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ANTI-CHRISTIE By Megan Ault
The author learns there's no value in modeling he'J'Self after a model 

Christie Brinkley made me run. It all started 
back in college. Like so many women our 
age, my roommate and I were unhappy with 
our bodies and figured a low-fat diet and a 
disciplined exercise program would do the 
trick. But we needed inspiration. So we plas
tered the walls of our dorm room with pic
tures of Christie and similar beach babes. 

It worked. We faithfully laced our shoes 
and pushed ourselves out the door at least 
three times a week, hoping that running 
would defy genetics and somehow transform 
us into a media-driven ideal of mathematical 
perfection: 36-24-34. 

Of course we fell off the wagon from 
time to time. Like on dateless Friday nights 
while we waited in vain for the phone to 
ring. My roommate and I would sit around 
shoving chocolate, spoonfuls of peanut but
ter and everything else into our mouths. All 
the while Christie stared at us reproachfully. 

It never occurred to us that no amount 
of running and dieting would lead us to the 
land of Christie-dom, or that maybe we 
already looked great in our own healthy 
bodies. Nor did we ever question why we 
had accepted the obsessive idea that our 
worth would increase with every inch de-
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ducted from the "wrong" places and added 
in the "right'' ones. 

Years later I'm still running, even 
though it never rearranged the inches where 
I wanted them to go. I'm proud to say I've 
abandoned the mathematical perfection 
notion and reside happily in my sturdy, 51411

, 

medium-boned frame. 
Today I live in a different state and 

have a new running partner. Instead of dis
cussing Christie Brinkley, we compliment 
each other on looking and feeling better 
than we did in the years B.C. (Before Chil
dren). We joke about our stomach pouch
es-which refuse to flatten no matter how 
many sit-ups we do-and call them our 
"childbirth trophies." 

The phone always rings now on Friday 
nights. My running partner and I whisper 
like secret spies. "Can you go?" I ask. 

"I think so," she says. "One's ·asleep 
and the other is reading a Barney book 
with her eyelids at half-mast. I'll sign out 
with the husband and meet you at the cor
ner in 10 minutes." 

The plan doesn't always come off with
out a hitch. Sometimes there's trouble. Just 
as I'm getting ready to walk out the door, 
our dogs erupt in a barking frenzy, our son 
wakes up demanding his mommy, the 
phone rings, and our newly fixed refrigerator 
starts chirping like a bird. When I finally 
make it out the door, I'm as thankful and 
disbelieving as a Publishers Clearing House 
$10 million winner. 

"What happened?" my partner asks. 
''What didn't?" I sigh. 
She gives me a sympathetic nod and 

we take off, falling into our familiar rhythm. 
My heart starts pumping, and I feel alive and 
safe. I know that the words spoken between 
us-talk of pregnancy, job changes, marital 
trials, sick parents and sick kids-will be 
shared only with the trees. 

Running gives us a period of time each 
day to call our own. A time when we are not 
just somebody's mother or somebody's wife, 
but two women: grateful to have someone to 
laugh, cry, stay fit and discuss problems with. 

Add it all together. It's a lot more than 
36-24-34. a 
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