


ROAD TEST 
CORE OBJECTIVES 
Sigourney Cantelo 
wrestles with a new fitness 
trend - Pilates fused with 
strength training - and 
comes out on top. 

P 
ilates and I never really hit it off. 
I really wanted to love it, having 
heard its countless benefits 
extolled by pint-sized make-up 
artists, post-pregnancy freaks 

(Miranda Kerr, I'm talking to you) and 
sinewy supermodels (Claudia Schiffer was 
breathless about it). 

Maybe it's my fault we just couldn't 
make a go of it. I was too impatient, too 
undisciplined. I tried group classes, but my 
core was too weak and I kept putting my 
neck out. Remedial Pilates with a physio 
helped but it was like watching paint dry. 
Grey paint. I booked some private lessons 
at another studio only to spend the next 
three classes lying inert on the ground 
trying to follow some airy instructions 
about imperceptible movements. It was 
expensive and frustrating, and there were 
certainly no rock-hard abs at the end of it. 

Just as I was about to give up and go 
back to yoga, I noticed a sleek new studio 
on Sydney's Oxford Street, Paddington. 
Inside were what looked like Pilates 
reformers - but souped-up versions. They 
were wider and double-ended with extra 
straps, pulleys and a set of weights stacked 
at their base. The name on the sign, 
Physicore, promised something vigorous, 
energetic and, more importantly, core
strengthening. I was sold. 

I arrive for the first group lesson and 
meet the owner, Catharine Rose, a fresh
faced vision of health, clad in Lucas 
Hugh. Rose discovered the method in 
London (where it's called Dynamic 
Pilates), lost seven kilograms, and decided 
to bring it to Austral ia. The method 
originated in LA (naturally), where it's 
called Lagree Fitness, after its founder, 
Sebastien Lagree, who is continually 
evolving the machines and method. This 
"Pilates on steroids", as it's known, has 
been linked to countless chiselled 
celebrities, including Jennifer Aniston, 
Nicole Kidman and Courtney Cox. Rose 
is the only distributor of Lagree in 
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Australia so far, but is planning on 
opening more studios around the country. 

We climb on to our reformers - or 
megaformers, as they're known - and 
begin a series of exercises including lunges 
and bridges using ropes, springs and hand 
weights as resistance. Each exercise is 
repeated for between one to two minutes, 
until your muscles are at exhaustion and 
you're puffing with exertion. 

"The idea is that you're building muscle, 
which gets your metabolism going - and 
you're burning a lot more calories than 
you would in regular Pilates," explains 
Rose. "There are a lot of compound moves 
- so you're working more muscle groups." 

As we move into each new position my 
hands are shaking so much I can barely 
change the springs. Thankfully I'm not 
the only one. Next to me, a fashion 
designer is soaking her Adidas by Stella 

"I REALISE 
HAPPILY THAT 

I HAVE FINALLY 
MADE MY PEACE 
WITH PILATES" 

McCartney through, and on my other 
side, a sixtysomething Spanish woman is 
pink-faced and cursing in Catalan. 

Rose tells me there are more than 1,000 
exercises you can do and the instructors 
change them every session to keep your 
body guessing and your boredom at bay. 
Don't let their innocuous sounding names 
fool you. The Wheelbarrow is not quaint, 
The Spotty Dog is not cute and The Cat 
Fish is not graceful. I limp through 
several sets and, just as I find myself 
looking desperately at the clock, the 
50-minute class is over and we stretch 
down. I hobble back out into the sunshine, 
quivering but electric with endorphins. 

I commit to two sessions a week and 
sometimes I really have to negotiate with 
myself (just eight more, Sigourney, and 
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you can have those A lexander Wang 
pants). But then, after about two months, 
something happens. My stamina improves, 
so that I can complete the sets without 
stopping. And when that happens, it's like 
poetry in motion. Everything fades as you 
do rep after rep after rep. It's just me and 
the machine. And - hallelujah - I'm 
wiggling into my pre-baby Paige jeans. 

1here are other stories like mine: like 
the Pilates teacher who secretly steals 
away to do Physicore in her down time. 
She tells me she's lost four kilograms and 
six centimetres from her already slim 
hips. "It's all about the butt- you get the 
"Physicore butt" - it's high and pert," she 
rasps out while doing a torture move 
known as the Bungee Kick. 

When I find myself in LA for work, 
I take a trip to the West H ollywood home 
of Lagree Fitness, Pilates Plus, to meet 
Sebastien Lagree and take a class. 1he 
studio is in the base of an office building 
on Melrose, with black walls, a DJ booth 
and rows of the next-generation 
megaformers, which are even bigger and 
scarier-looking than the ones at home. 
Lagree shakes my hand, all six-foot
something with Tarzan-length hair and 
Armani sweats. He tells me about his 
journey from bodybuilding to Pilates. 

"I wanted to create a workout that 
would combine the intensity, the shape 
shifting, toning, sculpting benefits of 
body building with the therapeutic, 
restorative, balancing qualities ofPilates," 
he says. He is continually redesigning 
machines, which are made in the US 
according to his detailed drawings. 

He's equal parts visionary, equal parts 
zealot with that kind of unshakeable 
assuredness you only find in LA. "This is 
a workout that is both fire and water at the 
same time: it's the future of fitness," he 
declares. "By the year 2050 half of the 
human beings will do my workout." 

I stay on for a class with one of his 
instructors who yells at us to "keep with 
it, people!" but he's scary and I'm not as 
familiar with these machines. I find 
myself longing for the gentle instructors 
at my Paddington studio. 

Back at home I sign up for another 20 
classes and realise happily that I have 
finally made my peace with Pilates. And 
it's a relationship this human being is 
prepared to work on. With benefits like 
these, I'd be mad not to. 


