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FOREWORD

Our Journey to Miranda





Hello, Lover!

Lauren and Chelsea here. We are the authors of this book, and we are both Mirandas. Chelsea is a Miranda with a Samantha rising and Lauren is a Miranda with a Carrie rising—but more on that later. Even though we are proud to identify as Mirandas today, the road to self-acceptance has been rough. When we first discovered Sex and the City, both of us felt a strong kinship with Carrie. She was the series’ preeminent It girl, with a cool job, a hot sex life, and a plentiful supply of Nicolas Ghesquière-era Balenciaga. She was charismatic and impossibly chic, yet flawed enough to be relatable. In a matter of months, we were both self-proclaimed Carries, with the vintage slip dresses to prove it. Chelsea smoked Ms. Bradshaw’s preferred brand of cigarettes (Marlboro Lights) before begrudgingly quitting, while Lauren almost broke up with her college boyfriend for merely suggesting that she was a Miranda. It’s shameful to admit, but in the early aughts, no one wanted to be a Miranda—but we both had a change of heart when we revisited the series as adults. Miranda’s take-no-shit attitude was inspiring. Her pantsuits were chicer than we remembered, and her mere presence was an essential counter to Carrie’s drama and Charlotte’s optimism. After repeat viewings, we started to question why we had aligned ourselves with Carrie at all, especially given her fondness for finance bros and fascinators.







CHAPTER 1

Are You a Miranda?







The First Step Is Admitting That You Are Not a Carrie
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CHAPTER 2

Dress like a Miranda







How to Layer a Bucket Hat over a Hoodie and Other Lessons from the Queen of Off-Duty
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CHAPTER 3

Love Like a Miranda







The Pessimist’s Guide to Happily Ever After
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CHAPTER 4

Work Like a Miranda







You Better Work, Bitch
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CHAPTER 5

Fuck Like a Miranda







Miranda Hobbes Knows Good Sex—And Isn’t Afraid to Ask for Oral
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CHAPTER 6

Thrive Like a Miranda







Eat (Cake Out of the Garbage), Pray, Love
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EPILOGUE

How Do You Know When Enough Is Enough?









You may never have a wardrobe like Carrie, a perfect marriage like Charlotte, or a glamorous job like Samantha, but right now, at this very moment: you are enough. Our status-obsessed culture encourages us to strive for things that we cannot attain, to compare ourselves to people who we can never be. We convince ourselves that all of our problems would dissipate if we had the right relationship or the right Gucci handbag, but no amount of outward success can satisfy someone who is always yearning for more.

Mirandas often make the grave mistake of conflating our hopes and ambitions with who we are as people. We closely identify with our goals, and suffer greatly when things don’t go according to plan. Many of us feel like we’ve fallen behind in life, and that we can’t possibly feel whole until we accomplish everything that we set out to do—but even the most successful among us often feel an underlying sense of unease. Why? Because our yearnings can never be satiated. When we finally cross something off our list, we may feel a momentary sense of relief, but that relief often gives way to the desire for newness. If we could only get that promotion, or that prewar penthouse, then we could finally relax. But the joke is on us, because this vicious cycle never ends, so if you should find yourself draped in Versace couture at the Hôtel Plaza Athénée and you’re still miserable, it may be time to rethink your priorities.

Real happiness comes from our ability to be compassionate toward ourselves and others. It’s not a particularly sexy concept, but it’s no less true. Making peace with our own shortcomings and treating ourselves with the respect that we reserve for our closest friends is the only path to fulfillment. That said, self-love is no easy task for the Miranda-identified. Not a day goes by when we don’t obsess about something that we’re lacking, whether it’s a relationship, or a high-paying job, or Sarah Jessica Parker’s abs. But just because we’ve struggled with negative thoughts in the past does not mean that we’re doomed to hold on to them for life. Simply having awareness of the thoughts as they come is the first step to eradicating them. Many of us suffer from the delusion that the voice in our head speaks the absolute truth. What she says, we believe without hesitation—but might we remind you that this is the same crazy bitch who told you to buy a trucker hat in 2004? It stands to reason that she’s wrong about a lot of things.

Self-actualization is not about succeeding on someone else’s terms. It is about knowing who you are, and thriving within those parameters. A Miranda can never be a Carrie, no matter how many giant rosettes she buys. If you truly want to be happy, you have to believe that you are enough, right now. Your ability to love yourself cannot be contingent on an abstract future scenario where you’re wealthy, married, and twenty pounds lighter. You may have a bad haircut, bad credit, or a brand-new pair of adult braces, but that shouldn’t preclude you from the most exciting, challenging, and significant relationship of all: the relationship that you have with yourself. The next time that you find yourself dousing your dessert with dish soap, have a little compassion. You’re a Miranda, such humiliations are inevitable, and if you can find someone who will check you into the Betty Crocker Clinic without judgment, well, that’s just fabulous.
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