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Introduction

It’s Only Natural: Puberty, Part Deux (a.k.a Your So-Called Life or Redo-berty)


Jeremy: Someday you’ll look back on all this and laugh, say we were young and stupid.

John: We’re not that young.

—from Wedding Crashers




LET’S HAVE some girl talk. Now that you’re growing up, you might notice some, um, changes in your body. Don’t be embarrassed—it’s nothing to be ashamed of. You’re just experiencing a time of transition, like when a moth emerges from a cocoon or a bubblegum teen queen poses for provocative magazine photos because she wants to prove to the world that she’s not that innocent.

Yes, your hormones are raging, hair is appearing in places it never has before, and that indeed is a pimple on your forehead. And on your chin. And on your back. (But fear not. It’s nothing the Proactiv three-step acne management system can’t fix. Just ask Katy Perry, Avril Lavigne, or whichever celeb is currently hawking the zit zapper.) Anyway, all of these changes are part of becoming a woman. That being said, happy thirteenth thirtieth birthday!

Welcome to coming of age, the sequel—or, as we like to call it, your so-called life (an homage to one of the best television shows ever) or redo-berty (get it?). Yep, it’s the dirty little secret that the school nurse neglected to mention in her frank discussions about hair down there, your monthly cycle, and other things that are “only natural.” Just when you thought you left your wonder years behind, hidden away in a box in your parents’ attic along with your Judy Blume books and cheerleading bloomers, you reach a certain age that really gets you thinking about what it means to be an adult. This life reevaluation often happens at some point in your late twenties to early thirties (with the big 3-0 serving as a milestone birthday), long after you squirmed your way through a litany of firsts (first period, first bra, first kiss) and Electric Slided while a deejay with a terrible name like “Blaze” or “Krush” spun tunes in honor of your bat mitzvah, confirmation, sweet sixteen, quinceañera, or any of the other rites of passage that prematurely solidified your “adult” status.

Unlike physical adolescence, this re–coming of age is all about blossoming into a genuine twenty-four-karat big girl and dealing with all of the emotional and psychological changes that accompany it. It’s also a time of contradictions. Maybe you’ve advanced in the working world, but you feel like you’ve fallen behind in your personal life. Or you’re on point when it comes to personal matters, but you’ve derailed off of the career track.

During redo-berty, you’re also old enough to experience the consequences of choices made in youngish adulthood (those years during college and right after where you played with your newfound freedom), and the resulting dissatisfaction, uncertainty, or—if shit really hits the fan—upheaval can make you feel like you’re going through another puberty. (And, for the record, the P word still grosses us out as much as it did back during those days of talks with the aforementioned school nurse, which is why we’re sticking with redo-berty or your so-called life.)

And, nope, these puberty-like pangs of angst aren’t the so-called quarterlife crisis, a post-college moment of clarity when you finally realized that working at a job actually requires, you know, work, and your BA in Russian poetry (with a minor in pottery) was total BS. You’re twenty-two and feeling indignant because your big bad fashion editor boss wants you to go to Starbucks and get her an extra-hot nonfat half-caf latte? Boohoo. Cry us a river.

Actually, in all seriousness, we should give credit where credit is due. Even though we’ve all heard about the quarterlife crisis, here’s some more background about this post-college breakdown: Authors Alexandra Robbins and Abby Wilner brought the term into the national lexicon with their 2001 book, which was aptly named Quarterlife Crisis: The Unique Challenges of Life in Your Twenties. In it, they describe the feelings of indecision, helplessness, instability, anxiety, fear, and a host of other not-so-good-stuff that hit people in their twenties after they leave the structure of formal education and venture out into the often overwhelming world of endless choices.

Robbins and Wilner write: “The extreme uncertainty that twentysomethings experience after graduation occurs because what was once a solid line that they could follow throughout their series of education institutions has now disintegrated into millions of different options. The sheer number of possibilities can certainly inspire hope—that is why people say that twentysomethings have their whole lives ahead of them. But the endless array of decisions can make a recent graduate feel utterly lost.”

The authors also note that a quarterlife crisis can rear its ugly head in a different way—especially during your mid-to late twenties. Life or work isn’t giving you the fulfillment you expected, and you feel disappointed and ask questions like “Is this all there is?” (Which is kind of like how we felt after watching the series finale of The Sopranos.)

Robbins and Wilner broke some serious ground with their tome. However, we think that the lesser-known definition of the quarterlife crisis—those feelings that hit in your later twenties and into your thirties—warrants its own book. That being said, the redo-berty years can be thought of as kinda sorta the tail end of the quarterlife crisis. You dig? It’s when stuff starts getting serious. You’ve already experienced your early twenties, when it was OK not to have things figured out. Now, it’s game time, and the real maturation begins—hence these puberty-like feelings.

So, in case you missed it, here’s a rundown: Your so-called life is the Rest-of-Your-Life Crisis, the beginning of the seventy-five percent of your time on this planet that isn’t sponsored by American Apparel. And, as you move toward your real adult years, you start asking yourself the kind of deep, philosophical questions that can send even the sanest of women to a therapist, like, What is my purpose? Can I really have it all? And, am I too over-the-hill to be watching The Hills? This is also a time when you realize that someday is actually today, tomorrow is really tomorrow instead of the distant future, and the future only belongs to the future itself…and the future is Electric Youth! (Thanks for clearing that last part up for us, Debbie—sorry, Deborah—Gibson.)

Crisis Control: Puberty, the Quarterlife Crisis, and Redo-berty

By now you should realize that—like shoulder pads and jumpsuits—feelings of angst and uncertainty aren’t safely hidden in the past. They come back into style, often when you least expect them to. And just in case you’re having trouble keeping your awkward phases straight, here, in handy chart form, is a breakdown of your breakdowns.


 

Age range

Puberty: For girls, approximately 9 through 16; for boys, approximately 13 through 45

Quarterlife Crisis: Technically 21 to 30 (but most people think of it as those few years right after college)

Redo-berty: 26 to 34

 

Monumental birthday

Puberty: 13

Quarterlife Crisis: 25

Redo-berty: 30

 

Defining moment

Puberty: Menses

Quarterlife Crisis: Transitioning from watching The Real World to living in “the real world,” which in no way resembles the TV show

Redo-berty: Buying your own place, or at the very least getting a couch that doesn’t come with assembly instructions

 

Major misconceptions about age

Puberty: That 20 is old

Quarterlife Crisis: That 30 is old

Redo-berty: That any age is old

 

A great big lie that adults told you about relationships

Puberty: Boys seldom make passes at girls who wear glasses.

Quarterlife Crisis: He’s just not that into you.

Redo-berty: You always find someone when you’re not looking. (If this were the case, Match.com and JDate wouldn’t be so successful.)

 


What’s going on down there?

Puberty: A strange new tingly sensation whenever Mr. Paul, the hottie student teacher in history class, stands near your desk

Quarterlife Crisis: A lot of pulling and praying (you must have not been paying attention in health class)

Redo-berty: An episiotomy

 

Britney song that sums up everything

Puberty: “I’m Not a Girl, Not Yet a Woman”

Quarterlife Crisis: “Oops!…I Did It Again”

Redo-berty: “My Prerogative” (And yes, we’re aware that Bahhhhhhhby!!!! Brown first recorded this song.)

 

Fashion fail

Puberty: Neon colors and leggings

Quarterlife Crisis: Pink velour tracksuit with Uggs…and a trucker hat

Redo-berty: Neon colors and leggings the second time around

 

Your object of lust

Puberty: Mr. Paul, your hottie student teacher in history class, who kinda sorta looks like Luke Perry

Quarterlife Crisis: Ramon, the hunky head of the eco-volunteer program where you are working hard in the rainforests of Costa Rica to save tropical fire ants that fart oxygen into the atmosphere

Redo-berty: Chris, the fresh-faced intern at work, who kinda sorta looks like a younger Luke Perry (you cougar, you)

 


Motto

Puberty: “I must, I must, I must increase my bust!”

Quarterlife Crisis: “That’s hot.” (Barf!!!)

Redo-berty: “If you liked it, then you shoulda put a ring on it.”

 

Mortifying moment

Puberty: Wearing white jeans when you receive a surprise visit from Aunt Flo (wink, wink) in the middle of science lab

Quarterlife Crisis: Resorting to a McJob right after you graduate from school (FYI: You’re still too stuck in your self-important college phase to realize that this isn’t actually a “mortifying moment.” It’s “reality” since—surprise, surprise—BAs in Russian poetry don’t exactly bring home the bank.)

Redo-berty: Having to move back in with your parents

 


Scary ailment

Puberty: Cooties

Quarterlife Crisis: Herpes

Redo-berty: Cankles

 

Must-have beauty product

Puberty: Stridex pads

Quarterlife Crisis: Deodorant stone

Redo-berty: Eye cream

 

Home away from home

Puberty: The food court at the mall

Quarterlife Crisis: Your friendly neighborhood pub (They have a happy hour that lasts from 4 p.m. to 8 p.m. every day and one of those Photohunt machines. Believe us—you’d want to live there, too.)

Redo-berty: What do you mean? I’m nesting right now.

 

Relationship status

Puberty: You + Joey from NKOTB 4-Eva

Quarterlife Crisis: Single and ready to mingle (You ditched the college BF after realizing that he was actually serious about becoming a musician.)

Redo-berty: Spooning on the couch with your SO/DH (which stand for “significant other” and “dear husband,” for those of you who haven’t yet been schooled in the ways of shmoopy woopy couples’ shorthand)

 


Lofty goal for the future

Puberty: Save the princess in Super Mario Bros.

Quarterlife Crisis: Save the world

Redo-berty: Save enough money to put granite countertops in the kitchen

 

Things in your life are changing at a lightning-fast pace, or perhaps you feel like everyone around you is growing up and you’re going to be left if their dust. (Just a note: The redo-berty phenomenon tends to hit at a later age if you live in a big urban area.) Mortgages, careers, layoffs, marriages, divorces, families, financial crises, aging parents, biological clocks—welcome to Big-Girl-Ville, population: you.

It also doesn’t help that adulthood is different than it used to be. This ain’t your mother’s 30, 26, 34, 28, (or whatever your current age), meaning there are no hard-and-fast rules about where you’re supposed to be in your life right now. On one hand, the freedom is great, but on the other, it’s extremely terrifying.

And this brings up a question of our own: Even though it’s normal, why do we experience this profound reevaluation? And, even more important, why now? OK, those were two questions. We have more choices than previous generations had, and thankfully, most of us don’t need to toil away in dangerous, backbreaking jobs in order to put food on the table or stay home and raise a brood of children when we’ve barely left childhood behind ourselves. Haven’t we planned and studied and interned so that we don’t ever have to experience uncertainty? If so, then why are we feeling so lost?


Enter Kevin Brennan, Psy.D, who, from here on, will be known as “Dr. Kevin.” Dr. Kevin is a licensed clinical psychologist concentrating on Young Professional issues. Throughout this book, he’ll be offering up some insight into life during the redo-berty years. To backtrack for a moment, Dr. Kevin sees patients who struggle with what we commonly know as quarterlife crises (or QLCs, for short), but they tend to be older than the just-out-of-college crowd. Basically, the redo-berty years are part of his definition of the quarterlife crisis. (To-MAY-to, to-MAH-to, right?)

“The term ‘quarterlife’ as I know it professionally is somewhat different than the public view of the term. While it tends to bring up ideas of a twenty-five-year-old, I often see that the problems of quarterlife more harshly affect men and women in their late twenties and early thirties,” he says.

Dr. Kevin goes on to explain why we’re feeling the crunch at this later age. “Why now? Because they have been able to put off adulthood for an impressively long time, and it’s getting to be time to pay the piper. The concrete is beginning to set,” he says. “The heaviness around their ankles is made up of jobs that are turning into careers, student loans that can no longer be put off, relationships that turn from ‘fun’ to ‘serious,’ women turning from ‘girls’ to ‘moms,’ or similarly, from ‘girls’ to ‘women whose baby-time is nearing an end,’ and generally more and more responsibilities and commitments are being presented that make them feel like real adults for the first time in their whole lives.”

Another possible (and surprising) reason that we’re experiencing growing pains the second time around is this: because we can. With more opportunity comes more pressure to have it all: the HGTV-worthy house (screw the two-bedroom starter dumphole—doesn’t every grown-up need at least five bedrooms and four bathrooms, not to mention a water feature in the backyard?); the perfect significant other (your sexy, supportive soul mate who knows how to dress and, like, totally isn’t gay); the adorable kiddies (nothing says “success” like an $800 stroller); and don’t forget about the fulfilling yet well-paying job that you can leave at 5 p.m. every night and get home early enough to enjoy the house, the well-dressed significant other who totally isn’t gay, the perfect kids, and the water feature. Now, we’re not suggesting that our expanded menu of choices is a bad thing. We’re all for freedom and variety, and we still prefer a choose-you-own-adventure story to a boring and formulaic plot, thankyouverymuch. It’s just that we need manage our expectations and stop being so hard on ourselves. We can’t have it all. Well, Kelly Ripa is an exception. How does she do it?

After all, the idea that we have to follow our passions or we’ll die inside is also a relatively new phenomenon. (Remember, this isn’t your mother’s thirty.)

“Our parents didn’t have time to think about ‘what they wanted out of life,’” Dr. Kevin says. “They were not afforded options to feel out what would be best for them.”

Speaking of our parents, there is one possible bright spot to your so-called life. The fact is that people of our generation are getting their angst out now, which could lessen the likelihood of, or reduce the severity of, a midlife crisis. Dr. Kevin explains: “Speaking in generalizations, this generation has had privileges of time, space, and lack of responsibility that their mothers and fathers did not until their midlives. Probably, their grandparents did not ever have these privileges. What this gave our generation is ample time to ask questions of themselves that their parents generally didn’t think to ask until midlife, when they had the time, space, and lack of responsibility.”

Dr. Kevin goes on to say that we have been given the responsibility to “get life right” by a generation of people who felt they did not. They had no such pressure, nor the privilege of being able to attempt to figure it out early. By finding out what makes us happy now, we might not have to ditch the first wife for the perky receptionist at the gym or get hair plugs later on in life. Or something to that effect. “In essence, we are having our midlife crises early,” notes Dr. Kevin. “Now, there may be further recapitulations of these crises in the future, but I predict nothing matching the severity of this one. We got most of it out of our system already.”

That bit of good news aside, let’s get back to our regularly scheduled kvetching. In addition to dealing with the pressure to live “perfect” lives and have it all, today we also have the added anxiety of living our lives more publicly than ever before, something that really contributes to the angst of the redo-berty years. Remember back in seventh grade when your friends were making out with boys behind the bleachers while you were still struggling to fill out a training bra? Now, you can log onto Facebook and find out that your sorority sister got engaged, your friend got a promotion, and your little cousin got knocked up (and it was actually planned). Thanks to social networking and other forms of digital dishing, not only can we spend hours navel-gazing online (e.g. blogging in puns about our search for Mr. Right in the big scary city), but we also can gaze at one another’s navels via social networking sites. It’s easier than ever to compare and contrast our friends’ life trajectories to our own and then blog, tweet, text, and Gchat about it. And, sure, sharing is caring, but recent research shows that too much talk, particularly among teen girls—yes, we know you’re a grown-ass woman, but lessons can still be learned here—heightens feelings of anxiousness and depression, and digital communication is intensifying this.

And, let’s up the anxiety factor even more and not forget that the media doesn’t exactly play fair when it comes to women and aging. Even if you’re not hyperventilating about growing older or hopelessly trapped in kidulthood (by the way, Ms. Maturity, you might own a KitchenAid mixer, but we all know that you also share your twelve-year-old niece’s affinity for Glee, Nintendo Wii, and Justin Bieber), sometimes it feels like everyone else is trying to convince you that you should be. Throughout each day, whether we’re conscious of it or not, we’re bombarded with conflicting messages about women and age. Lurid tales of Baby Botox, va-jay-jay rejuvenation, and collagen-enhanced cougars (oh my!) intermingle with helpful “advice” about loving yourself (at any age—and as long as you’re a size four!), celebrating your impending sexual peak (because, really, isn’t that the only thing that matters?), and embracing your womanhood (which sounds suspiciously like a Summer’s Eve commercial). Yep, when it comes to women, age, and empowerment, our society is keeping it about as real as J.Lo did back when she tried to work that whole “Jenny from the Block” routine.

Adult acne, digital co-ruminating, and the media’s sexist take on aging (Viva Viagra!)—no wonder we have mixed feelings about getting older. But don’t forget to look on the bright side: We now have an Old Country Buffet of choices compared to the limited menu that was offered to previous generations of women. We can get married, get a promotion, see that cute guy from the party last Saturday, see the world, start a family, start a business, or any combination of the above. At the risk of sounding a little you-go-girlish, getting older has never been as empowering—or hotter—than it is right now. Think of it as a hot new trend! As of this writing, all of the Jessicas (Simpson, Alba, and Biel) and all of the Kates (Holmes, Hudson, and Bosworth) are nearing or have hit the big 3-0. Also, according to a recent study reported in The Daily Telegraph, the majority of women said that they felt their sexiest at thirty-four. Hey, cute yet obviously underage girl at the bar wearing a tiny, shiny camisole even though it’s the middle of the winter, put that in your pipe—or roll it into your Virginia Slim—and smoke it! Also, let’s not forget that with age comes confidence, wisdom, self-awareness (unless of course, you’re one of the Real Housewives of Orange Country, New Jersey, or wherever), perspective, experience, and all that other good stuff. (Plus, silver hair can look pretty awesome.)

Your So-Called Life: A Guide to Boys, Body Issues, and Other Big-Girl Drama You Thought You Would Have Figured Out by Now is an über-informative guide to breaking through the awkwardness and becoming an adult during this strange time when Forever 21, Facebook, and Guitar Hero aren’t just for kids. The book will act as a literary GPS, guiding you along the exhilarating, scary, and thrilling road trip to becoming an adult on your own terms, all while offering expert advice, a much-needed dose of nostalgia, real stories from real women, and hopefully some real giggles. It’s also a look at adulthood in this newish millennium, when the rules have changed.

The redo-berty years are when eventually becomes now, never, or will I ever? They’re also about growing up but realizing that you don’t have to settle—because, after all, settling is for upset stomachs and all of those thin, pretty sitcom wives that are married to roly-poly, beer-swigging semi-lovable losers. (Gotta love primetime television!)

 

So, um, yeah. We thought that was some pretty inspiring feel-good talk. But judging by the look on your face, you’re still feeling a bit jittery about transforming into a butterfly. Well, let’s examine some of your fears and help you realize that maybe you’re overreacting just a teeny tiny bit.

CALMING YOUR IRRATIONAL FEARS ABOUT GROWING UP

IRRATIONAL FEAR #1: Once you hit a certain age, your looks are going to start going downhill faster than Miley Cyrus’s purity.

THE TRUTH: To our knowledge, vampires aren’t real, so like every other creature on this planet, we’re eventually going to die. Having some fear about aging is only natural because getting older reminds us that we are mere mortals. And, for practical reasons, there are legitimate concerns about aging, perceptions of vitality, and the workplace. However, you can blame Hollywood and its obsession with eternal youth for any completely and utterly irrational fears about growing older—the type of hysteria that has driven millions of women, at younger and younger ages, to trade the ability to make facial expressions for foreheads that are smoother than freshly Zambonied ice. Luckily, the reality is a bit kinder and gentler. (Besides, we’ll take a gorgeous silver-haired Emmylou Harris any day over a bleached-out, used-up, barely legal starlet.) We’re serious. Have you looked at your sixth-, seventh-, and eighth-grade yearbook photos lately? Aqua Net–shellacked bangs? Check. Crimped hair? Check. Side ponytail? Check. Obviously, the worst is behind you when it comes to your personal styling choices, and much like fine wine, you’re only gonna get better—and more deliciously complex—with age, wrinkles and all.

 

IRRATIONAL FEAR #2: Ohmygod, you’re going to die alone.

THE TRUTH: If by “die alone,” you mean that you’re never going to get married, don’t worry. Statistically, most of us will get hitched at some point in our lives. In fact, according to recent research by the National Center for Health Statistics, 86 percent of women are married by age forty. Keep in mind, though, that just because you exchange vows with Mr. Right and torture your BFFs with hideous bridesmaids dresses doesn’t guarantee that you’re going to stay married (surely you don’t need to be reminded of the dismal divorce rate) or have someone to take care of you in your old age (duh, that’s what children are for). Also, who says that a holy union will automatically bring you eternal bliss? Remember that Disney movie where Princess Pretty-Hair learns that she has to find happiness within herself before she can marry Prince Even-Prettier-Hair? Okay, so maybe that’s not exactly how it goes down in a land far, far away, but perhaps it should. And here’s one last thing to think about: Like birth, death is a solo mission, unless you’re a member of a cult where everyone counts to three and then chugs some cyanide-laced purple drink, leaving this evil world behind.

 

IRRATIONAL FEAR #3: You’re going to lose common ground with your friends.

THE TRUTH: This is a vintage irrational fear, dating back to your tween years when you and your childhood best friend did everything together. Then, she got her period and her mother took her shopping for her first real bra, leaving you behind to practice French kissing with your pillow. When you reached your early twenties, there was a brief period of time when things evened out and most of your friends’ lives mirrored your own. However, as you hit your late twenties and beyond, it seems like everyone is doing their own thing. Some people are flying solo, others have traveled to faraway lands, and others are married with 2.5 kids. (On a related note, if you’re currently raising two and a half children, you should try to get featured on one of those freaky medical mystery documentaries on TLC.) Just because the members of your social circle are at different stages in life doesn’t mean that you aren’t going to be friends anymore. Diversity is a good thing.

 

IRRATIONAL FEAR #4: Your wunderkind days are over.

THE TRUTH: Hate to break it to you, Doogie Howser, but this is part of growing up. On the bright side, there are plenty of adults out there who are dazzled by simple, shiny things (which explains the popularity of Dancing with the Stars and Kim Kardashian). That being said, you might not be a child genius, but you can still wow ’em without actually having any talent. Plus, if you’ve already earned a doctorate in astrophysics, written an opus, or sold your website for millions before you graduated from college, what is there to look forward to other than early retirement? We don’t know about you, but we’re not interested in relocating to Florida (a.k.a. God’s waiting room) anytime soon and embarking on a not-so-busy schedule filled with canasta games and early-bird dinners.

 

IRRATIONAL FEAR #5: You’re getting too old to change careers.

THE TRUTH: Paranoid much? According to the people who keep track of these types of things, the average person can expect to have three careers in her lifetime and hold an average of fourteen jobs before her fortieth birthday. And, in case you didn’t learn this from the recession, which has forced millions upon millions of people in every age group to struggle and adapt to the realities of today’s working world, we’ll clue you in: The days of big fat pensions and gold watches on your twenty-fifth anniversary with the company are over. So, if you’ve always wanted to be a teacher or a lawyer or zookeeper, just do it. It’s never too late because, in this crazy thing called life, the redo-berty years aren’t old. They’re just young-old. And do we really need to tell you that age is only a number? Just ask Nola Ochs, who, in 2007, became the oldest person ever to receive a college degree—at the youthful age of ninety-five. Which we hear is the new sixty-five.

 

IRRATIONAL FEAR #6: This is the oldest you’ve ever been.

THE TRUTH: Well, we can’t argue with this one—actually, wait a second. What about that fake ID you used when you were nineteen years old? Weren’t you Natalie Meyers, age thirty-two, from Duluth, Minnesota?

 

IRRATIONAL FEAR #7: You’re running out of time.

THE TRUTH: Again with the paranoia. This isn’t 1850, when life expectancy for women ranged from thirty-five to forty years. Back then, you could probably actually perish from a bad hair day or embarrassment, rather than just feel like crawling into a hole to die. Today, you still have time to do what you’ve always dreamed of doing. Okay, it’s not like you’re going to win a gold medal in gymnastics or become a prima ballerina, so let’s do a quick rewrite: You still have the time to do what you’ve always dreamed of doing—within reason.

 

And this last answer is the perfect segue to the heart and soul of Your So-Called Life. Remember that becoming an adult is like those first few weeks at the gym. You’ll be achy for a bit, but in the long run, you’ll get hooked on grown-up endorphins. How do we, the authors, know? Because, we’re right next to you on the elliptical machine, working on our metaphorical glutes in that metaphorical gym. In fact, it’s why we wrote this book. Well, that’s not exactly true. Initially, we wanted to pen a tale about a girl who falls in love with a smoking hot vampire, but we didn’t think anyone would read it. That left us to examine what was going on in our own lives. We both teetered on the brink of turning thirty—a monumental birthday, no matter how you feel about it. While one of us (cough, Andrea, cough) was breathing into a paper bag at the thought of crossing the threshold into a new stage of life, the other (that would be Jessica) shrugged it off as a reason to invite all of her friends to join her in consuming copious amounts of alcohol while she flitted about in a party dress (from Forever 21, by the way). Of course, that doesn’t mean Jessica was any more prepared to become a big girl than Andrea was (the alcohol helped, though). After listening in on endless conversations with our peers about everything from career and family issues to romance and friendship, we realized that almost every girl—we mean woman—has strong feelings about life post–quarterlife crisis and especially strong feelings about turning thirty, ranging from dread, panic, and terror to self-reflection, nostalgia, and, yes, even some satisfaction. So, that brings us here. (Suck it, Twilight!)

We hope you find this book to be a funny yet realistic look at life post–quarterlife, as well as an antidote for your so-called life/redo-berty years. Get ready to be informed. As you make your way through these pages, you’ll learn about the history of adulthood and get expert advice on everything from dating and cohabiting to climbing up the career ladder and throwing a big-girl party (complete with real plates!). You’ll learn about your sexual health, your wealth, and yourself. In addition, you’ll hear from women just like you, who are struggling with the trials and tribulations of adulthood.

And, if you still feel anxious about getting older, think about the alternative: um, not getting older, which means you wouldn’t be alive. Pretty darn morbid, huh? Never forget that your life belongs to you, not a medical company that peddles facial fillers or a women’s magazine that makes you feel bad about yourself or that yenta in the accounts payable department who constantly grills you about your love life (even though she hasn’t spoken to her own husband in, like, twenty-five years). Own it. Love it. Take responsibility for yourself. Hell, wear miniskirts as long as you can rock them.

And use this book as your guide.








Intermission #1

Ten Things You Don’t Need to Do by the Time You Become a Bona Fide Adult



We just told you what this book is going to be, so now let’s tell you what it won’t be: a long, eye-roll-inducing list of all of the wacky, wild, and crazy things that you should do before you hit some monumental birthday like thirty. (Number 16: Kiss a stranger in the rain—in Paris!) So, in the spirit of the noninclusion of said wacky “you go, girl” lists, we present you with ten things that you don’t need to do before you’re all grown up: need to do before you’re all grown up:


	Go to rehab.

	Battle it out on national television for the affections of some psuedo-celebrity.

	Baby Botox your face until you look like a wax version of yourself.

	Star in a sex tape that “leaks” to the Internet.

	Get a tattoo of a butterfly, a fairy, or a dolphin on your lower back. (It’s sooo 1994, anyway.)

	Go bungee jumping (also sooo 1994).

	Flash your ta-tas to a bunch of drunk, horny tools in exchange for a string of plastic Mardi Gras beads.

	Make out with a girl in front of a bunch of drunk, horny tools in exchange for a round of drinks.

	Spend a month’s salary on a pair of shoes that hurt your feet.

	Watch the entire Sex and the City DVD collection in one day. (Sooo 2004.)










Part I

GPS for Your So-Called Life: How Did You Get Here and Where Are You Going?




In order to know where we’re going, we have to know where we came from—or some shit like that. Anyway, think of this part of the book as our version of The History Channel, minus the programming on World War II, signs of the apocalypse, and the truth behind The Da Vinci Code. Here, we take a look at the changing face of adulthood, from Before the Common Era to the present TMI Era, a time when our life choices are endless and we feel the need to write about it all over Facebook and Twitter. (@everyone-in-the-freaking-universe: should I choose the honey mustard, Grey Poupon, spicy mustard, chipotle mayo, or horseradish?)









One

Looking Back: The Former Face of Adulthood (You Know, Before There Was Botox and Restylane)


What is happening to our young people? They disrespect their elders, they disobey their parents, they ignore the law. They riot in the streets inflamed with wild notions. Their morals are decaying. What is to become of them?

—???






Pop quiz: Who is quoted as saying the above? Was it:



	a. Andy Rooney

	b. Your crotchety eighth-grade English teacher

	c. Yoda

	d. Plato



ACTUALLY, THIS is kind of a trick question. The O.G. deep thinker himself, Plato, is widely believed to have uttered these words in the fourth century BCE. However, that was waaaay before we had iPhones, Facebook, or Google, so there’s really no way to verify that it happened.

Arguments about attribution aside, we use a quip about kids in a book that details the growing pains of real adulthood to make a point: Intergenerational squabbling is an age-old tradition, kind of like prostitution. Although the lyrics might change with the times, the song remains the same. The elders think the young’uns are selfish and amoral slutbags, hell-bent on polluting society, while the young’uns think the elders are stodgy old squares, hell-bent on sucking the fun out of life. This battle is probably because, as the years go by, adults tend to forget the agony and ecstasy of growing up, and younger peeps often lack the life experience and self-awareness to recognize their moments of foolishness. Remember when you were too immature to realize that spandex bicycle shorts plus a skirt did not equal a cute look? Oh, the follies of youth! OK, to be fair, there are plenty of older selfish and amoral slutbags (see GOSSELIN, JON; or pretty much anyone else on a reality television show, with the WOODS, TIGER; and JAMES, JESSE), and there are certainly younger squares (see PHILLIPS, JENNY, that tattletale who cried to her mother that you dipped her fingers in warm water to make her pee when she fell asleep early during a slumber party in seventh grade), but that’s a whole other book.

As you move into your redo-berty years, you’ll find yourself trapped between two worlds—the elders and the young’uns. On one hand, you’ll be the recipient of condescending advice from certain members of the older generation who accidentally-on-purpose forgot what life was like during the transition period to adulthood. Sure, growing up happened a lot earlier in decades past because options were limited compared to the multitude of choices we have today. These elders will insist that they seamlessly and stoically made the jump to big-kid status and all of its big-kid responsibilities, and they’ll offer up variations on the old line “When I was your age, I had to walk ten miles in the snow to get to school.” (“When I was your age, I had three kids and a house, and I didn’t think twice about it.”) That might be partially true, but they still experienced self-doubt, fear, anxiety, and the excitement of growing up for real, and if you don’t believe us, you obviously never watched Mad































































OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
£ HarperCollins e-books





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
CAREER

i
YOUR LIFE

A GUIDE TO BOYS, BODY ISSUES,
AND OTHER BIG-GIRL DRAMA
YOU THOUGHT YOU WOULD HAVE
FIGURED OUT BY NOW

b

AUTHORS OF THE HOOKUP HANDBOOK
AND FRIEND OR FRENEMY?

FRIENDS

“Lavinthal and Rozler give spot-on advice for everything
from eye cream to sex to manners. Poignant
and laced with humor, this book is a road map for any
young woman who wants to have it all.”

Katie Lee, author of The Comf





