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INTRODUCTION
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It’s Great to Be 50!

Right. And Herbert Hoover was a rap singer.

I am NOT going to whine.

Yes, I have turned 50.

Yes, this is an age that I used to consider old. Not middle-aged, like Dick Van Dyke and Mary Tyler Moore in The Dick Van Dyke Show; but actually old, like Walter Brennan as Granpappy Amos in The Real McCoys, gimping around cluelessly in a pair of bib overalls and saying things like “Con-SARN it!”

But I do not choose to dwell on the negative. I choose to be an optimist, like the great explorer Christopher Columbus, who had a dream that he could sail a ship all the way across the Atlantic Ocean. People said he was crazy, but Columbus did not know the meaning of the word “discouragement.” (He also did not know the meaning of “nostril” or “weasel,” because he spoke Italian.)

And so Columbus boldly set out and discovered the New World, and then he went back to Europe, where he died in obscurity at age 55, which is only five years older than I am right now! OH GOD! MY LIFE IS OVER!!!

No, scratch that. I really am going to be positive in this book, instead of dwelling on the negative aspects of turning 50, such as that you get wrinkled and forgetful and achy, and you gain weight merely by watching food commercials, and the warranties are expiring on all your remaining teeth and internal organs, and your idea of a big night is to stay up late enough to see the previews for Letterman, whose actual show you have not watched since the Reagan administration.

I am not going to dwell on those things, nor am I going to mention the fact that when you get to this age, you discover random hairs sprouting from unexpected sectors of your body, so that, in addition to all the other little maintenance tasks you’ve always performed each day, you find yourself asking questions like: Did I remember to pluck my ears?

And I am not going to even mention the word “prostate.”

Instead, I’m going to talk about the good things that happen to you when you turn 50, such as …

Okay, give me a minute here …

All right, here’s one: You can’t read anything. At least I can’t. Actually, this started happening to me when I was 48; I started noticing that when I tried to read restaurant menus, they looked like this:
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Entrees

Broasted free-range fennel shootlets with modules of prawn — $19

Pecan-encrusted apricot-glazed garlic-enhanced shank of frog — $27

Liver “en Fester” dans une bunche de crème de corne — $21
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At first I thought that this had nothing to do with me—that, for some reason, possibly to save ink, the restaurants had started printing their menus in letters the height of bacteria; all I could see was little blurs. But for some reason, everybody else seemed to be able to read the menus. Not wishing to draw attention to myself, I started ordering my food by simply pointing to a likely looking blur.

ME (pointing to a blur): I’ll have this.

WAITER: You’ll have “We Do Not Accept Personal Checks”?

ME: Make that medium rare.

Pretty soon I started noticing that everything I tried to read—newspapers, books, nasal-spray instructions, the United States Constitution—had been changed to the bacteria-letter format. I also discovered that, contrary to common sense, I could read these letters if I got farther away from them.1 So for a while I dealt with the situation by ordering off the menus of people sitting at other tables.

“I’d like to order some dessert,” I’d tell the waiter. “Please bring a menu to the people at that table over there and ask them to hold it up so I can see it.”

Eventually I had to break down and buy those reading glasses that are cut low so you can peer over the top. The first time you put on a pair of those is a major milestone in your life. Because there is no question about it: This is the start of your Senior Citizenship. The transformation is comparable to the one Clark Kent goes through: He takes off his glasses and becomes Superman; you put on your reading glasses and become … Old Person.

You find that with your reading glasses on you behave differently. You become crotchety and easily irritated by little things, such as when the supermarket runs out of your preferred brand of low-fat, low-sodium, vitamin-fortified, calcium-enriched, high-fiber, non-meat “breakfast links” made from tofu and compressed cardboard. You become angry at the radio because it keeps playing songs you hate, which is a LOT of songs, because you basically hate every song written since the Beatles broke up, and you’re sick of the Beatles, too, because you’ve heard every one of their songs 900 million times on “oldies” radio, which is all you’ve listened to for over twenty years. You feel that everybody except you drives too fast. You think of people under the age of 30 as “whippersnappers,” and you get the urge to peer over your glasses at them and tell them how tough things were during the Great Depression, even though you personally were born in 1947. Sometimes you are tempted to say, “Con-SARN it!”

So, to avoid transforming into Old Person, you tend to wear your reading glasses as little as possible. You lose them. You go out without them. The result is, much of the time, you can’t read anything printed in letters smaller than Marlon Brando.

But what I’ve discovered—this is the positive aspect of aging that I’ve been driving at—is that very often not being able to read is a good thing. For example, without my reading glasses, the only part of the newspaper I can read is the headlines, so my front page looks like this:



FIGHTING ERUPTS YET
AGAIN IN MIDDLE EAST

Historic Peace Accord No. 2,965,978 Goes Down the Crapper


This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by



SOCIAL SECURITY
SYSTEM COLLAPSING

You, Personally, Will Never Get a Cent HAHAHAHAHAHA


This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.



STUDY: EGGPLANT
CAUSES CANCER

Same Study Also Shows That Lack of Eggplant Causes Cancer


But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.



GIANT ASTEROID
WILL SMASH EARTH TODAY;
HUMAN RACE DOOMED

Professional Baseball Players Strike for Higher Salaries


This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the



See what I mean? I don’t want to read those stories. I’m glad they’re written in bacteria letters. This is also how I feel about the long, scary Consumer Advisories that appear on virtually every product I buy, advising me how potentially deadly it is, like this:


WARNING: Use of this product may cause nausea, insomnia, euphoria, déjà vu, menopause, tax audits, demonic possession, lung flukes, eyeball worms, decapitation, and mudslides. We would not even dare to sell this product if we did not have a huge, carnivorous legal department that could squash you in court like a baby mouse under a sledgehammer. We frankly cannot believe that you were so stupid as to purchase this product. Your only hope is to set this product down very gently, back slowly away from it, then turn and sprint from your home, never to return.



Back when I could read without reading glasses, I would glance at this information, and it made me nervous. But now, thanks to old age, it looks like this:


WARNING: Here we go again: But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.

But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by This doesn’t say anything. This is just a bunch of words I wrote here to make it look like there’s a story under the headline. If you have gone to the trouble of blowing this up so that you can read it, let me just say: Congratulations, you have even more spare time than I do, which is saying a LOT.



So I can just cheerfully discard the Consumer Advisory and swallow the product. Granted, this is sometimes a poor decision, such as when the product is liquid drain opener. But I feel the trade-off is worth it.

I am also much more comfortable these days with products that come in boxes marked “Ready to Assemble.” As you consumers know, “Ready to Assemble” is shorthand for “Contains the Same Number of Parts as a Nuclear Aircraft Carrier.” These products used to intimidate me, because the instructions usually consist of hundreds of steps like this:


STEP ONE. Here we go again: But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

STEP TWO. Here we go again: But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

STEP THREE. Here we go again: But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

STEP FOUR. Here we go again: But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by

GO BACK TO STEP ONE. Here we go again: But seriously, I really have absolutely nothing to tell you here, unless you want me to solve some mysteries that have totally baffled the human race, such as what is the true meaning of life, and whether there is intelligent life elsewhere in the universe and which, really, is the best long-distance carrier for you. Would you like me to tell you those things? You would? OK! I will, then! But first I want to tell you exactly who was responsible for the Kennedy assassination. Ready? Here goes: The Kennedy assassination was committed by



But these days I just toss the instructions aside and start assembling the product. And you know what? I’ve found that, using nothing but my common sense and natural mechanical ability, I actually finish the assembly process faster than before! Granted, most of the time the products don’t work. But they rarely worked even when I could read the instructions, so I figure I’m ahead.

And the inability to read is not the only good thing about turning 50. There’s also the fact that you’ve reached the point in life where you accept the fact that you cannot possibly be hip.

Actually, I don’t even know whether “hip” is the word for hip anymore. And I don’t have to care! That’s the point! Even if I knew how to talk hip, or dress hip, or listen to hip music—even if I knew everything about what currently, at this particular nanosecond in our culture constitutes hipness—I am still, on account of my age, automatically disqualified. What a relief! I’m over the Hipness Hump!

I can remember when I wasn’t. There was a brief period, during my college years, when as far as I can tell, I actually was kind of hip, as measured by the standards of The Sixties.2 Then I went through a long, murky phase—from my 20s through my 40s—when my hipness was steadily draining away, but I would still feel a nagging obligation to participate in trends. The problem was that, as an aging person, I was no longer capable of distinguishing between the trends that were in fact hip and the ones that were just stupid.

For example, do you remember the period—I think it was during the Seventies—when some guys would turn up the collars on their sports jackets? The first time I saw this look—it was on a guy in an elevator in New York City—I thought it was a mistake, and I told the guy, as a friendly gesture, “Your jacket collar is up.” He looked at me as though I were a manure-encrusted pig farmer who had just told him that ice was actually frozen water.

“I know,” he said.

After that, I started seeing a lot of guys with their collars up, and I realized that it was a trend. Many of these guys were younger than I, but some were my age or even older, and I wondered: Should I be doing this? When I was young and hip—when it was a question of wearing bell-bottomed jeans, or growing my hair long, or smoking banana skins to see if they got you high3—I never had a moment’s doubt; I just knew. But I was ambivalent about the turned-up jacket collar: Was it really hip? Or were these guys just a bunch of twits?

The answer, we now know thanks to tests conducted by the National Institute of Science, is that they were in fact a bunch of twits. So I’m glad I never participated in that trend. But the point is that, because of my Hipness Uncertainty Syndrome, I wasted valuable time worrying about it.

As years passed and I got older, I found myself worrying less and less about trends. For example, when I was in my 40s, young black men started wearing their baseball caps backward. I was never even slightly tempted to imitate them. A lot of guys were, though. It wasn’t so bad with the younger ones, but there was a certain age—I would pinpoint this age at 17—beyond which it started to look pretty silly. You’d see middle-class white guys in their 30s apparently thinking that by turning their caps around they had transformed themselves from junior insurance executives into bad ghetto dudes. Boyz N the Burbz.

I’m happy that, as a definitely older person, I’ll never again have to go through that. Likewise I never have to wonder if I should try to like rap music, or wear gigantic pants with the waist down around my knees. Nor do I ever feel any need to participate in a current trend with potentially a very high twitness quotient: Cigar Mania, which in the mid-Nineties swept the nation the way a fart sweeps a crowded living room. All of a sudden, everywhere you go, all these people in the prime of their Hipness Uncertainty Syndrome years are fondling cigars, puffing earnestly away on cigars, and—worst of all—droning away endlessly about cigars, as though cigars are an intellectual topic comparable to classical literature, as opposed to transient wads of spit-drenched tobacco.

Don’t misunderstand me: I know that some people, a small minority, truly like cigars—they smoked them before they were popular, and they’ll smoke them after they stop being popular. But you just know that, at some point, a whole lot of these puffers and fondlers and droners are going to wake up one morning, smell the cigar stench on their hair and skin and taste the cigar slime clinging to their teeth, and they’re going to say: “What the hell am I doing?”

Most of us older people managed to completely avoid participating in the cigar trend, and we feel good about it. We also feel good about the fact that when we hear about global warming, or toxic waste, or global cooling, or the destruction of the rain forests, or one of the many other serious problems threatening to wipe out the entire human race by the year 2050 unless we do something drastic, we can frown politely as though we’re concerned, when in fact we’re thinking: “No problem! I’ll be dead!”

Yes, there are some real benefits to turning 50. And that’s going to be the theme of this book: It’s going to be a celebration of the aging process. I’m not talking about just my aging process, but that of the whole massive Baby Boom Generation—the millions and millions of us who were born in the postwar era and went on to set a standard for whiny self-absorption that probably will never be equaled.

But dammit, we have a lot to be self-absorbed about. Oh, sure, we had a pretty impressive act to follow. Our parents’ generation overcame the Great Depression, won World War II, and went on to build the greatest and most powerful nation this planet has ever seen. But look at the many accomplishments that we Baby Boomers can point to: Saturday Night Live! The New Age movement! Call waiting!

And those are only a few examples. There will be many more in this book, which will chart the historic, highlight-studded course of the Boomers—from the days when they wore diapers to the heady days, decades later, when, as the dominant generation of the planet’s dominant nation, they are starting to wear diapers again.

Come, fellow Boomer. Take my hand, and let us travel together on a voyage of exploration into our very favorite topic, which is us. Let us examine in detail the questions of who we are, and where we came from, and where we are going. I promise you that it will be a fascinating journey. Simply read on, and we shall begin.

But first, let go of my hand, because it’s really hard to type this way.

QUIZ: HOW OLD ARE YOU?


	Describe your family’s first TV set.

	It was a huge wooden cabinet with two big knobs and a teensy screen featuring a black-and-white picture that I rarely saw because my dad was always standing in front of it adjusting the rabbit-ear antenna and saying bad words.

	It was a Sony.






	Who was featured on your first lunchbox?

	Davy Crockett.

	Vanilla Ice.






	Do you remember Howdy Doody?

	Of course.

	You are making that name up.






	Who was the first living U.S. president whom you were aware of?

	Harry Truman.

	Vanilla Ice.






	Did you ever, personally, own a 78 r.p.m. record?

	Yes.

	A what?






	Did you, later on, own a whole batch of 45 r.p.m. records that you wrote your name on the labels of and kept in a carrying case that had a handle? And you put little plastic inserts in the holes?

	Yes.

	Why did you need little plastic inserts for the holes?






	Have you ever thought that Beavis and Butt-Head is funny?

	No.

	Yes, I am always amused when they burp and go heheheheheh.






	Do you remember when there were no area codes? And there was only one gigantic Soviet Union–style telephone company? And all the phones were black and they belonged to the phone company and if you wanted to get a new one you had to wait in your house like a prisoner for days at a time until the phone company, taking its sweet time, decided to install one, as opposed to now, when they sell telephones at drugstores, as if they were breath mints? And do you remember a time when you weren’t incessantly bombarded with advertising about your long-distance options, because there WEREN’T any long-distance options? And phone numbers had letters at the beginning, reflecting your area of residence, such as (in my personal case) ARmonk 3, 3119, which made the numbers easier to remember? Do you think that one reason why children today can’t remember their multiplication tables is that they have to remember seven-digit phone numbers for their homes, plus their parents’ cell phones and beepers; not to mention their home alarm codes and various random PIN numbers; on top of which somebody—possibly hostile space aliens—keeps adding NEW area codes every other week, so that some day we’re going to have a separate area code for every single household in America and our brains will be so full of numbers that one day our skulls will start spontaneously exploding and people will try to call for help but they won’t be able to remember the seventeen-digit number that will no doubt soon replace 911?

	Yes.

	You’re saying there didn’t used to be area codes?






	Do you remember when pop singing stars with major hit records would go on TV shows—most notably Dick Clark’s American Bandstand—and the teenagers (the girls wearing sweaters; the boys wearing skinny ties) would dance the Stroll while the stars would lip-synch their records hilariously badly, as though they were hearing the songs for the first time?

	Yes.

	Dick Clark? The sweepstakes guy?






	Did you ever do the Slop?

	Of course.

	The what?






	Did you ever do the Humpty Dance?

	The what?

	Of course.






	Do you remember when “boss” was a popular slang term denoting approval, as in “Duane got a boss GTO”?

	Yes.

	That is pathetic.






	Who was Winky Dink?

	A cartoon character that you got out of trouble by drawing lines on a plastic thing you put on your TV screen.

	I’ll agree with “a” on this one.

	Hey! That’s cheating!






	Where were you the first time you heard the Beatles?

	In a station wagon.

	In a fallopian tube.






	Did you ever experiment with drugs?

	No.

	No.








HOW TO SCORE

Count the number of “a” answers, then refer to the following handy chart:





	YOUR SCORE
	HOW OLD YOU ARE



	You can ignore this.
	This is just another joke based on using unreadably small type.



	There will probably be a lot of them in this book.
	Let’s hope I eventually get bored with this idea.




If you can’t read the handy chart, you’re old. But you knew that.


1. I still don’t really understand why this is. My theory is that when the light leaves the printed page, it’s young and thin; but after a few feet, it gets older and fatter, and you can see it more easily.

2. Actually, there were no standards in The Sixties; that was the point.

3. No.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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DAVE BARRY DOES JAPAN

Itintroduced him to a mouth-watering array of Far Eastern
culinary delights (“the Japanese routinely eat things that have
eyeballs or suckers or other flagrantly unacceptable organs sill
attached to them") and exposed him to high culture (‘one hour

of watching Kabuki i the equivalent of seventeen hours spent in

a more enjoyable actvity, such as eye surgery’). Join Dave

Barry as he explores culture shock in alits numerous, humorous

forms, including:

« Failing to Learn Japanese in Only Five Minutes.
0r: "Very Much Good Morning, Sir®")
« Secrets of Japanese Industry
(1 Probably Should Have Written Them Down)
« Humor in Japan (Take My Tofu! Please!)
« Sports in Japan ("o, Batter! Loudly Make It Fly©)
« Staying at a Japanese Inn (Peace, Tranquillity, Insects)

“ON TARGET ... .
A RARE AND SPECIAL TREAT."
~—The New York Times Book Review

Available in bookstores everywhere
Published by Ballanine Books
The Ballantine Publishing Group.
wwerandomhousc.com/B|
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DAVE BARRY IN CYBERSPACE

Aself-professed computer geek who actually does Windows,
Dave Barry takes us on a hilarious hard drive via the
information superhighway—and into the very heart of
eyberspace. Iside youl find juicy bytes on:

«How to Buy and Set Up a Computer; Step One: Get Valium
«Nerdstock in the Desert; Or: Bill Gates I Elvis
« Software: Making Your Computer Come Alive
So1t Can Attack You
 Word Processing: How to Press.
an Enormous Number of Keys
Without Ever Actually Writing Anything
« Selected Web Sites, including Cursing in Swedish,
Deformed Frog Pictures, and
The Toiets of Melbourne, Australi

“RELENTLESSLY FUNNY.”
—PeopLe

“SIDE-SPLITTING."
—ST. PETERSBURG TIMES

Available in bookstores everywhere
Published by Ballantinc Books
The Ballantine Publishing Group
wiwrandomhouse.com/B8/
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Look for these
hilarious books by
Dave Barry!

DAVE BARRY IS FROM
MARS AND VENUS

Whether he's plashing with the U.S. synchronized swim team
(*Picture a bunch of elegant swans swimming with a flailing sea
cow) or reliving the Pilgrims’ first Thanksgiving ("We've decided
0 obiiterate your culture, but fist may we ty the stuffing?”),
we Barry proves that one man can make a difference—by
having the guts to answer such questions as:

« What makes people want to eat animals they would never
consider petting?
+Where do the World's Three Most Boring People meet?
+Why s Colorado freezing so many human gonads?
« And just how does Oprah have the power to turn a 1957
Hotpoint toaster manual into a #1 bestseller?

“YOU'LL LAUGH OUTRIGHT.”
—ATLANTA JOURNAL & CONSTITUTION

“A HOOT."
—Peopie

Available in bookstores everywhere
Published by Ballantine Books
The Ballantine Publishing Group.
‘wwerandomhouse.com/BB/
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DAVE
BARRY

Turns

50
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BALILANTINE BOOIKS
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DAVE BARRY'S GUIDE TO GUYS

1f you're a guy—or if you're attempting to share a remote
‘control with one-you need this book, because in it Dave Barry
deals frankly and semi-thoroughly with such important guy
issues as:

« Scratching
« The rale of guys in world history, including the
herctofore-unknown relationship between the discovery
of North America and golf
« Why the average guy can remember who won
the 1960 World Series, but not necessarily
the names of al hs children
« Why guys cannot simultaneously think and look at breasts
« Secret guy orgasm-delaying techniques, including the
Margaret Thatcher Method

“AN AVERAGE OF THREE TO FOUR
LAUGHS PER PAGE . . . DAVE BARRY IS ONE
FUNNY HUMAN."
—SAN FRANCISCO EXAMINER

“Whether you're a guy—or attempting to
share a bathroom with one—Barry has some
wacky words of wisdom for you.”
—USA Tooay

Available in bookstores everywhere
Published by Ballantine Books
The Ballantine Publishing Group
‘wwrwerandomhouse.com/B/






