
Also by Laura Jane Williams



Becoming





Laura Jane Williams has written about love, lust, and her feelings everywhere from the Guardian to Buzzfeed to RED, to the Telegraph, Stylist and more, and from September 2016 – February 2017 was Grazia's single girl dating columnist. She is the author of heartbreak memoir Becoming, Marie Claire's #BREAKFREE from Fear ambassador, and blogs about being "messily human" at www.superlativelyrude.com


 1 

the difference between child-like and child-ish

Okay, before we start, let me just clarify: I cannot stand the ‘baby voice’. The playing up of stupidness; acting cutsey or dumb to get away with murder. It isn’t clever, or fair, or nice to be around. It’s childish, both in little folks and in adults. But child-like? Oh, that’s just a dream. There’s a massive difference between the two.

Kids are new to the world. They haven’t learned to be jaded and on their guard and worn down by society and all she expects. To a kid mountains are tall, the ocean is huge, everything is both a question and an answer and limitless because of it. They marvel. They wonder. They aren’t inhibited because they don’t know that they ‘should’ be. They run, they’re free, they say what they think and they are boundlessly, endlessly positive.

Child-like embodies the positive, lovely side to kiddie behaviour. But childish? Is gross. Childish traits are mostly undesirable (except for on reality television, where they make great viewing.): tantrums, self-centredness, not knowing when to be serious . . . childishness in a grown man or woman is immature, and the exact opposite of charming or charismatic.

So. Let’s be very clear on the difference.

Childish? Bullshit.

Childlike? Mischievous and brazen and enthusiastic as hell.

Childlike is GREAT.

We can be like children, without forgetting how to be functioning, responsible adults.

Okay? Okay.


A LIST OF THINGS I’D LIKE TO SLOW THE FUCK DOWN FOR:
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liking who you are

The coolest thing I have ever known a child to say is, ‘I love my daddy, and my mummy, and myself.’ My friend Meriah’s kid said that. Bloody well done, Meriah. That’s a kid I wanna know as an adult.

I never for a second suspected the eleven-year-old of lying awake at 4 a.m. wondering if Trevor took her joke the wrong way at lunch. The youngest never fretted that she’d suitably demonstrated her ability to speak up in class, and never kicked herself for eating two chocolate pots at lunch. In the best way possible, those girls didn’t think about other people much, because they didn’t think of themselves that much. They were self-aware without being self-doubting, conscious of others without making others the centre of their own worlds. They were thoughtful, but didn’t overthink.

What’s that famous quote – so famous I don’t even know who said it – about how it takes ages to unlearn everything you’ve been taught to be sorry for as a grown-up? I don’t know, maybe I’m getting more than one quote confused, the more that I think about it, but that doesn’t undo my point: keeping a list of reasons in the back of our minds about why, exactly, we’re utterly rubbish in life and love and the universe, maintaining a chronicle of why everybody hates us, and the things we do wrong, it all zaps energy better used for, like, having fun. And what is all this for if not to have a rollicking good time?

The purpose of life is to enjoy it.

Don’t get it twisted: liking yourself can be a lifetime’s work. Because we learn, as grown-ups, how not to like ourselves, undoing that doesn’t just happen once. Ta-da! Fixed! Oh no.

Being taught by society and through culture and gender norms and sexual restrictions and manners and ‘being nice’ and all that other stuff we know exists and exhausts us to fight – well, it’s fucked up.

It’s so fucked up, and nuanced – we have habits, so very rooted over time – that it’s not possible that you’ll read this and then decide to adore yourself and that’s it, forever and ever amen: total self-love. That’s certainly not how it’s been for me, anyway.

Some days we know we’re doing okay, and others feel like the world is ending, and the only thing we have to remember is that on all of those days we are worthy.

That’s what liking ourselves is cemented in, innit? Worth.

When I taught English as a Foreign Language in Italy, I remember meeting a thirteen-year-old called Giulio who was funny and clever and obsessed with The Beatles and Woody Allen films (yes we talked about how problematic Woody Allen is). I’d sit next to him at lunch and listen to him be excited about what he loved and saying things like, ‘And of course, I would like to study in England because my English is very good.’ He’d say, ‘I can be a filmmaker who everyone will know the name of,’ and ‘My sense of humour is the best thing about my personality.’ Kids have got self-worth by the bucket-load, because they haven’t started on any kind of fruitless path towards perfectionism. The only path a kid is on is the one towards becoming themselves – and that’s just fine.



Be you. You is awesome.



Giulio made me want to suspend judgement on myself. Be my own best friend by refusing to categorise the things I do and the thoughts I have and the way my days pass by as ‘bad’ or ‘good’.

If you want to do the same, as your own best friend tell yourself that you are indeed worthy, and that you matter, and that you’re not going anywhere. You’re always going to be there for yourself.

Talk to yourself like you would do the child in your life.

‘Good job!’

‘Great effort!’

‘Take it slow, babe!’

‘Have you eaten yet?’

‘You’re so good at that! You must’ve put in a lot of effort!’

‘I love you.’

Reassure yourself you’re not gonna quit on who you are.

Promise yourself the love you have for you is unconditional.

The only thing that matters is that your intentions are pure and your heart is true. If your intentions are pure and your heart is true, you get to call yourself authentic, and when you’re your most authentic self, you’re free, darlin’.

If you need a less wanky way to think of that, try this: know you’re doing your best. And your best? Is enough.

Everything you already are is perfect.



‘Always be a first-rate version of yourself and not a second-rate version of someone else.’

~ Judy Garland
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being proudly obsessed, you weirdo

‘Look at my miniature dolphin collection!’ a child will implore you, carefree and uninhibited. And do you know what? We do. Suddenly, when a tiny person tells you all about species and sizes and temperaments of these dolphins with unabashed and satisfied obsession, it sort of . . . makes us care?

Nobody ever met a passionate kid and didn’t instantly fall in brain love with them. It’s exciting to be around excited people! So whatever you’re into? Be into it proudly. Own it.

By nannying three wildly different children, what I saw was that you’ve gotta define yourself on your own terms. Be true to you. To what you want.

Enthusiasm is contagious. Being different is fun. I’d get such a kick out of knowing the six-year-old would get off on a particular Little Mix song, or that the nine-year-old would FREAK OUT at the joke I just read on Facebook. Because they were so unabashedly themselves, I got the total joy of discovering new stuff myself.

Theory: being the most authentic version of yourself is the highest definition of success there is.

When we’re not honouring our truest selves, we make poor decisions, and those decisions ultimately make us feel even shittier. Cue, then, more lacklustre life choices. We’re exhausted from mediocrity, and anaesthetise ourselves with the cold knowledge that everyone else is doing it this way so we must be okay. Mustn’t we? Isn’t this low-level misery just called being a grown-up?

Sad people make shitty decisions, and no, that’s not what being a grown-up is. A grown-up is a person who knows what they like, what they don’t, and builds their days around more of the former in the best way that they can.

That feels a little revolutionary, doesn’t it? ‘Yes but Laura,’ I hear you say, ‘of course I wanna do more of the stuff I enjoy. THERE JUST ISN’T TIME. There’s never enough time!’

I wonder how much more time we’d all have if we could forfeit the stuff we don’t like.

If the thought of a nine-to-five office paralyses you with fear – don’t get a nine-to-five office job. Quit the one you’ve got, or resolve to find the joy in it if you can’t. Figure out part-time hours or flexi-time, or if different responsibilities would alter your enjoyment of the role. If you hate SoulCycle, don’t bloody SoulCycle. Do pilates or get a personal trainer or download a 10k training app and hit the route around the park instead. Hate brogues? Throw ’em in the trash and bring platform heels back. You don’t have to drop forty quid on brunch, get a Master’s just in case, or say yes to the proposal because you’re the only friend on Instagram without a wedding hashtag.

Forfeit the stuff you don’t like.

You can be single or in an open relationship.

Own six homes or just the bag on your back.

Make your money in landscape architecture, or high finance.

You can have a kid if you want. Or not.

You can wake up at 6 a.m. every single day, or sleep till noon.

Take your water half-fizzy, half-flat.

Start your days with a fan dance in a pair of fucking nipple tassels, if you like. I’d love to know the secret to getting them to draw circles in the air that way.

Forfeit the stuff you don’t like.

And if you like it – if it feels good, and you’re not hurting anybody – get on with the business of liking it. Swim in it. Obsess your tits off, sunshine. The world needs more people willing to go all in on what they’re into. The world needs more of that kind of love.

Kids are brave about who they are and what they love. Sebastian knows every Pokémon and its worth, in ascending order. Emma owns every single book in The Babysitter Club series, including the special editions and subsequent TV series on both Blu-ray and DVD. Rasheed collects sea pebbles, and every time he goes to the beach has to spend at least three hours scouring the shoreline for the smoothest, most lovely ones. I remember geeking out on some Greek theatre we’d been to see as a class at school, and how I found a note afterwards between two ‘friends’ saying how weird it was that I got excited. My mate Dan went through a Chas & Dave phase aged eight, with mail-order albums and everything.

So, yeah, brave is absolutely the right word for this, because in this life it’s not easy to be honest. Being honest about who you are – getting to know yourself in the first place, I guess – it takes time and patience and will change, over and over again. The essence, though, of knowing yourself comes down to owning the stuff that you love, and not playing make-believe with the stuff that you don’t.

I always use this as an example for myself when I’m nervous about coming across as a bit of a dickhead. Because, that’s my worry: that if I shout about what I love ‘too’ loudly (‘too’ anything: happily, excitedly, enthusiastically . . .) people will think I’m a nob. That’s such a 1980s housewife thing to worry about – ‘What will the neighbours say?’ – and yet, that is where my brain goes.

Anyway.

I very much enjoy spending swathes of time editing iPhone photos with a series of apps. When I was in India, training to be a yoga teacher, a passing comment about how I could later ‘Get a little F2 action on that’ to a fellow yogi cemented a friendship that will probably last the rest of my life. ‘YOU TALK VSCO?!’ she squealed. Nobody else understood that she was talking about a very specific app, and it didn’t matter. Your vibe attracts your tribe, so you’ve got to keep it real about what you love, else it just doesn’t work. We’re still friends to this day.

Related to that, here’s a truth bomb: we need to stop spending time with people who make us feel bad for who we are. What we do. People who make us feel bad for what makes our hearts sing.

When a child says, ‘You’re not my best friend any more!’ what they mean is, ‘I don’t feel good around you.’ Fucking hell – oh to be able to spend less time with the folks who do not make me feel like I could scale the moon if I wanted! All of us have people in our lives who seem to delight, even in only the slightest ways, in our miseries over our happiness. Forgive them their own unhappiness and ditch ’em.

Realising that I do not have to hang out with that one friend who makes me the punchline to most of his jokes was one of the single most freeing realisations of my early adulthood, and only last year I had to cut loose on a ‘friendship’ where the driving force was jealousy and deliberate misunderstanding.

I’m considered the ‘wanky one’ among my friendship group: the one talking about star signs and the universe and this really great peach she ate yesterday. Some of the stuff my mates get, a lot of it they don’t: but that doesn’t matter. The good ones respect who I am. That’s friendship. They encourage me to be more wanky, if that’s what makes me happy. (It does.)

It’s just like we do for kids – we buy them the dinosaur books and the ancient Egypt DVDs and take them to the airport to look out over the runway at the planes, because it’s lovely to hear them oooo and aaaaaaaa that way. Lovely to see them so in their element.

We encourage kids to be little weirdos, so let’s be little weirdos ourselves. The right ones will love us because of it, not in spite of. And if they don’t? Well. At least we’re enjoying ourselves.
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some things I will tell my own children, and hope they tell their children too

I present these in the same stream of consciousness that I give them to my mates at the pub, three pinot noirs in:


We don’t get to live the same year twenty times in a row and call it a life. We call that waiting to die.

The pain of discipline is far less than the pain of regret. Get your ass on the chair and go do the thing you said you were gonna do. Be incredible.

We are worthy of every want and need and hope and desire we have. It’s our secrets that define us, so own every last part of yourself, warts-and-all, because every part of you is a masterpiece. Even the part of you that forgets to call Mum, and spends most of the working day on Facebook, and sometimes doesn’t shower the whole weekend.

To enjoy the harvest, you’ve got to plant some seeds. Your life is in direct correlation to the effort you put into it.

Screwing up isn’t failure. Not trying is.

There are two choices in life: make a living, or design a life. There are 87,987,079 paths to the divine. Drink. Dance Meditation. Sex. Religion. Yoga. Bungee jumping. We’re all trying to sample something bigger than ourselves; we just have different ways of getting there.

The difference between what we want and what we’re afraid of is about the


























Becoming isn’t easy.



It doesn’t ever stop.



There’s no end.

It all just is.



We all just are.


A FREE-WRITE ABOUT THE THINGS

I’M A BIT AFRAID TO ASK MYSELF

Write, with as little self-consciousness as you can allow yourself, a few notes on the things you’re scared to admit to wondering about. just to see what comes up. just to see how it makes you feel.


all we have is now
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