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“THE JOYS OF TURNING 40”

Twelve more days: That’s how much longer I have to be 39. I keep waiting for the panic to set in, but so far the countdown to 40 is going very smoothly.

Looking back over the past 10 years, I’m glad to say my 30s were everything I hoped for - and much more. I’ve enjoyed many personal and professional successes, met the man of my dreams, got married and became a mom. My 20s were fun, but my 30s were much better.

I actually spent the last half of my 20s looking forward to my 30th birthday. To me, 30 meant I was a grown-up and a force to be reckoned with. Having started my career as a blonde TV weather-girl, I was desperate to be taken seriously as a news anchor and reporter. Thirty was a badge of honor I'd worked my tail off for.

Now I’m facing 40.

I am very lucky to have a close circle of girlfriends to sail over this latest milestone with. These seven women and I were brought together in the late 1980s while performing on a dance team. 

It’s hard for me to believe, but by summer’s end we will all be in our 40s.

To celebrate, we decided to meet in Las Vegas for a long “girls’ weekend.” Spending time with these women is always good for my soul, but this was a trip I really needed. Not only was I facing the “Big 4-Oh,” it was the first time I’d been separated from my baby for more than a few hours. Anticipating how much I would miss him, I cried the night before I left. I cried again the morning on the way to the airport after dropping him off at daycare.

I did miss my family like crazy, but the weekend that followed was filled with laughter, champagne and great conversation. These women take excellent care of themselves and their families, and they’re still gorgeous. We agreed that we don't feel any older than we did 15 years ago. But later that night I realized that some things about me have changed.

For example, in my 20s I would never have carried a pair of flat rubber beach sandals in my purse “just in case” my feet started to hurt. “Are you really taking those things?” one of my friends asked, pointing at my rubber shoes. “Absolutely,” I replied walking confidently in the 4-inch heels I hadn’t worn since getting pregnant. “Just in case.”

Several hours later we were on the dance floor at one of the hottest nightclubs in Las Vegas. Suddenly a group of bodyguards filed in behind us. Moments later fashion icon Paris Hilton appeared on a little stage right in front of us.

Suddenly I felt young and cool again! There I was, dancing about five feet away from one of the most famous blonde bombshells in the world, at one of the most glamorous clubs in the country… wearing my rubber shoes.

Fifteen years ago I never would have made this kind of fashion faux pas. But now on the brink of 40, those shoes struck me as funny! I simply didn’t care, and that felt really good.

After spending the past two decades worrying about what other people think, I realize I just don’t need everyone’s approval anymore. It occurs to me that being 40 means knowing who you are and what you want out of life. For me that list includes good friends and good times, meaningful work, romance, adventure and most importantly, the love of my family.

There, it’s official. I think my 40s are going to be the best decade yet.
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