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‘Gazetts Colebrations

‘Making war, and then some

sort of peace, with Ba

When my daughter Naomi
turned 4, she recetved her first two
Barbie dolls. In most households this
would not matter In mine, Barbies
i iy o bemrevampec an bl

rev.
t\eﬁv:'eymmssud\asm‘ped&hecﬁvem'
or even President Barbie — I didn't
want my daughter unduly influ-

y position was clear: If mothers
of boys could forbid toy and vi-
olerce-promoting action , 1
could ban Barbie.

But in a flash, it was too late, be-
cause Naomi, who had been begging
me for a Barbie doll for some time,
had been offered two from the treas-
ured private collection of her 11-year-
oldaxmt.NowIwasinabix;ﬂa
giving was so spontaneous
erous, | was reluctant o show my
i lest Naomi misunder-
stand. Stuck in one of those unenvi-
able parental binds, I knew I was

ing to have to yield. As I watched
ﬁaomi laying joyously with her
knew she was way too
yom\Eg)mundelstandwh 1
the plastic bubblehead. However, as
afetgi‘ﬂniystpaxl\azntlﬁveitismver
too toplant a b icular}
withmyfaslt)lmmin dagamten Y

"Ha," I said, i ie and
twisting her leg into an awkward po-

sition, ing it would come
,oﬁsomdm;ﬁainﬁ\em
"Look how long these are. How silly.”
I tumed Barbie over and lifted up her
sldlt'lAnddmeboobs?Have?you
ever seen such enormnous ones?”

(Never mind that the answer is yes,
since in fact I am frequently pulfs

out my own enormous ones to nurse

new di

her brother).
Bntg\en t on cue, as if plant- -

ed from Mattel to weed out danger-
mxsmoﬂﬂslikeme,heratmtm
up. "Iwish Thad a body like ie."
'Wh}f'lasked,wanﬁngtobesme
that [ wasn't imagining this ex-

k she’s so skinuty. Look at
those hips. I wish I were that thin." _
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Never mind that this 11-year-old

irl is not , but also a

géx'amhmgodm
vaa:biebmdndus&nt :

g e e
was

yond repaiz, but was relieved to see

she was ing Barbie on her head

While she slept, I struggled to de-
was worth the warry. The dotl

oouldn’t
to furtively eliminate the dolls. Final-
ly I decided I could run a series of

sdentific expgriments on Barbie and

if ing happened to her in the
'pm&m'woddbesad,

wouldn't it? xmdmg\ ight, 1 had come
up with the ing hypotheses to
test

shaped like a projectile, does
likeaonewhmhurledﬁomaspezd-

ing car?
Meltability: How would it
ting point in

take her to reach her
a toaster ()V(-:n’.;f hh

Sailability: were put at
a 180 d angle,oen%sdowngsa
rudder, the other up with a sail,
t1w.lb(mldshesinkm oat in the bath-

?

And, my favorite: Chewability: If
accidentally har;gsg htgrd brother
or pet German to
gugit would Barbie mmm%u E\gy fa-
vored toy?

With a vivid ima; ofi’&;is]asttest

ifti m finally re-
e o e i
It tumed out that I never got to

rbie

run the experiments. Once the eu-
phoria wore off Naomi no longer
askedforBarbiesandmelm yed
with the ones she had. She
bounced between her toys.

On those days when she does
want to play with them, though, we
all get into it in our own particular
way and I am pleased to say that
have made a tentative peace with
Barbie. All it took was a little imagj-
nation. One hot and sticky day last
summer, we removed their clothes
and pretended to take them skinny-

di :
Pgiu;gha," I laughed. "Look at those

silly Barbies."

"Yes," agreed Naomi, completely

i now. Th?v sure are
furmy looking. Who would want legs

So we helped Barbies train for
their triathlon; they swam laPs, raced
bikes and ran. When it was time %o
g0 home we put them on their pre-
tend motorcydes and they roared to
a restaurant, where 1 assured Naomi,
they ate a VERY big meal.



