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Daisy is Grazia UK’s resident agony aunt, starting her column Dear Daisy in October 2015 and sharing her wisdom with Grazia’s 120,000 readers. She has been writing about twenty-something TV favourite Made in Chelsea for four years, with loyal readers following her from Sabotage Times to the Mirror to Bauer’s big 2014 launch The Debrief, racking up over a million page views along the way. Daisy is a frequent fixture in the Guardian’s ‘most-read’ section, covering everything from trying out masturbation apps to hiring a tutor. She’s a Telegraph Women columnist, and writes regularly for titles including The Daily Mail, Esquire, Glamour, Look, Marie Claire, Stylist, The Pool and The Sunday Times.


Praise for How to Be a Grown-Up

‘WONDERFUL! So funny and sparkly, every woman should read it. A gorgeous and brilliant book’ Marian Keyes

‘It’s bliss. Funny, brave and generous’ Nina Stibbe

‘I am so glad I came to Daisy’s writing at the beginning of my 20s, rather than at the other end. I have carried her anecdotes, insights, reassurance and companionship through this difficult decade and her humour and honesty never fail to make me laugh, cry and feel less alone’ Dolly Alderton


About the Book

Have you ever felt lost, anxious, panicky about adulthood?

Have you ever spent a hungover Sunday crying into a bowl of cereal?

Have you ever scrolled through Instagram and felt nothing but green-eyed jealousy and evil thoughts?

Award-winning journalist, Grazia agony aunt and real-life big sister to five smart, stylish, stunning twenty-something young women, Daisy Buchanan has been there, done that and got the vajazzle.

In How to be a Grown-Up, she dispenses all the emotional and practical advice you need to negotiate a difficult decade. Covering everything from how to become more successful and confident at work, how to feel pride in yourself without needing validation from others, how to turn rivals into mentors, and how to enjoy being on your own, this is your warm, kind, funny voice in the dark saying “Honestly don’t worry, you’re doing your best and you’re amazing!”


For my sisters
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[image: Image Missing]t was 4 a.m. on a dark December morning in 2014. All was calm, all was quiet. I might have been in New York, the city that never sleeps, but I was apartment sitting in the gentle Brooklyn borough of Park Slope, where everyone goes to bed by 8 p.m. because they have to be up with the sun in order to feed their babies. I’d been shocked awake by the sound and motion of my own pounding heart. As the sweat trickled and my skin prickled, I had my phone screen halfway to my face before I recognised that I was in the middle of a panic attack. After being diagnosed with an anxiety disorder in my mid-twenties, I’ve accepted that panic attacks are part of my life – but it was the first time I’d been woken up by one. I was too sleepy fully to process what I was Googling at first. A few hours later, when I looked at the full list of my searches, I found ‘How to be thirty’, ‘How to survive thirties’, ‘Making the most of twenties’, ‘How to grow up’, ‘Am I grown up?’ and ‘Am I enough?’

I couldn’t quite find what I was looking for, so, eventually, when I’d calmed down, I decided that I wanted to write a book about it. I turned thirty in 2015, and while I didn’t learn all the answers before my thirtieth birthday, I was able to start accepting that it was OK still to have lots of questions.

I’m a writer and journalist. When I was twenty-three I started work as a features intern on the teen magazine Bliss. I spent four years listening to readers and learning how to give them advice and support when it came to dealing with the biggest issues in their lives: friendships, relationships, ambitions, confidence, wellbeing and how they felt about their bodies. When I left Bliss and became a freelance journalist, I was mainly writing for readers in their twenties and thirties, but I found I was covering the same subjects. The more I learned about readers’ concerns, the more I realised that I shared them, and started to think that by writing about these subjects I could help myself and my friends too. In 2015 I became Grazia’s agony aunt. Had I become wise enough to give everyone fabulous and life changing advice? Well, I wore spectacles in the profile picture, so I looked convincing. As more and more people wrote to Grazia to ask for help, it became clear to me that most of us already have many of the answers – we just need a big dollop of self-love and compassion in order to find the courage to do what we need to do.

I also realised that my personal level of life experience is the tiniest tip of the most enormous iceberg. Emotionally speaking, I’m Polly Pocket navigating the state of Texas. This is why I’ve brought a range of voices into the book – these are friends, and friends of friends, with compelling stories and wise perspectives on understanding the grown-up world. Most of them, like me, have an anecdote about a bad time, a sad time or a moment in which something went desperately and horribly wrong, but turned out to be useful and life affirming. (Even if it was just in the sense that at the time we thought the mistake might kill us, but then no one actually died.)

Most of us begin our twenties with similar hopes and expectations. Some of us are studying for degrees. Some of us have plans and ambitions and lists. Most of us don’t have any money, or professional experience, or any real idea of exactly where the next ten years will take us. We might feel fearless. We might be frightened.

In my early twenties, I was a big, naive idiot. On the one hand, I’d sit through job interviews and ask about share options and pension schemes. I used phrases like ‘transferable skills’ and prided myself on the fact that, when I was flat hunting, I’d always ask the landlord whether the property was prone to gas leaks – as if knowing that gas was dangerous was a hallmark of maturity.

On the other hand, I once took out a Warehouse store card in order to buy a scarlet sequinned mini skirt that I wore for forty minutes before abandoning after realising that I couldn’t sit down in it without getting scratches on my thighs that made me look as though I’d been savaged by a weak, elderly tiger. One evening I got so drunk that I threw up in a taxi when I was five minutes from my house, and instead of heading home after I’d been booted out and fined fifty quid, I walked in the opposite direction for ten minutes and got into a brand new taxi. I once kissed a man who wore blue-tinted, wraparound Oakley sunglasses, indoors. I hid from my boss on a Sunday, when I was wearing my coat over my pyjamas and buying onion rings in Tesco Metro. I truly believed people were interested in where I went to university, and that having a degree mattered more than being able to send a fax without starting a small electrical fire.

At the beginning, I was full of hope. I knew so little about the world and my place in it that I behaved like a puppy, so sure everyone was pleased to see me. I’d lick their faces, confident they’d make space for me on their laps.

By the time I turned twenty-five, I’d lost the naivety and was just a bit of an idiot. I told myself that everything bad that happened was OK because it was a ‘rite of passage’. My bank cards being blocked was an early milestone, which would eventually lead to fiscal responsibility. No one finds the love of their life unless they go on a few dates with guys from Guardian Soulmates who order £80 bottles of wine, leave their wallets at home and then finger them on Blackheath Common, right? Right? The harder I worked for almost no money, the more I was investing in my career. I was supposed to be permanently hungover, in the middle of a romantic disaster and jealous of everyone I knew! Milestones! Whoop!

But the more frenetic and ‘fun’ my twenties became, the more I wanted a happy ending – and the harder I worried about not finding one. I even missed being delusional and over-confident at the start of the decade. At least I had confidence then, and some sense of who I was, however misguided. At twenty-six, I didn’t feel any wiser or more accomplished than I had been at twenty-two. I just had a real sense of what my failings were, and a fear that life could only get worse. All that could happen was that I’d become more aware of how crap I was. I thought that as thirty drew nearer, success and happiness were supposed to float towards me like a drink on an inflatable coaster in the ‘Club Tropicana’ video. Instead, I was at sea, drifting away from the shoreline in the life-choice equivalent of a flimsy rubber dinghy that had been part of the Random Special Offer of the Week at Lidl. And every day, there seemed to be more sharks in the water.

Yet it did get better, in increments so tiny that they were impossible to measure. Quite by accident, by my thirtieth birthday I had fallen in love with a nice man and fallen into the career I wanted. But I felt so battle scarred that I couldn’t let myself breathe out. How could I know this wasn’t a total fluke? When would I believe that everything would be OK?

I still don’t. This book is partly about the realisation that adulthood is in the eye of the beholder. No one really tells us how to grow up, let alone comes along and confers grown-up status upon us (although I still fantasise about a special maturity ceremony where I am awarded a big shiny medal that turns out to be a massive chocolate coin when you peel off the outside). Objectively, I know that I’m an adult, and I now have a husband, a healthy credit score and a couple of nice handbags, and all the trappings that, if I were a lady in a book, would convince even the casual reader that I’m real – but I still worry that I’m really Tom Hanks in Big, and one day I’ll wake up, brush my teeth and see a child reflected back at me in the bathroom mirror.

Adulthood isn’t a quest where you complete a series of tasks, acquire a collection of items and are then granted the magical title. You can still live with your mum, or be an intern, or paint your nails electric blue, or go to sleep every night in a single bed clutching a cuddly flamingo, and be adulting. You’re doing it. Every day you’re moving a little bit closer to feeling it, too.

So this book is for everyone who has ever woken up in the night and thought, ‘What am I doing, exactly? Is this it?’, or just opened a Google browser and been tempted to type ‘HELP!!!!!!’ It’s for everyone who has ever thought about ending a date by climbing through a toilet window, or seen ‘insufficient funds’ flash up on the cashpoint screen a week after payday, or gone to bed on a bare mattress because the soggy sheets are still stuck in the drier, and for everyone who has felt bewildered by the number of tasks they have to complete in order to be a basic, functioning human.

I’m probably not going to tell you anything you don’t know, but I do want to say that the only difference between being a proper grown-up and an idiot sitting in her own vomit in the back of a taxi is perspective. You are not a goon among great minds. Every single one of us is a goon, hoping and praying that we don’t get found out. And as you get older, you start to believe that just being is enough, and you don’t have to wait to become perfect for your life to start.

All I have to offer is my mistakes. I had happy times and horrible times in my twenties, and much of it was of my own making, partly because of boys and booze and my bewildering fondness for embellished clothing – but mainly because it took me ages to realise that the only way to learn was by getting it wrong. I was desperately anxious about what other people thought of me, and whether I was going to get left behind, when I should have just worried about how much I was worrying. It has taken me a long time to realise that being happy doesn’t have to be hard work, and if we endlessly pick at all of our past mistakes, we can never move beyond them.

We are our own harshest critics. If you ever worry about where your life is going, you’re definitely moving in the right direction. You’re capable of amazing things, but you might miss them if you don’t stop comparing yourself with other people and their achievements. Don’t worry about Instagram quotes superimposed over fake sunsets in which Marilyn Monroe and Albert Einstein are falsely credited with claiming regrets are bad. Regrets are healthy, because they help you realise what you want. You can do anything within the realms of human possibility, because you’re a human being. Getting enough sleep is much more important than having clean sheets. If you’re brushing your teeth of your own accord, you’re definitely a grown-up, no matter what you see in the mirror. Growing up is simply a matter of getting to know yourself, and accepting that if you think you’re in the throes of a life crisis, the worst thing you can do is Google it.
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