MATT RUDD

The Dull Men’s Club?
Where do I sign?

ne of the joys of not being young any more is
that I don’t have to pretend to be cool.I don’t
have to have a favourite football team ora
favourite band. If someone asks what I’'m
doing this evening, I don’t have to fabricate a
story about a club or a bungee jump orareally
romantic date with a girl from Denmark.
I don’t have to do shots just because someone
shouted “shots™ I don’t have to say I'm
thinking of getting a tattoo because I’'m not.
Not ever. Please just accept that.

There are two things you must do if you want to grow

d gracefully. First, you have to stop caring so much

yout what other people think. This is very important.

's all that stands between you and a bottle of Just for

len or a bright red convertible or your nepo-baby son

»sting 800-word essays about how awful you are on

stagram. When you stop caring so much about

hat other people think, a whole new world of

»portunity opens up and that world involves

rdigans and slippers and alphabetised

yokshelves. It means you can go to bed at 10pm if

yu want to, which, at your age, you probably do.

The second very important part of ageing is

owing down. When you’re young, you rush, and

hen you’re old, you potter. How painlessly you

ove from the former to the latter is critical.

sfuse to accept that things take longer than they

ied to and only an aneurysm awaits. Embrace the

ct that you’re not as nippy as you once were and

e will be so much better.

I say this mainly because I bought an Airfix

embership for Child C,13, a few weeks ago and found

yself building a Westland Lynx HMAS helicopter

ng after he’d given up and gone to bed. And then,

any hours and many days later, I found myself

iinting it, undercoats and everything. Even five

aars ago [ wouldn’t have had the patience.I’d have

imped on the bits you can’t see.I'd have ignored

e really fiddly control panels. I'd have done a third

‘the 48 very tiny transfers and given up.“It’s a

slicopter that hasn’t been looked after properly,” I'd

we told myself. “Typical Ministry of Defence,

imping on the maintenance.”

Behold, then, the Dull Men’s Club, which
gathered in a room without a view last month
because rooms with a view are too exciting. The goal
of the club, which was founded by who else but a tax
lawyer in New York in the 1980s, is to find beauty in the
mundane and to embrace the trivial. Unfortunately the
club has become something of a viral sensation, which
is presumably the last thing they want, but you have
to admire the concept. Behold too Francis Bourgeois,
the trainspotting supernerd, who finds something
approaching ecstasy in a gently accelerating electric
multiple unit. He too has found traction (apologies) on
social media — millions follow his TikToks of this train
or that. He’s now modelling for Gucci, damn it.

To celebrate dullness risks ruining the purpose of
dullness in the first place, but if it makes the transition
from rushing to pottering less traumatic, 'm all for

it. My teenage sons tell me that if a YouTube video
doesn’t have something exciting happening in it
in the first two seconds, the algorithm will not
approve. This neatly encapsulates what is wrong
with absolutely everything. It’s why mountain
rescue teams spend most of their time winching
people in flip-flops and GoPros from crevices. It’s why,
if you wait by a place of scenic beauty for any amount of
time, you'll see a coachload of influencers arrive, poke
each other’s eyes out with their selfie sticks and then
leave again. The algorithm is the enemy of slowing
down. It doesn’t approve of pottering.

We must resist. We must take pleasure instead ina
colour-coded sock drawer, a correct place in the toolbox
for every screwdriver and a very long discussion about
the best time to leave if we’re going to beat the traffic.
I’ve reached the age where I read instruction manuals,
even the parts about ongoing maintenance.I do
gardening in the autumn, not just the fun stuff in the
spring. I run a spreadsheet plotting caffeine intake
against sleep. It helps me get to sleep. 'm well on my
way to the promised land of pottering and, when I get
there, I won’t be making an exciting video about it l




