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Buying a swimsuit with the wife takes years off your life

man should never go along
A when his wife decides to

go shopping for a bathing
wuit. It sounds kind of sexy, but it
eally isn't. And yet, when my wife
mnnounced she was in the market for
1 new suit, I went with her, although
ruthfully, I only went because I
teeded new socks and I hate driving
othemall. | :

Still, I should have listened to that
ittle voice in my head telling me it
vas a bad idea. Actually, it was more -
ike a foghorn warning, but I really
leeded socks. _

When a man buys a new pair of
wim trunks, it's a pretty simple
rocess. You go to the far corner
f the men’s department, find the
ingle rack of trunks, ask a passing
lerk, “Where are the mediums?”

grab a pair in
navy blue, pay and
you're right back
in the car. Women
approach the
process differently.
First, women ~
actually care how

. they look in a
YO Bill “/" bathing suit. So,
Nash.;5 when your wife

———— asks your opinion
about a particular suit, the answer
is ALWAYS, “You look great!” The
truth is, some women (not my wife,
or your wife, of course) choose
full-coverage models and end up
looking like a hot air balloon. Other
women (again, no wife I'm actually
acquainted with), choose skimpier
models and leave you wishing they’d

gone with the hot air balloon. But
regardless of where they fall on that
continuum, when a woman finally
decides on a swimsuit, it is only
after a great deal of introspection,
trial and error, and flattering
lighting. So, say it looks great and
escape with your life.
- Personally, I don’t know how
a woman ever chooses a suit.
When my wife and I walked into
the department store there were
racks and racks of suits, tops here,
bottoms there, and a staggering
tangle of strings, straps and bows.
I looked, and I couldn’t find a sign
anywhere that said “mediums.”
Since it was the season, [ also
looked to see if they had a teenie-
weenie yellow polka dot bikini. They
didn’t. It was just as well, as my wife

wouldn’t have liked it anyway. Every
now and then I'd hold up a suit and
say, “How about this one?”

At first my wife would just shoot
me a look and say, “No.” Then she
stopped responding entirely. I was
just trying to be helpful, but I didn’t
mean to imply that I had any part
in my wife’s ultimate decision. My .
opinions were neither solicited nor -
accepted, so I decided to just back
off and wait her out.

- Eventually, my wife emerged from
the racks clutching a handful of
hangers, each trailing colorful bits
of fabric and enough straps to tie
down a load on an eighteen-wheeler.
She veered off down an aisle, I fell
in behind her and we were off to the
fitting rooms.

There’s just nothing to be gained

by a man hanging around the
women'’s fitting rooms so I sort of
lingered out in the main aisle trying
not to look like a shoplifter. My wife
saved me. “Babe, there’s a chair over
here.”

I knew I was in for a wait, so the
chair was a godsend. There was °
no TV, but still, it was better than
standing in the aisle. So, I sat, got
comfortable, and went into a coma.
When my wife came out, I was much
older, but well rested.
" In the end, she found a suit she
liked, I bought my socks and we-
lived to tell the tale.

—Bill Nash is a Star columnist. Contact
him at bnash805@aol.com or visit him |
online at http://uww.billnashonline.
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