help distribute the load (sorry!) more evenly to ease the strain on your shoulders. Some bras use gel in the straps for an even comfier ride.
	Choose a model with molded cups. This kind of bra lifts and supports while maintaining your girlish shape. Virtually shapeless “compression” bras, on the other hand, use sheer force. You might as well duct tape them down.
	Get some advice. You’d be amazed at how detailed some of the apparel Web sites are; for instance, Activa gives recommendations for specific bras that address particular problems and walks you step by step through the process of taking your measurements. The site also offers a toll-free number in case you can’t find the info you need or just want to chat. The women at Title Nine have a sense of humor about what they do, and it shows. They call their bras things like the Wired and Ready for Action Bra and (my favorite) The Last Resort Bra, their recommendation for the big, bouncy girl who has tried every other bra out there.




	Match the shoe to the activity you do regularly. If you’re a runner, you should buy a pair of running shoes; if you’re a walker, walking shoes. It’s really not some evil marketing ploy to get you to spend money on a closet full of fitness shoes. Shoes for different activities feature different technologies; for instance, walking shoes are more flexible under the ball of your foot than running shoes to accommodate the rolling and pushing off you do.
	Think about your feet. Are they wide like mine, and do you have high arches or narrow heels? Certain manufacturers and Web sites can help you match styles to the shape of your foot. Brands that are particularly good for women include New Balance and Asics, both of which come in different widths, and Rykä, which makes only women’s shoes and is particularly good for walking, cross training, or studio shoes.
	Try a style built for “heavy runners” if running is your activity of choice. Okay, so the hope is that you won’t need this particular piece of advice for long. But shoe companies—from Avia to Asics to Rykä as well as New Balance and Saucony—in the last couple of years have introduced models specifically for women who are hard on their shoes. They typically have more support and are less flexible, and therefore stand up better to the pounding paces you put them through.
	Know how you move. Certain shoes are constructed to compensate for issues you might have with your stride. The most common is the tendency to roll inward (called pronation). The easiest way to figure out if that is an issue for you is to look at a pair of athletic shoes or flats in your closet.
	Look at the soles for any signs of wear. If the cushioning is broken down or the tread is worn away along the inner edges of the balls of your feet, you’re probably a pronator. Shoes with what is called “motion control” can help correct that problem and make your activity more comfortable.
	Specialty shop. Why shop in person when you can get anything you want on the Internet (without the humiliation of being waited on by skinnier-than-thou salespeople)? Because as well as you know shoes and as hard as you try to match your foot to them, you really have to try them on before you buy. If they don’t feel good the minute you put them on your feet, they’re not going to after standing up and walking around. Forget the whole “breaking in” bit.
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