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How to Be Parisian




‘Age is something that doesn’t matter,

unless you are a cheese.’

—LUIS BUÑUEL
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YOU
KNOW
THINGS
AREN’T
WHAT
THEY
USED
TO BE

When you wake up feeling great and everyone tells you how tired you look.

When you go to see the dermatologist to check a mole and he asks where you want the Botox.

When a thirty-year-old guy arrives at a party and doesn’t even glance at you.

When you can guess from his personality what kind of a lover he is.

When the President of France is younger than you.

When you have more hangovers than actual parties.

When in all honesty you’d rather have sex in bed than in the shower.

When you go to the gym to do cardio, and no longer just to work on your abs.

When you find yourself putting on makeup every day.

When you think you look good in a photo of yourself at twenty that until now you’d always thought was terrible.

When you no longer know who all the hip actors or singers are.

When someone says you have a sexy gaze, but you’re actually just squinting because you don’t want to get your glasses out.

When you tell someone you’ve known them since they were in nappies.

When you share an anecdote from ten years ago and realise it’s actually been twenty.

When you’d rather go to bed early to make the most of the next day.

When you start finding biographies fascinating.

When you’re just excited to go home.

When your colleague was born the same year you graduated.

When people no longer ask if you plan on having another baby.

When a young woman says she hopes to look like you someday.

When you go to the ob-gyn for mammograms rather than birth control.

When you feel an ache somewhere and fear it might be the beginning of the end.

When one of your eyes is smaller than the other.

When selecting your year of birth on a website means scrolling down forever.

When the face ID on your mobile phone doesn’t recognise you in the morning.

When you’re told that you’re ‘damn hot for your age’.

When you smile at the naïveté of a young woman’s remark, whereas before you would have just found her stupid.

When you think that’s a pillow mark on your cheek, but it’s still there a week later.
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Your
First

You used to live for firsts. First kiss, dry lips and pounding heart. First salary – a sum so tiny it vanished in three nights. Your first time clubbing, caked in makeup, trying to fool them at the door, trembling at the thought they’d see right through you. The first dubious fling you brought home to your baffled but sympathetic parents. That disturbing film you saw alone in a dark cinema, and the first time you took the highway by yourself, feverish at the wheel. Your first time filing taxes and feeling serious, a true adult. The first time you got dumped when you didn’t see it coming, and then got over it – to your surprise. Or when you lost your virginity and nothing really changed. First night alone in your first flat … Moments of joy, sadness and adrenaline that marked the end or the beginning of new eras. You think back with affection on these moments that made you grow. And though your firsts are rarer now, they still happen. They take on new forms, more complex shapes.

When you found your first grey hair some years ago, it strangely didn’t affect you much because some of your friends had them at twenty-five.

But this first time fills you with stupor and with dread. It hits you instantly when you catch it, making eyes at you. A solitary white hair hiding in your pubes. It’s not a mirage as you first hoped. You double-check, give it a tug – it’s definitely there and not going anywhere. It’s all you can see, smugly soaking up attention, taunting you. Is this even normal? You’re not prepared for this, not yet. You know some parts of you won’t stay the same forever and it’s all part of the game, but this first you wanted nothing to do with.

Just as you’re about to drown in your own misery, you remember that blondish-whitish eyebrow hair that you’ve had since age fifteen. You know it well. It grows back from time to time, always coarse, always alone, pale, in that very same spot on the left side of the arch, unpigmented. There’s never been another one like it – until now. If this new counterpart asserts its independence, you’re ready to let it be. As long as he stays single.





You think back with
affection on these moments
that made you grow.





The
Second
Love of
Your Life
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• He may not be Leonardo DiCaprio – but he doesn’t ghost you after your first date.

• You didn’t grow up in the same country – yet you speak the same language.

• He’s not at all what you had imagined, but luckily reality beats fiction.

• He doesn’t have a lot of hair, but he has a lot of words in his vocabulary.

• He didn’t spend his youth trying to catch the perfect wave, but he did read The Old Man and the Sea.

• He can’t sprint to catch the bus, but he knows all the best shortcuts.

• He already has several children. Great – so do you.
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WHO SAID
MEN AGE MORE
GRACEFULLY?
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You’re having dinner with your old high school buddies, a group of people you adore but see only once every two years, which is the time it takes for everyone to coordinate their schedules.

You feel good, you rediscover the smiling faces, the caring looks and funny anecdotes.

And suddenly, looking around the table and taking a step back, you’re struck by something: the beauty of the women surrounding you. They’ve all had their struggles and their victories. They’ve all been through different ordeals. But what they all have in common is trying to keep up a certain idea of their bodies, of their seductiveness … an image of themselves that they like.

But the men? It’s a different story …

As you look at them, you slowly see the truth behind the line that everyone, men and women, buys into: like a good wine, men supposedly get better with age. We say silver foxes are appealing. We repeat that their wrinkles are a measure of their experience, and make them even sexier. That their love handles are disarming and therefore charming. So obviously, why would they make an effort? After all, why not … except that some of them confuse being a silver fox with a dicey haircut, crow’s-feet with a dubious complexion and a few extra pounds with a beer belly.

Faced with this supposed injustice and forced to believe they’ve already lost the battle, women do twice as much as the opposite sex to look good. Weirdly enough, if we consider reality from another angle, and dismantle our assumptions – women do age well, if not better.
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BEST BEFORE

It was a routine visit, the checkup she went for every year, more or less, with the enthusiasm of a trip to the DMV: mammogram, smear test, blood pressure, weight and are your periods all okay? This time around, the conversation veered into intimate territory.

Do you want children?

She didn’t come with the intention of discussing her life with her gynaecologist but hears herself answering as though from her therapist’s couch (instead of legs spread wide in stirrups) that, yes, she’d like to be a mother one day, but for now she’s single with no immediate plans to have a baby on her own.

The clock is ticking.

Silence. The words linger heavily in the room.

Have you considered freezing your eggs?

And that’s how her future was decided, stamped with an expiration date. Gone were the days of ‘It’s fine, you’ve got time.’ This was a tacit ‘What were you doing all these years?’ or, crueller still, ‘Here’s one who thinks she’s a man.’

If she was honest with herself, she did think that. Her grandmother had earned the right to vote; her mother, sexual freedom and contraception, divorce and abortions; and she (or so she thought) had earned the same rights as the opposite sex. To not depend on anyone. For success without guilt. To have a child – on her own terms.

This wasn’t denial, but a desire – as with everything else (her job, her independence) – to
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