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An Exercise in
Gym Culture

h our intrepid author works out her
| be paid feelings about L.A.’s fitness scene, and
)ensation. asks the immortal question:

Will they let her eat cake?

of your choice.

e for someone

by Rachel Zients

ear reader, I have frolicked in and out of many of the greater

Greater Los Angeles health clubs. Gyms are not foreign ter-'

ritory to me. Indeed, it is practically impossible not to join

a gym, af least on a trial basis, in L.A. I've had free mem-
berships literally thrown at me by strangers, along with those free cell
phone offers. Be in Shape and Be in Touch—I'm nominating this as
the new town motto.

But am I what vou'd call... gym-friendly? Gym-conversant? A fre-
quenter of gyms? No. My relationship with exercise is rather like my
relationship with boyfriends: needy, non-committal, sporadic,
euphoric, lazy, ongoing, disgraceful, desperate, disappointing.
(Surprisingly, [ am still available for dinner this Saturday. Anyone?)

Yes, 1 have always shied away from heavy lifting; recently, as an
excuse for said laziness, I've been professing a need to work out my
mind, to expand my wit. Is there a gym for that, you may ask? Yes—
it's called a library.

But, since being attractive is actually a job requ1rement for most of
us here in the entertainment industry, and since I've been assigned to
cover gym culture, I'll have to do better than that. I think back to John
Travolta—in pre-beefy mode—who found himself in a similar
predicament (Perfect, circa 1985) as a Rolling Stone reporter sent to
infiltrate the 1980s health club craze. He did not waver in his assign-
ment; he pressed harder. He took Jamie’s class. He sweated. He pant-
ed. He was not satisfied with preconceived notions.

So, something like a good reporter (I can pass for one in the right
light), T am off to lands of prettier-than-me and more-disciplined-
than-I-could-ever-be.

z Pump and Grind

Rally’s on Sunset and Gower in Hollywood is my first stop. 've had
an on-and-off-again relationship with this place for years. Its contract
is very hard to get out of, as there are so many locations everywhere;
they just keep following you if you leave town. But like Klinger, when
[ finally was free, T went and signed up again. Go ahead, charge my
Visa $8.99 a month for the rest of my life—see if I care!

This is my gym, but I still don't know my way around, so a lovely










