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Lorraine Sommerfeld had never even liked boxing or working out.
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Lorraine Sommerfeld and novelist Craig Davidson spar.

It was the challenge that attracted her to the ring. But it turns out boxing is fun, and that had Lorraine right hooked.

By Lorraine Sommerfeld
Toronto Star(Sep 27, 2006) 

THE CHALLENGE

Athletes often write books. Once in awhile writers become athletic.

Occasionally, these paths will collide.

On a recent August morning, I should have been minding my own business when, while reading the Toronto Star, I came upon a challenge issued by a young writer, Craig Davidson.

He had written an entertaining piece on his latest publicity quest for his new novel, The Fighter.

The Fighter is about boxing and Craig's publicist at Penguin Canada told him he would be boxing someone, preferably another writer, to publicize the book.

Craig needed a challenger.

What I did next should come as no surprise to those of you who know me as the Motherlode columnist. I accepted the challenge.

Have I been hiding a secret life as a boxer from you? No. I don't know anything about the sport. I don't watch it and I don't even like it. I consider these facts "details." I don't let them get in the way.

Actually, I just responded to be funny. And it was funny until Penguin called me.

"Can we put your letter up on the official The Fighter website?"

"Well, sure," I replied, stupidly flattered.

The word "publicity" is often followed by the word "stunt."

I was soon meeting with Craig's publicist, Stephen Myers, shortly after that phone call.

I found myself staring at a lad much younger than I.

He found himself staring at a middle-aged mother of two who had lost her mind.

To avoid orphaning my children, we decided I would train for two weeks and do a publicity sparring match with Craig prior to the main event.

Toronto bookstore Pages Books sponsors This Is Not A Reading Series. Instead of having an author read from his book, they stage more exciting events -- like a boxing match.

Florida Jack's Boxing Club in Toronto is to be the venue for a real event on Oct. 5 between Craig and another novelist, Michael Knox.

Both have had boxing training and people are going to get hurt. I did not want to be one of them.

I just wanted to see what a writer was willing to put himself through for his art. I soon found out.

THE TRAINING

I don't work out. I don't own workout clothes. I don't own workout attitude. My mother always said I was made from spare parts because virtually every part of my body has been straightened, twisted, operated on or in chronic pain since I was a child.

I swim when I can because the water is a gentle buffer in a cruel world.

With this mindset, I inched my way over the threshold of All Canadian Fitness.

The owner, Ernie Schramayr, came bounding over, exuding a disturbing abundance of health and fitness. Ernie is a former Ticat and now a personal trainer, and as I looked at this maniacally fit person, I decided I had made a huge mistake.

In order to explain my situation, I met with Ernie and his fellow trainer, Adam Higson.

For the past decade, Adam has won Muay Thai and kickboxing championships all over North America. Adam looks like a boxing champion. Ernie looks like a football player. I look like a writer.

These men outlined a surefire program guaranteed to get someone into phenomenal shape. They can take a lump of clay (I put up my hand) and transform it.

Adam assured me that if I was dedicated to learning, he could teach me just enough technique not to embarrass myself and just enough ducking moves not to get myself killed.

Ernie would be in charge of my endurance training. Their program is 12 weeks. I politely informed them I had two.

We started immediately. On the first day, Adam told me to run about 20 metres.

I stared at him blankly. I would only run if I were on fire and I've never been on fire.

It took me about 30 seconds to understand that publicity stunt or not, All Canadian Fitness was not going to let me out of there with just window dressing.

Unbelievably, after boxing for just 20 minutes, I was hooked. I have never had more fun in my life.

I was alternating boxing and training every day. For three days, I lived in a fog of pain.

To document the journey, I started The Pain Diaries on my website (lorraineonline.ca). Lying down hurt, sitting up hurt, walking hurt, just breathing hurt. But listening to Adam's and Ernie's lies that I would feel better soon, hurt the most. Such nice boys to be so full of nonsense.

On the fourth morning, with birds chirping and angels singing, I awoke with almost no pain. I couldn't wait to pull on the gloves and I raced down to the gym to show everyone the beginning of two little marks on my tummy. I had a two-pack starting.

Create a little definition on a woman in four days and she'll be yours forever.

MY MAIN EVENT

My sparring match with Craig was destined to be incredibly one-sided. The Penguin lawyers had seen to that, as had my sisters.

What started as a publicity stunt had turned into something else for me. I had listened and I had learned. I had run and grunted and stretched and lifted and scrunched in every way I was told.

I had also decided that I wanted to keep doing this, long after the photographers had left the building.

Craig and I would be meeting at Florida Jack's Boxing Club in Toronto on Sept. 22.

A couple of days beforehand, I went and bought my own boxing gloves. It was a rite of passage, like my first training bra.

Except I actually needed boxing gloves.

I took my retired high school English teacher, Arlene Miller, with me. I asked if she would be my cut man. She solemnly said yes.

She then asked what a cut man was. I also brought my webgod Jeff, from SlypigPro, to take some photos. Every time I said the word "fight" on the way there, he helpfully supplied the word "fake" to clarify.

That morning was the first time I'd ever laid eyes on a boxing ring. It's huge.

Everyone was there -- the gym owners, Craig and his publicist, my little posse and a few workmen standing around. I felt a little dorkish until I got my gloves on. I started punching away on a hanging bag until someone told me to stop.

A photographer was setting up for lighting, which took away some of the blood sport feel a real event probably has.

We already knew that Craig was basically just going to let me hit him, which lent itself nicely to my gladiator attitude.

I debuted my jab, got in the howizter and started getting all fancy with a few uppercuts.

As Craig turned his open side toward me, I lunged out with a right hook that had a mind of its own. He grunted a little and I instantly apologized, "SORRY!"

I guess even Adam and Ernie can't make a killer out of me.



	

	


