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/Zoom In, Zumba Away

By HENRY ALFORD

HENEVER I read about people who are in

thrall to a dance craze, my world suddenly

seems too small. Oh, to dance the mazurka

until my footmen are forced to carry me
home on a makeshift gurney at dawn; oh, to spurn a din-
ner invitation to Scott and Zelda’s because I literally can-
not stop doing the Charleston.

More recent offerings like the achy-breaky and the
lambada held no appeal for me: one brought to mind the
phrase “ratty mullet”; the other, “pelvic wallop.” For all
know, Macarena is Portuguese for “a large room in
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which women apply makeup.”

But I recently started doing Zumba, the dance and
fitness phenomenon that, in 125 countries, has been
whipping some 12 million people into a lather for the last
decade, including everyone from Wyclef Jean to the writ-
er Susan Orlean.

I can safely say that dance-wise it’s the closest I
have ever come to losing my mind. To wit: when I went
to an elegant stand-up cocktail party in the San Remo
building some weeks ago, I was moved to enact for a fel-
low swiller of white wine a bit of Zumba choreography
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JOINING THE PARTY Members of a Zumba class stretching and stepping at the Chinatown Y.M.C.A.






