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You’ve done it. Welcome to the neighborhood! You’ve bravely settled among the rarest, and loudest, of suburban 
wildlife: the conservative Baby Boomer. Who are they, you ask? Think ‘old-er’. Like granny and grampy older. 

This proud species is known for its unwavering devotion to 
several key pillars of community life: towering flagpoles 
(with seasonal flag rotations), lawns so precisely edged 
they’d make NASA jealous, and a deep, almost athletic 
commitment to the art of the firmly worded complaint 
email. They’ve survived Nixon, disco, polyester leisure 
suits, Vietnam, Barry Manilow, and 17% mortgage rates, so 
yes, please cut them some slack.

In this manicured jungle of golf carts, HOA committees, 
pickleball rivalries, and passive-aggressive expandable 
waistbands, you’ll need more than just youthful optimism 
to thrive. You’ll need this Guide.

Now, let’s talk about you. You’re what we’ll simply refer to 
here as the “Y’alls”. That’s everyone else, Gen X’s, 
Millennials, and Gen Z’s, basically anyone born between 
1965 and 2012 who finds themselves suddenly surrounded 
by neighbors who can recite their cholesterol numbers 
faster than their Wi-Fi passwords. In other words, 
‘Boomers-Not!’ Y’alls are armed with multitasking skills, 
flexible working hours, a stubborn refusal to mow your 
lawn before it’s absolutely necessary, and, for now, 
superior night vision.

You’ve weathered Alanis Morissette angst, dial-up internet, the Iraq and Afghanistan wars, economic collapses, 
and five different versions of the iPhone charging cable. You’ve got grit. You’re tough. And yet, nothing has 
prepared you for Wednesday Night Meatloaf Buffet (even if Meatloaf is playing in the background).

But take heart. They survived Woodstock, Watergate, and watching the entire last season of M*A*S*H in real 
time. You can survive the pool rules, the Christmas Golf Cart Parade committee rejecting your Tranformers cart 
submission, a few ARC regs and the odd ‘dirty roof’ letter.

In the end, it’s a beautiful, bewildering, and occasionally hilarious tapestry of generations stitched together by 
lawn fertilizer, Costco sheet cakes, and shared property values. And right in the middle of it all…is Y’all!

Welcome to The Magnolia News Generational Survival Guide, which we will be publishing here, one chapter each 
month. Read it. Memorize it. Keep it in the glovebox of your golf cart. Godspeed!

- Your Boomer Magnolia News Staff

welcome younger generations!

You call her ‘Mimi’, he’s y’all’s  ‘Pop Pop’ 
While you line up for a ‘Sneaker Drop’
   They beam ear to ear,
   When the doc says “all clear,”
Hand-in-hand going home from a “Post Op”


