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DOUBLE
UNDERS

The Devil’s
Double Dutch

There’s an assortment of CrossFit-related movements that never
would have occurred to me to
try when bumbling around a
traditional gym or in the confines of
my “home gym” (i.e. living room with
coffee table pushed to the side).
One such calisthenic marvel is
the Double Under, which consists
of a jump-rope making two passes

B Y T H E R E L U C TA N T C O N V E R T

per jump instead of just one.
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DOUBLE UNDERS CONTINUED

Prior to CrossFit, I had no
memorable firsthand experience
with a jump rope. I could only recall
seeing a jump rope in action in two
scenarios:

I looked down

1) Standing around an elementary
school playground and watching
the performance art that is a
boisterous game of Double
Dutch while waiting for my turn at
tetherball.

innocuous

2) Watching boxing movies with
training montages. (I seem to recall
Mr. Balboa nailing some Double
Unders in Rocky IV before he
ended the Cold War.)
You can’t simply walk into your
local Toys-R-Us, purchase a jump
rope, and Double Under yourself
into shape. Like most things
associated with CrossFit, you need
to invest some time AND money
into this endeavor. While both
can be painful, in my experience
the monetary toll of CrossFit is
easier to endure than the physical
toll. This is certainly true with
Double Unders.

Only Read This Part if You
Aren’t Sly Stallone
Unless you are Sylvester Stallone,
I presume you would need a
speed rope to successfully master
Double Unders. Full disclosure, I
have never attempted a Double
Under with a Toys-R-Us jump
rope; it is wholly possible that I am
a mindless sheep that spends my
money unnecessarily for CrossFit
accoutrement. Regardless, I got a
speed rope; I dance with the devil
that brought me.
What I didn’t know before trying
my hand at Double Unders is that
a speed rope provides a helpful
cue when your form is not quite
right. The cue comes in the form
of an immediate, blinding pain in
whatever part of your body you
happened to lash with this unholy
instrument of torture.

mesmerized at
the seemingly

implement,
half expecting
to see shards of
glass or jellyfish
tentacles attached
to the rope.

The first time it happened, I
looked down mesmerized at the
seemingly innocuous implement,
half expecting to see shards of
glass or jellyfish tentacles attached
to the rope.
My next thought was how
unlikely such an outcome would be
to occur again, especially considering that none of my surrounding
CrossFitters seemed to have
similar expressions of bewilderment and pain while jumping
their ropes. I gingerly attempted
several more times and, while I
failed each attempt, I was at least
comforted by the fact that those
failed attempts were not accompanied by a puritanical flogging.

My Plyometric Albatross
As the growing frustration with
my inability to properly time my
jump with my whirling wrists
began to dilute the apprehension
of inadvertently whipping myself
again, I received another jolting hit
across my forearm on one of my
successive attempts.
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DOUBLE UNDERS CONTINUED

There are plenty of
CrossFit benchmarks
I cannot perform:
muscle up, butterfly
pullup, handstand
walk, etc.; however,
carrying a little
extra weight and/or
insufficient strength
did not seem as
ready-made an
excuse for forgoing
Double Unders.

Any sane person (including some
CrossFitters) would simply stop abusing
themselves and be content jumping over
the rope after a single pass like nature
intended. As I am apparently unburdened by common sense, I chose Double
Unders as my plyometric albatross.
There are plenty of CrossFit benchmarks I cannot perform: muscle up,
butterfly pullup, handstand walk, etc.;
however, carrying a little extra weight
and/or insufficient strength did not seem
as ready-made an excuse for forgoing
Double Unders. Also, none of those
other movements make regular appearances in the WODs where I CrossFit, but
Double Unders seem to be inescapable.

Besides, if pain and discomfort alone
were valid reason not to participate in
the programmed workouts, my CrossFit
experience would consist of warming up,
complaining about the WOD, and then
going home.

My Scarlet Letters
Early on I could count the number of
my failed Double Under attempts by
glancing down at my arms and legs at
the bright red lines, my own personal
scarlet letters of shame. I was somehow
encouraged by the realization that I was
not alone in this perilous journey, and
that some bizarre physiological anomaly
did not make me uniquely susceptible to
thrashing myself.
I suppose almost anything can be
normalized if you are surrounded by
enough like-minded and similarly situated
people doing and experiencing the same
thing. If Double Under training was my
initiation to CrossFit, I may have fled the
premises and escaped the cult prior to
indoctrination. Alas, here I remain.
I was determined to either experience
the “glory” of several consecutive
Double Unders or at least endure the
punishment in a dignified manner with a
Denzel-like single, defiant tear. Frankly,
my mastering either CrossFit or Oscarworthy acting are equally unrealistic, but
Coach tells me that it is good to have
goals. Eventually, my Double Under
game improved.
It’s not good, mind you, but it feels
on par with my ability when performing
other CrossFit movements. When they
are included in the WOD, I do them.
This is a victory. Now, my goal is to
complete a WOD with Double Unders
without whipping my own ass at least
once. Again, it is good to have goals. In
the meantime, I will continue to dance
with this particular devil and suffer the
consequences.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: The Reluctant Convert is a husband, dad to two young kids, and full-time
professional-type who was dragged along to Crossfit with his wife and soon found himself addicted
to the process, despite dreading most of what precedes the workouts and the workouts themselves.
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SHOULDER
DEMONS
BY C A S S I DY C L E V E N G E R

Mental health is something I am very passionate about—

as a Clinical Social Work grad student, one would certainly

hope I give a hoot about people and our feelings.

At the risk of being too flippant with my self-disclosure,
I will say that my track record for keeping myself together
is a bit spotty.
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Mental health is something I am very
passionate about—as a Clinical Social
Work grad student, one would certainly
hope I give a hoot about people and our
feelings. At the risk of being too flippant
with my self-disclosure, I will say that my
track record for keeping myself together
is a bit spotty.
As I have gotten older, I realized that’s
neither a good nor a bad thing: it just is.
I have also realized how large a part I
play in my mental health–sure, it’s nice
to blame social media or the state of the
economy on my misplaced anxiety, but
in taking ownership over my feelings, I
have found some success in dodging or
mediating problems. Lately, it seems as
though I can’t talk to any of my friends
without the words “anxiety” and/or
“depression” coming up in conversation.
Yes, I realize I am in the mental health
field, so I unintentionally end up therapizing those closest to me.
Also, they may be more eager to
discuss their hardships with me, because
of the rapport we have been establishing
for ten-plus years of friendship…but I still
find it interesting that everyone I know
is either anxious or depressed–self-included. There is so stinkin’ much going
on in our society, feelings of dread and
hopelessness can become completely
overwhelming. By no means is this
specific for millennials, but for the sake
of keeping this editorial from turning
into a manifesto, I will only speak for the
population I am a part of.

The Short and Skinny
on the Situation
Speaking of speaking, can I just say that
all these little naggy voices in my head
are getting super annoying? I am not
trying to out myself as the next David
Berkowitz, but I think we all feel like this
sometimes. In fact, in psychology, there
is a model called internal family systems
theory, which runs on the assumption
that people have multiple players/voices
in their head at any given time. So, if you
ever see me talking to myself, I am not
crazy; I am just settling an argument
between my cookie-wanting childish
side and my you-don’t-need-that authoritative side. No big deal.

On a more serious note, when I do
get bogged down in day-to-day shenanigans, I’ve learned that I need to be
diligent about checking in on myself
to ensure I’m not slipping into berating
internal dialogues or letting unhealthy
behaviors go unnoticed. As an example,
anything that can be seen as a coping
behavior, I question my motivations for
doing it: Am I drinking with my friends
on a Wednesday night because I love
my friends, or because I don’t want to
deal with my insomnia? Am I skipping a
shower today because I want to enjoy
being lazy, or because I am too blue and
lethargic to walk all the way upstairs?
These regular check-ins have been
helpful lately in keeping me mindful and
self-aware. If during my introspection, I
determine I’m being deflective, avoidant,
or showing any medley of depressive
symptoms—then it’s time to take off my
little ego hat and talk to someone.

Honesty with Self and Others
If only it were that easy to stripe away
ego, right? Freud would have had a much
more lackluster career. Combating ego
is hard–very hard. Like, people literally
climb mountains in order to preserve
their sense of ego. I’m an internal
processor, which means, I normally
cannot think through my emotions in
the moment of conflict. I need to take a
few hours (or days) to figure out what I
was really feeling while inside a moment
and then determine how I want to move
forward. External processors like to get
everyone out and in the open at the point
of contention. By the by, if you are not
sure which you are, and want to learn
more about communications techniques
for internal vs external processors, there
are several quizzes and articles online.
As an internal processor, it can
sometimes take me awhile to admit I
need help–I have noticed that the larger
the problem is, the more likely I am to put
off asking for help. To reference Freud
again, it seems that the more shame I feel
in a situation, the more my ego struggles,
and I want to keep all my neurotic little
thoughts to myself. With a supportive
family and partner, and simple practice,
I have learned the pattern: I get anxious/

CONTINUED

As an internal
processor, it can
sometimes take me
awhile to admit I need
help–I have noticed
that the larger the
problem is, the more
likely I am to put off
asking for help.
To reference Freud
again, it seems that
the more shame I feel
in a situation, the
more my ego struggles,
and I want to keep
all my neurotic little
thoughts to myself.
With a supportive
family and partner,
and simple practice,
I have learned the
pattern: I get anxious/
depressive; they ask
what’s wrong; I give a
half-hearted answer;
I wait a few hours;
I give a real answer;
they shower me with
love and support;
I feel better.
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CONTINUED

depressive; they ask what’s wrong; I give a half-hearted answer; I wait a few hours;
I give a real answer; they shower me with love and support; I feel better.
The conversation is almost never as nerve-racking as I think it’s going to be.
Being honest with myself about needing time to think allows me to be more true
to my ego and my family. Learning to become more emotionally transparent has
also been invaluable to my romantic relationship. But that’s another story…

Tricking My Body and Mind for Their Own Good
Raise your hand if you have a gym membership you pay for, but have not been to
the gym in at least two months. Despite all my nighttime fantasies of changing my
lifestyle and hitting the gym the next morning, when sunlight breaks, all those hopes
and aspirations turn into tubby little swans, content to watch me work from bed or
watch YouTube videos. Then, as soon as bedtime hits, the swans suddenly want
to do an hour of cardio and flex on the men in the free weight section. I actually
like the weights; they make me feel like a modern day Xena. But cardio can kiss
my buns. No. Thank. You.
As mentioned, I am currently working from home, so I tend to spend an absolutely
embarrassing amount of time sitting in my living room. In addition to this messing
with my mental health, it was also taking a massive toll on my tummy, so about a
week ago I started trying to trick my body into moving more. If my brain sends the
message that we are going to the gym, my body will find a slew of reasons she
does not want to leave the house. However, if I tell me that I am going to go to the
zoo, or to swim, or to shop, she is perfectly on board.
It seems like minimal movement, and sure, making a few laps in the pool may
not be on par with what those protein-shake-chugging-10-mile-running loonies are
doing, and that’s just fine. I took myself to the zoo because I needed a pick-me-up,
animals are cute, and my local zoo does half-priced tickets on Tuesdays, which
made my budget app happy. During my most recent blue streak, I also helped
out with my local food bank. Anyone who has ever worked in a food bank knows
how much manual labor goes into that gig. Squatting, hauling, lifting, bending,
hustling–it’s a lot.
I worked for this food bank for about a year, but had not been there in about two
months. As soon as I walked through the doors, I was greeted with smiles, hugs, and
words of affirmation. It felt like a family reunion, sans the hoard of canned goods.
Then, the next day, I roped my dad into joining me with another food bank project.
Though my dad and I did not talk about anything serious, we were able to hang
out, while also feeling empowered by doing a good deed. In short, yes, I did go a
whole ‘nother week paying for a membership that I did not use, and that’s okay.
I finished a work project. I got to see a mighty lioness sleeping like a two-pound
kitten (and, y’all, she was the cutest potato of the savanna I have ever seen). I saw
old friends, bonded with my dad, and did something good for the community.
It’s easy to think of all the things we did not do this week. But let’s take a moment
to appreciate all that we have. Did you call your mom just to chat? Clean without
being nagged into it by either your partner or your own brain? Get a task checked
off the to-do list? Feed your pet? Eat a proper meal? Take an inventory of all the
things you accomplished, and be proud.
Mental illness likes to downplay our accomplishments, and that’s total malarkey.
Sometimes, taking baby steps is all we can do, and that’s all we should do. Be your
own sunshine.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: Cassidy Clevenger is a Samford University alum. She completed her
MSW in Social Work, with an emphasis on Counseling.
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EXERCISING
THROUGH THE DECADES
BY 40 YEARS A DIETER

For someone my age (in my 70s—VERY
early 70s), there has been a wide variety of
exercise options over the years. Ironically, perhaps, I
first began to think about starting some type of exercise
program in the 1970’s. Those were my child bearing
years—three children all born that decade—and I’m
sure a lot of you who are reading this will understand and commiserate.
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EXERCISING THROUGH THE DECADES

You Don’t Know Jack…
or Maybe You Do
In my 20’s, I had lots of energy, so the
thought of starting a habit of exercise
was not a scary one. I had heard of a
man named Jack LaLanne, who was
one of the first people to talk about
healthy diet and exercise. His stuff
was mostly calisthenics—you know,
lots of hard stretches and crunches,
toe touches and twisting, jumping
jacks and pushups—which a lot of
people nowadays use as a warm-up
to aerobic exercises. He was enthusiastic and charming about it, so it was
fun to exercise along with him.
He did this thing like the Romper
Room show used to do, remember?
She would peer into the “magic mirror”
and see Susie, Sally, Tommy, Billy, etc.
watching from home. I always wanted
her to call MY name so bad, which
never happened. Jack would look
into the camera and pretend to see
someone at home doing the exercise
wrong or not doing it at all, sitting in a
chair in their living room. What a hoot!

Exercise with Jane!

VOL.2

You MOST Definitely
Remember Jane
In my 30’s, after giving birth to three
children, I wasn’t nearly as enthusiastic
about exercising, but I needed it more
than I did in the previous decade. In
the 80’s, Jane Fonda came out with
her videos that included the calisthenics, along with step aerobics. She
was in her 40’s at that time, and her
body was unbelievably fit and sexy.
People like me rushed to purchase
those videos and follow along at home,
hoping against hope that OUR bodies
could look like hers. AS IF!
If you have never seen any of those
videos, she had several people in it
with her doing the exercises, all with
bodies just like hers. Some of them
were doing the “beginner” version,
and others doing the advanced
version with her. (By the way, she is
in her 80’s now and is still gorgeous
and fit.) I followed this habit for months,
and I’m sure I was more fit afterwards,
if not more sexy.

CONTINUED

Dancing with the Oldies
In my 40’s (the 90’s decade), Richard
Simmons came along with “Dancing
with the Oldies,” which appealed to me
because of the oldies part. It brought
back memories of my youth, dancing
my time away as if I were 16 again. I
had to get over the fact that the leader
wore tiny short shorts and tank t-shirts
and was silly to the extreme. He always
had several people doing the exercise
dances with him too, and most of them
were my size or larger—not fitness
models—so there was something
comforting about that.
Something else I did during this time
was try classes at the gym with real-life
coaches pushing us to “feel the pain”
and remind us, “No pain, no gain.” We
exhausted ourselves together. I am
competitive by nature, so I was never
going to stop before anyone else did.
Luckily, my heart didn’t stop either.

50, and The Exercise Hell
That Followed
That brings me to my 50’s (00’s
decade). That’s when strength training
was encouraged, along with aerobics,
especially for people my age because
of bone density. I went all in, joining a
gym with every modern-day torture
machine imaginable. I got my personal
trainer who introduced me to all of
them, showing me the correct way
to use them. I faithfully recorded my
times and machine settings and reps
(repetitions for any neophytes). There
were machines to strengthen arms,
legs, backs…pretty much every inch
of your body.
The stair-master type was my
personal downfall. I think that’s the
only furniture in hell. If so, I will forever
try to lead a sin-free life. I went to that
torture chamber faithfully for a full
year, at least three times a week. My
husband told me I’d get to the point
of enjoying it and eventually miss it if
I didn’t go. Well, that did not happen.
Everyone said that I would feel the
benefit of it and eventually be so glad
that I did it…well, that didn’t happen
either. Since that was obviously not for
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me, I moved to yoga. A friend from church, who was about 15 years
older than I was, served as my encourager. She had been doing yoga
for years; she was healthy, fit, and spry. When I went to my first class,
she was the best one there, besides the teacher. There were people
there decades younger than she was, who were struggling with the
positions. So, I gave it a try, again for a full year, twice a week.
My friend said that I would get to the point of enjoying it and miss
it if I didn’t go…that didn’t happen. Everyone said that I would feel
the benefit of it and be so glad that I did it…that didn’t happen either.
(See a pattern here?) I sincerely hated every minute of yoga class.
So, there I was in my 60’s, almost to the end of that decade. While
I had always played tennis, my game–when I started back–was not
what it used to be, so the exercise I get was less strenuous.

Fun Fitness in 2020
Here now, at 71, I still have tennis that isn’t terribly strenuous.
However, I’m having fun, so that keeps me coming back. I have the
ubiquitous smartwatch to keep track of my steps, of course—doesn’t
everybody? On the days I play tennis, I relieve myself of the pressure
of the 10,000 steps. Other days, I do put pressure on myself to get
to the magic number.
In my younger years of tennis, I tried all those other exercises to
strengthen my tennis game. Now, though, my thoughts are just to
play the game for fun. Hopefully, my walking 10,000 steps while
listening to books on tape will be entertaining enough to keep me
faithful. Okay, okay, I know that exercising is important to my health.
You’ll get no argument from me on that. While I don’t always enjoy
it (or miss it), I do feel the benefit of those activities. So, don’t worry
about me. I’m strapping my smartwatch to my wrist and/or picking
up my racket. I’m it for the long haul. Competitors don’t quit.

Here now, at 71, I still have tennis that isn’t terribly strenuous.
However, I’m having fun, so that keeps me coming back. I have
the ubiquitous smartwatch to keep track of my steps, of course—
doesn’t everybody? On the days I play tennis, I relieve myself of
the pressure of the 10,000 steps. Other days, I do put pressure
on myself to get to the magic number.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: 40 Years a Dieter is a sassy senior who was a state
tennis champion for years in her 30s and 40s and can still hit the tennis court
pretty hard. Having tried nearly every diet fad that was promoted in the 80s,
90s, and throughout the new millennium, she’s definitely dabbled in diet for
most of her adult life.
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PERFECT
MY VERSION OF

B Y T R I AT H A M A M I

When my alarm goes off in the wee hours of the
dark dawn, I jump out of bed and head to the gym
for my training workout. Yeah, that is so far from the
truth that it kind of makes me nauseous to say it.
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This morning, after my alarm went off
repeatedly, I scanned news stories on
my iPhone (after checking Instagram
and emails first of course), and up
pops the headline: The Perfect Race
Plan. Don’t get me started—well, I
take that back because it’s too late
now. The PERFECT Race Plan. The
only place I have what I assume to be
perfect plans are in my head.

Morning Swim
I planned to get in a swim early this
morning, but I was at the theater with
my son for his final dress rehearsal
until almost 11 PM, and I was tired as

My coach (yep, I have a coach…don’t judge, we’ll talk
about that later) scheduled a swim for today. Short,
intense intervals that leave me out of breath followed
immediately by slow recovery laps. Then I do it all
again and again until I complete the workout he has
so beautifully (perfectly?) crafted for me. When I swim
a slow lap, after busting my non-existent balls on the
previous lap, I have to figure out how to deal with
being out of breath, my heart-racing and then bringing
myself back down to prepare to do it all again. It’s good
practice. And you know what they say about practice…

Missing my Kids
I didn’t get to the pool this morning
either. I could go tonight during
another dress rehearsal. Those things
take forever. However, if I swim tonight
then I’m away from home and my two
kids for yet another evening.
Yesterday I saw my children when I
left for work in the morning and didn’t
get home until they were both fast
asleep. Not what I planned. Not so
perfect. Of course, I was reminded by
my helpful online calendar that I was
also invited to a goodbye party at 6
pm for a gentleman who has been on
the board I’m on for the past 11 years.
I’m on the board of my son’s dance
school—not sure why I’ve been included—I’m not money, don’t have money
connections or friends in high places.
But I do think the dance program rocks,
their community outreach is beyond
amazing, the teachers are wicked
talented, and my kids have danced
there for 10 years. But I digress.

Choices to Make
Kids? Swim? Party? My family is my
priority, so it should be a clear-cut
choice, but it’s not. If work calms
down, I may be able to get in a swim
before my son goes to rehearsal; then
I can either go home and hang with my
other two little monsters or get myself
post-pool presentable and make an
appearance at the party. If I can’t
swim until this evening, then things
get trickier. Round and round we go.

Out of Breath

hell. He fell asleep on the car ride
home smelling every bit as pleasant
as a 10-year old boy who hasn’t had
a shower in two days can. But he was
so sweet curled up in the back seat
(yes, with his seatbelt on) and just
so perfect. I didn’t swim. I’m better
at justifying than getting out of bed
apparently.
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My coach (yep, I have a coach…don’t
judge, we’ll talk about that later)
scheduled a swim for today. Short,
intense intervals that leave me out of
breath followed immediately by slow
recovery laps. Then I do it all again
and again until I complete the workout
he has so beautifully (perfectly?)
crafted for me.
I had an epiphany during my last
swim. When I swim a slow lap, after
busting my non-existent balls on the

breathe
breathe
breathe
breathe
breathe
breathe

breathe
breathe
breathe
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MY VERSION OF PERFECT

previous lap, I have to figure out how to
deal with being out of breath, my heartracing and then bringing myself back
down to prepare to do it all again. It’s
good practice. And you know what they
say about practice…
There are days as a mom of three
that I feel mentally out of breath, heart
racing, and unsure if I can complete what
has been set before me—get everyone
fed and where they are supposed to be
sort of on time. I’m not always on my
best behavior on those days—I jump to
conclusions, I get impatient, and I raise
my voice. I need to just put my head back
in the water and keep swimming. I know
it’s a bad Dory metaphor, but I feel the
similarities between training for an event
and making ends meet in my daily life.
Training has made me realize I can do
more than I thought I could; it just takes
time and practice. Also, happy mistakes
are mixed with a bit of insanity. I have
been a mom for 20 years, and I do get
better at it,sometimes—don’t ask my
kids to verify that. I just don’t freak out
as much over the little things. The same
goes for training for a triathlon.

Getting It Right

The Perfect Race Plan

the task before me.

The perfect plan does not equal the
perfect race. I was told when I signed
up for my first marathon to have multiple
goals for the race so if one doesn’t
happen (or two or three) there are others
you can write home about. The first
advice I received from a runner about
running 26.2 miles was to get to the start
line healthy and try to cross the finish
line standing up. That last bit should have
clued me into the task before me.
I have had races I trained well for and
races I probably shouldn’t have run, but
I always crossed the finish line standing
up (so far). The odd thing about long-distance running is you can have all the prep
in the world and still have the wheels fall
off with little explanation—sometimes it’s
purely mental. It just wasn’t a good day to
run. Chalk it up and move on. Don’t get
hung up. Live and learn. Blah blah blah.
Races don’t care if you get it perfect or
not—there’s always another race. There’s
always another day to try and “get it
right,” whatever the hell that looks like.

CONTINUED

What getting it right means to me is by
the end of the day I’ve spent time with
each of my astounding kids, I managed to
get in a training session, I pushed myself
harder than I thought I could, and I was
productive at work—my creativity was
on and designs fell into place and all my
bosses are happy. It means my family was
fed and loved on; at some point, there
was real laughter. And hugs. Hugs are
important.

The perfect plan does not equal the perfect race. I
was told when I signed up for my first marathon to
have multiple goals for the race so if one doesn’t
happen (or two or three) there are others you can
write home about. The first advice I received from a
runner about running 26.2 miles was to get to the
start line healthy and try to cross the finish line
standing up. That last bit should have clued me into

I experience perfect moments in my
life all the time, but they are not of my
own doing. My days never turn out as
planned, but I don’t freak out as much
anymore—life on life’s terms. I know
that I will put my head on my pillow at
some point tonight and set my alarm for
a time I probably won’t get up at. It’s okay
though. Nothing’s perfect.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: TriathaMami is a mother of three who works full-time and had been
regularly training for triathlons until “Jack,” a nefarious and incredibly annoying schwannoma
(nerve tumor), crawled up her spine. The jerk.
Pre-Jack, she completed 8 full marathons, 11
half marathons, sprint, Olympic and endurance
distance triathlons and a half-ironman.
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The path to
mental health
can be a fun one.

HEALING ARTS
COMING WINTER 2022

