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INTRODUCTION

Do you find yourself wearing a lot of clothing from L.L.Bean? Do you
need to avoid too many glasses of wine or too much coffee, because if you
don’t, you’ll find yourself awake at 3 a.m., unable to fall back asleep? Do
you sometimes genuinely enjoy the music they play at the dentist’s office? I
hate to break it to you, but this means you’re probably A Person of a
Certain Age.

Picture this: you’re out to dinner with a group of friends and the check
comes. Inevitably, you’ll find that no one has change for a twenty, or worse,
no one has any cash at all. (I don’t know why no one could find time to stop
at an ATM when they knew they would have to pay for dinner.)

Or, much to your horror, one of your friends will offer to pay with her
credit card and say you can simply Venmo her your share of the bill. The
only problem? You don’t have Venmo. You could offer to give her cash, but
your friend will look at you like you’ve just offered to pay her during the
Colonial era with a promissory note. PayPal? Forget about it. That’s like
offering a testimonial about someone on Friendster. Maybe you’ll start
asking yourself why you need to adopt this new platform. What’s wrong
with good, old-fashioned cash or credit cards?

Congratulations, you are now officially ߨWhy do I need Venmo?ߩ years
old.

Even if you no longer know about the cool up-and-coming bands or you are



not an early adopter of the latest technology (but you are an early riser!),
there are some benefits to getting older—like the fact that you can easily
rent a car or that you probably don’t have to show ID to prove you’re old
enough to purchase a bottle of moderately-priced bourbon once a year at the
liquor store. You might even have a 401(k). Maybe you feel more
comfortable in your own skin and more confident about who you are.
Perhaps you finally found the one brand of pants that fit you consistently.
(If so, please share what they are, particularly if they’re available at a
reasonable price point and you’re on the pear-shaped side.) Numerous
studies have shown that many people get happier as they get older and find
their stress, fear, anger, sadness, and anxiety lessen. (Maybe their IBS even
goes into remission!) I’ve heard plenty of people say they ߨgive less fucksߩ
as they age. As Ben Franklin said (I think), ߨWith age comes wisdomߩ
(although Oscar Wilde clarified, ߨWith age comes wisdom, but sometimes
age comes aloneߩ).

As for me, I am definitely no longer the Brooklyn hipster I once was. I
decamped for the ’burbs after too many celebrities moved into my old
neighborhood and ruined it for the rest of us. (You know who you are,
Grammy-award-winning musicians and movie and television stars jacking
up the prices of real estate! Now, thankfully, I live in a town with only one
major movie star.) I definitely cannot be considered a young, cool person at
this point. (I am sure certain people—like my son—would laugh at the
notion of me once being a young, cool person.) And that’s fine! I am happy
to be a middle-aged (gasp!) literal suburban soccer mom (gasp!!!) who
loves her husband, kid, and dog; eats fat-free Greek yogurt (boring, I
know); and once in a while gets to go into the city to do things like go to a
doctor’s appointment or watch a band that is now twenty-six years old
(older than some fully formed adults!!!).

Jane Birkin—the famously gorgeous model and actor who first rose to
fame in the 1960s—said in an interview with Harper’s Bazaar in 2018 (at
age 71!), ߨI think women only start to really look like themselves after they
turn 30.ߩ She also said, ߨWhen you’re older… it’s far more important that



you smell delicious.ߩ (I think this advice is spot on. Even though you can’t
smell me through this book, please believe me when I say that I smell good,
in a subtle yet pleasant way, at all times.)

And when I truly reach my senior years (as opposed to just acting like a
senior citizen, knitting Fair Isle sweaters and sitting around covered in a
blanket and/or heating pad at all times), I aspire to be like the fictional
character Maude in the film Harold and Maude (minus sleeping with
someone decades younger and committing suicide on my eightieth
birthday). Maude loves to play music (so do I! I am the proud owner and
player of several guitars, a mountain dulcimer, and numerous ukuleles—it’s
a long story) and stir things up; she says ߨeveryone has the right to make an
ass out of themselves. You just can’t let the world judge you too much.ߩ Or
as George Burns—the comedian who lived to be one hundred years old
(supposedly in great health for his whole life, and working right up until he
died after experiencing a ߨcareer revivalߩ at age 79)—said, ߨYou can’t help
getting older. But you don’t have to get old.ߩ

In addition to becoming ߨWhy do I need Venmo?ߩ years old, you just
might find that you’ve become ߨhurt yourself putting on your pantsߩ years
old, ߨsaw something you had as a kid in an antique storeߩ years old, or
maybe even ߨI can get down low but I can’t get back up againߩ years old.
Unless you’re nineteen years old—in which case, we suspect you
accidentally picked up your parents’ copy of this book, thinking it was an
iPad you could watch TikTok on. Everything I know about TikTok is
courtesy of an article I read in the New Yorker, because I’m also definitely
now ߨsubscribes to the New Yorkerߩ years old. Maybe you are, too. In
which case: Welcome to the club. We’re happy to have you, because you’re
now probably feeling like you’re just a little too old for a nightclub.
(Remember nightclubs? When was the last time you went to one? Are they
still called ߨnightclubsߩ? Discotheques? Have I turned into my mother who
calls jeans ߨdungareesߩ and called Macy’s Bamberger’s for thirty years after
Bamberger’s ceased to exist? Love you, Mom!) At any rate, the members of
this club go to bed early, wearing comfortable pajamas and reading a good



book.
It’s really not so bad.

—JANINE ANNETT

P.S. You might want to eventually cave in and get Venmo. It’ll make your
life easier when you use it to pay people for exciting things like art lessons,
soccer clinics, or teacher gifts. I still don’t understand why some people
make all their Venmo activity public, though!



I am ߨWhy do I need Venmo?ߩ years old.



I am ߨWow, L.L.Bean has a lot of cool clothes
now!ߩ years old.



I am ߨgetting stuck with acupuncture needles,
not tattoo needlesߩ years old.



I am ߨthirty tabs openߩ years old.



I am ߨI remember when Birkenstocks were
uncool, then cool, then uncool, then cool again.

(Theyߥre cool again, right?)ߩ years old.



I am ߨall my dance moves are now
considered ironicߩ years old.



I am ߨroutinely being called maߥamߩ years old.



I am ߨone-and-a-half glasses of wineߩ years old.



I am ߨexcited about bulk shoppingߩ years old.



I am ߨdefinitely not staying up to watch
The Late Showߩ years old.



I am ߨOoh! Look at that bird!ߩ years old.



I am ߨreading a book about Winston Churchillߩ
years old.



I am ߨtalking about minivans at a partyߩ years
old.



I am ߨI canߥt digest cheeseߩ years old.



I am ߨconcerned about my fiber intakeߩ years
old.



I am ߨalways doing laundryߩ years old.



I am ߨconstantly have to peeߩ years old.



I am ߨeasily influenced by targeted adsߩ years
old.



I am ߨbuying a nice chairߩ years old.



I am ߨenjoying scented candlesߩ years old.



I am ߨergonomic backpackߩ years old.



I am ߨeveryone I know is in physical therapyߩ
years old.



I am ߨexcited about compostingߩ years old.



I am ߨexplaining to a child what a VHS wasߩ
years old.



I am ߨtaking a multivitamin big enough for a
horseߩ years old.



I am ߨremove my bra the second I get homeߩ
years old.



I am ߨfinding it difficult to paint my own
toenailsߩ years old.



I am ߨflossing regularlyߩ years old.



I am ߨfuck uncomfortable shoesߩ years old.



I am ߨcomplaining about people driving too fastߩ
years old.



I am ߨgenuinely enjoying watching the dog
showߩ years old.



I am ߨwearing pajamas at 7 p.m.ߩ years old.



I am ߨmy schedule is full… of doctorsߥ
appointmentsߩ years old.



I am ߨtwelve types of tea in my cabinetߩ years
old.



I am ߨheadbanging makes me dizzyߩ years old.



I am ߨheating padߩ years old.



I am ߨhair in weird placesߩ years old.



I am ߨHow much do you want to cover your
greys?ߩ years old.



I am ߨhurt myself putting on pantsߩ years old.



I am ߨI donߥt know how to turn on my own TVߩ
years old.



I am ߨI enjoy reading the actual newspaperߩ
years old.



I am ߨI have friends Iߥve never known with hairߩ
years old.



I am ߨproud of finishing the crosswordߩ years
old.



I am ߨI remember Clippyߩ years old.



I am ߨhappy to have no plans for the weekendߩ
years old.



I am ߨI saw something in an antique store that I
had as a kidߩ years old.



I am ߨIs that a new wrinkle or did I sleep on my
pillow funny?ߩ years old.



I am ߨavoiding using curse wordsߩ years old.



I am ߨcozy bathrobeߩ years old.



I am ߨhiring professional movers instead of
bribing my friends with pizza and beerߩ years

old.



I am ߨjust created a willߩ years old.



I am ߨsomeone who knows the names of flower
varietalsߩ years old.



I am ߨworried about slipping in the showerߩ
years old.



I am ߨlawn careߩ years old.



I am ߨlooking at bathroom renovation pornߩ
years old.



I am ߨdad jokesߩ years old.



I am ߨmy body makes random noises sometimesߩ
years old.



I am ߨcanߥt wear this trend because I
wore it the first timeߩ years old.



I am ߨmy cabinet is full of expired
medicineߩ years old.



I am ߨmy child stays up later than meߩ years old.



I am ߨI remember life before the internetߩ years
old.



I am ߨI canߥt, my hips hurtߩ years old.



I am ߨall my vacations involve the word
.years old ߩߥfamilyߤ



I am ߨmy spouse is my best friendߩ years old.



I am ߨmy sweatshirt is older than my babysitterߩ
years old.



I am ߨmy wedding ring is stuck on my fingerߩ
years old.



I am ߨneed a week to recover from a night outߩ
years old.



I am ߨnever used a dating appߩ years old.



I am ߨno caffeine after 3 p.m.ߩ years old.



I am ߨnot quite the athlete I once wasߩ years old.



I am ߨno longer think winning the lottery is a
solid retirement planߩ years old.



I am ߨnone of my friends are having babies
anymoreߩ years old.



I am ߨnostalgic for a TV show the younger
people in my office have never heard ofߩ years

old.



I am ߨtaking cornhole very seriouslyߩ years old.



I am ߨnot excited about my birthdayߩ years old.



I am ߨobsessed with the New York Times
cooking appߩ years old.



I am ߨofficially switched to drinking half-cafߩ
years old.



I am ߨon the principalߥs side in The Breakfast
Clubߩ years old.



I am ߨused to have a beeperߩ years old.



I am ߨbragging that I parallel parked perfectlyߩ
years old.



I am ߨonly if the bar has seatsߩ years old.



I am ߨreally looking forward to the new grocery
store opening up near meߩ years old.



I am ߨorthopedic insertsߩ years old.



I am ߨwe have two hundred tote bagsߩ years old.



I am ߨproviding tech support to my parentsߩ
years old.



I am ߨI have no clue who anyone is in this
awards showߩ years old.



I am ߨcanߥt wait for book clubߩ years old.



I am ߨroomy pantsߩ years old.



I am ߨsaw this episode but donߥt remember how
it endsߩ years old.



I am ߨscared when I see myself in my phone
camera from an unflattering angleߩ years old.



I am ߨsecretly enjoy line dancingߩ years
old.



I am ߨseeing all teenagers as potential
babysittersߩ years old.



I am ߨonce used paper mapsߩ years old.



I am ߨseltzer is my beverage of choiceߩ years old.



I am ߨskincare regimenߩ years old.



I am ߨstarted playing ukuleleߩ years old.



I am ߨstaying home on New Yearߥs Eveߩ years
old.



I am ߨmanaging my heartburnߩ years old.



I am ߨsuper into dogs and clogsߩ years old.



I am ߨthe dim lighting makes me look good but
makes it hard to read the menuߩ years old.



I am ߨthe original was so much betterߩ years old.



I am ߨthinking about dinner starting at 3:30
p.m.ߩ years old.



I am ߨconsidering making the font slightly
bigger on my iPhoneߩ years old.



I am ߨthinking about starting a podcast but
realizing Iߥm probably too lateߩ years old.



I am ߨI can get down low but I canߥt get back up
againߩ years old.



I am ߨthis afghan isnߥt going to knit itselfߩ years
old.



I am ߨI donߥt know what ߤswiping leftߥ vs.
.years old ߩmeans ߥswiping rightߤ



I am ߨthis restaurant is too loudߩ years old.



I am ߨShould I get bangs or Botox?ߩ years old.



I am ߨthongs are uncomfortableߩ years old.



I am ߨthrilled about getting a new stoveߩ years
old.



I am ߨtwo types of glassesߩ years old.



I am ߨI understand what all my physicalߥs lab
results meanߩ years old.



I am ߨusing the same password for everythingߩ
years old.



I am ߨvinyl really is superiorߩ years old.



I am ߨlooking forward to the tomatoes my
neighbor gives me from her gardenߩ years old.



I am ߨwaking up at 6 a.m.—even on the
weekendsߩ years old.



I am ߨwatching PBSߩ years old.



I am ߨunironically liking the music playing at
the dentistߥs officeߩ years old.



I am ߨI donߥt know what ߤslide into my DMsߥ
meansߩ years old.



I am ߨSPF 150ߩ years old.



I am ߨwatering my houseplants regularlyߩ years
old.



I am ߨspend a lot of time conversing about the
weatherߩ years old.



I am ߨconfused by my bodily functionsߩ years
old.



I am ߨwhen someone says the word ߤstop,ߥ I
immediately think ߤcollaborate and listenߩ ߥ

years old.



I am ߨwhite wine and Fleetwood Macߩ years old.



I am ߨworking on a jigsaw puzzleߩ years old.



I am ߨWow! Gas is really cheap here!ߩ years old.



I am ߨI really need to exercise moreߩ years old.



I am ߨyacht rockߩ years old.



I am ߨgetting into genealogyߩ years old.



I am ߨhearing a song that was my high school
jamߩ years old.



I am ߨYou know that actor? Whatߥs his name?
He was in that thing?ߩ years old.



I am ߨturning into my motherߩ years old.
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