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If you trusted yourself more,

What would change?


Introduction


I didn’t write this book because I think you’re broken or need fixing. You’re not a problem to be solved.

I wrote it because I know how easy it is to lose yourself in a world that profits off your self-doubt—where you’re taught to outsource your decisions, compare your life, and question your own wisdom. I’ve been there. And what I’ve discovered along my creative journey is that the only way to create a joyful life that feels like yours is to trust your Self—and stop searching for it everywhere else.

Inside, you’ll find my stories and reflections—from childhood moments to building an award-winning fashion brand that broke the rules, to the detours, doubts, and hard-won clarity that brought me here. Threaded throughout, you’ll also find simple practices to help you return to your higher Self, especially in moments of uncertainty, anxiety, or overwhelm.


I’ve divided the book into four pillars. They’re not just themes. They’re a framework. A way. You’ll see how Trust starts in the fitting room—a quiet place to relax into your own presence. How Awareness invites growth by meeting your reflection in the mirror—to see yourself clearly, to see what is. How Curiosity encourages you to try things on—to experiment, to create, to play. And how Letting Go is the reveal. It’s what clears the path to freedom. To faith. And woven throughout? Love. It’s always present, even when it feels far away.


So if you’re here, wondering where to begin, you already have. You’re not behind. You just need encouragement—a reminder that everything you need is already within you, waiting for you to trust it.


Trust: The Fitting Room


The Fitting Room is where we build the foundation of self-trust. It’s a safe place where we notice the quiet voice of our higher Self, the Voice.  Here, we learn to listen to our intuition, not the noise of self-doubt. The Fitting Room is not about fitting in; it’s about making sure what we choose fits us.


The Dress That Almost Won


Safe to say, my confidence peaked at ten years old.

Fifth grade was the last year of freedom.


And here’s something I didn’t know then: the word confidence originates from the Latin root word fider, which means “to have firm trust.” The very thing I was losing was trust in myself.


There was an invisible line that I crossed into a world of caring what everyone thought of me—what I looked like. It was the beginning of getting weighed every day and deciding my nose was too big for my face. I cared about what you thought of me and needed you to like me. I became the ultimate people pleaser. Just like society and my family wanted me to be.

By the middle of high school, fear threaded throughout all parts of my life. Yet even with fear on high volume, there was still a stronger, bolder inner knowing fighting for attention, trying to get me to realize that I was confident—all was well—if I would just let myself remember who I really was.

◆◆◆

A week before my junior prom, full-on panic set in. I had nothing to wear. Buying a new dress wasn’t an option, so my mom “allowed me” to borrow one from her closet. I tried to be grateful. But admittedly, my mom had NO fashion sense. On top of which I was 16, and this was my PROM. Standing on my tippy toes, the assortment of her dull clothes blurred together—even with the lights on. Nothing stood out except the smell of her worn perfume and cigarettes. Even the hangers looked done in. I pulled out the least ugly dress and tried it on without shoes. Always a mistake. No matter the angle in the long mirror, I looked pregnant. Maybe four and a half months along.

It was a green and blue striped elastic waist dress that went with my over-permed hair.  Did I mention that the stripes went across—and the unfortunate length?  The hem skimmed the middle of my knees. Not exactly the look you would go after for junior prom.

If you asked me how the event went, I couldn’t tell you. Have no recollection of getting ready or who I went with. Embarrassment and the bottle of wine stole my memory of the entire night.

Returning the dress the next day, I tried to break up with it, but my mom stopped me. A family event was coming up in Hershey, Pennsylvania.  It’s like you know the bad relationship is over, but somehow you end up back together, and you don’t even know why you said yes in the first place.

That was how I ended up sitting at a table with a bunch of dentists and their families in a gaudy ballroom, wearing the same striped dress. No one knew, hours before the big sit-down, I was a confident girl. I had walked the sprawling hotel grounds alone. Talked up the cute horse stable guys and charmed them into letting me take a horse out for a ride. They didn’t know it was my first time. The last thing I heard the guy say was to make sure I walked the horse on the trail as it had just rained, which made the mud slippery and dangerous.

As soon as we were out of sight, the horse took off.  It knew I was a beginner. Veering off the trail, I let go of the reins. Grabbing the saddle, I shut my eyes and ducked as branches started whipping the top and sides of my head. Pure panic.

As it rode us deeper into the woods, it started to slow down. It got quieter. My intense fear started to release as it walked. It stopped near the top of a hill. It bent down. It was hungry and ate the grass where we both rested for a few. The path looked out to an open field of tall weeds with wild white and purple flowers rising above. This feeling of peace came over me in the stillness.

Sensing this new emboldened feeling, I would later name as freedom, I instinctively found the reins, clicked my heels, and said, “Let’s go.”

And off we went into a full gallop across the field, making a new path. The test was over between us. Out of nowhere, a trail appeared on the other side. Miraculously, we walked all the way back to where we started just in time for me to get ready.

Horses know everything.

It was nearing the end of dessert when my mom handed me a raffle ticket. The short MC, with mic in hand, started to rev up the crowd. He stood on a makeshift stage with a tall speaker beside him. Now I was nervous. What if I won? Me and the dress would have to walk all the way up to the front together. We were sitting far back. Circular tables of ten were squished all around.  He started to announce the prizes. A fancy dinner was third place, a vacation package where you could bring someone was second. A get-away sounded perfect. Who would I ask?  Would my mom let me go if I won? Mr. Announcer held the huge grand prize Hershey bar above his head like he had just won Wimbledon. He was so excited to be in charge that he did the drum roll sound twice with his mouth. How could such a lousy giant chocolate bar beat out a trip for first place, I was thinking. 

I didn’t want to win and yet I wanted to win. I wanted to win something, but I didn’t want to claim it in my MOTHER’s dress. He started to read the winning numbers. The third prize couple strolled up confidently. Second prize person won my trip. For the finale, he took his time. All looking at our tickets, it got quiet. He repeated the numbers again since no one jumped up.

Oh my God I won.

OF COURSE I did.

God was punishing me.

I was frozen in my seat.

Head still lowered, I said, “I won.”

Everyone around me started clapping. It caught on fast. Now all eyes were on me. This was a no-win situation. What happened to the bold and wild cowgirl? Seriously, where was she?  Without looking up, me and Stripes squeezed through to the front. Still sucking in air, the MC dramatically handed me the giant bar. It was heavier than you would think. I turned back and tried to be cool wearing the ten-pounder like a clutch. I tucked it under my right arm to hide my hips and waist. I tried to flatten my curves but was sure it wasn’t working.

Returning home, I banished the dress to the back of my mom’s closet, never wanting to see it again. The damage was done. The power of fashion had won that round, stripping me of my confidence when I needed it most. But what it didn’t know was that it was now up against a horseback-riding warrior who would one day design fashion that would empower young women to feel their most confident selves, celebrate who they already were, and dress them for all their special events.

And as for the ginormous Hershey bar hidden under my bed?

It lasted a much shorter time than I intended.


Ideal Body


That wasn’t the last time fashion—or the mirror—tried to decide my value. Like so many of us, I got pulled into the world’s definition of the “ideal body.” Trusting yourself gets complicated when the culture you live in is built to make you question your worth.

Let’s talk body confidence. As a fashion designer, it’s a subject I have been passionate about since the start. Body confidence is one of the top struggles for girls and women today—right up there with social pressure and academic or career stress.

But have you ever asked the following:

Who decides what is beautiful and what isn’t?

Where did the idea of the “ideal body” even come from?

Will we ever be able to dismantle these impossible standards of perfection, or will we forever be force-fed the latest diets, procedures, and magic potions to achieve it?

And why, as women, are we taught—so early—to distrust the bodies we are in? 

When I was five, I didn’t think about whether I looked thin or fat. I was too busy styling myself in mismatched outfits, blowing movie star kisses like a queen. How did I go from being an ultra-confident girl to an eleven-year-old who weighed herself every day. I recorded my weight in my diary. I circled it. It was important. I was “dieting.” I wrote that I would be happier if I was thinner—if my nose was smaller. I became very self-conscious.

Where did this come from?

For me, it started at home. My mom weighed herself every day and if she wasn’t within a few pounds of her “ideal weight” she didn’t eat dinner. My dad was obsessed with his and everyone else’s appearance. We all knew his ideal weight. At our house, sweets were rare. My mom hid my dad’s favorite chocolate cakes on the second shelf of the kitchen cabinet. Luckily, my sister kept a secret stash of candy and chips under her bed.

Long after I moved out, I found myself hiding chocolate on the second shelf of my kitchen cabinet. If you’ve ever hidden food, telling yourself you’d eat less if it was out of reach, I get it.

Even if weight wasn’t a focus in your house, the message still found its way in—through doctor’s visits, school health forms, friend groups and the media. We are measured, weighed, and compared often before we are old enough to ask, “Wait, who gets to decide this?”

It turns out the “ideal body” concept is ancient.

Back in the 8th century BC Greece, philosophers like Plato and Pythagoras wrote about the “golden ratio”—a mathematical formula found in nature. They applied it to faces claiming that a “perfectly symmetrical face” was the most beautiful. Later, Leonardo da Vinci sketched the Vitruvian Man to explore divine proportion in the human body.

As a fashion designer, I’ve felt this instinctively. Sometimes I’d adjust a garment pattern by an eighth of an inch because it didn’t “feel” right. Something looked off. Proportion matters. But so does freedom.

What isn’t talked about is that beauty standards vary across every culture, race, and era.

They’re not facts. They’re constructs.

And often, they’ve been decided by people in power, through a very narrow lens. In the United States, beauty and body ideals have long been shaped by white, male-dominated media from early Hollywood to Instagram. Black women and women of color were largely excluded or judged by Eurocentric standards. Skin tone, body shape, and hair texture were policed. Lighter was better. Thin better.

That’s not the truth. That’s fear-based programming.

It’s time we unlearn it.

Let’s zoom in on the American evolution of the “ideal body.”

From Ancient Greece until the early 1900s, the “ideal body” for most women was full-figured—ample breasts, curvaceous, fertile looking. Then, during World War I, American women dropped corsets and petticoats as they entered the workforce. For the first time, the curvy look was out, replaced by a boyish figure. The modern obsession with weight was born. Bathroom scales were invented, and by the 1920s, almost every home had one. Department stores added full-length mirrors, so working-class women could finally see their whole bodies—and compare themselves to a thin ideal.

The rise of Hollywood took it global. In the 1930s and ’40s, the “pin-up girl” and “sweater girl” defined beauty. By the 1950s, Marilyn Monroe’s hourglass figure became the standard. The 1960s counterculture brought Twiggy’s rail-thin look. The 1980s gave us the supermodel—athletic, less curvy. The 1990s crowned Kate Moss and “heroin chic.” The 2000s swung to a “healthy,” athletic look.

And today? The Kardashian era. Small waists, full hips, plump lips, sculpted everything—manufactured, filtered, monetized. Kylie plumped her lips at fifteen, launching a billion-dollar beauty empire. Kim’s shapewear promised transformation. Khloe, once body-shamed as “the fat sister,” built a size-inclusive brand. Would any of it have worked without a culture obsessed with body insecurity? Not to take away from the extraordinary success each has had building their respective brands.

Here’s what I know for sure:

No matter how beauty trends evolve—and they will—your confidence won’t come from chasing someone else’s blueprint. It must come from trusting yourself. It must come from learning and doing what it takes to be the healthiest version of you.

Your body.

Your curves.

Your strength.

Your unique expression.

That’s trust. That’s rebellion. That’s the real power.

We may not dismantle the global beauty myth overnight. But we can reclaim our part. We can stop treating our bodies like problems to fix. We can stop handing our power to others.


True freedom and confidence don’t come from a number on a scale. They come from refusing to let that number define you. From deciding that fider—firm trust in yourself—belongs here and now.


So here’s the invitation:

Return to your five-year-old self. The one who danced in mismatched socks and blew kisses like a queen. Go ahead and make the world your runway again. Because you—exactly as you are—are already a masterpiece in motion.


First Styling Gig


I am not sure if I was born defiant or if I learned it. My mom swears I was born with it—even nicknamed me “Imp” (short for Impossible) by age four. Looking back, maybe she was right. From the start, I trusted what I felt more than what authorities told me.

Apparently, I would dress up, strut around the house, recite all the rules and then break them. It wasn’t rebellion for rebellion’s sake; it was early proof that my instincts mattered more than convention. I had a keen sense and an intense dislike for people who were terribly polite and followed the invisible rules.

My creativity showed up the same way—as a kind of stylish defiance that would later grow into my career. The first spark? The dreaded playdates I had to endure.

◆◆◆

I would have never chosen a stuck-up girl like her to be my friend. It was an arranged friendship: I imagine like one of those forced marriages you hear about where there’s no chemistry. It was the kind of fake friendship that you had to trick yourself into liking because your mom and her mom were friends. Great friends. The ol’ caste system friendship that seven-year-olds must endure.  I had forced playdates with this girl on the regular. 

My mom providing anything fun or crafty to do on these obligatory playdates was not so bueno. My mom was frugal. Never-got-a-manicure-to-this-day kind of frugal. I could blame it on the fact that her parents lived through the depression, but that would be an excuse, as her friends weren’t as frugal. In fact, my mom’s friend gave her bratty daughter all the new popular dolls. The dolls you had to own to be considered cool. This girl was a flaunter. She owned the real Ken and Barbie with all the trimmings—the clothes, house, and the pink car. Brought it all to my house to play with.


I don’t know if it was my grandfather who rubbed off on me, or if I was born to be a champion of underdogs, but I just couldn’t get with all the fuss over Barbie and Ken. They annoyed me. Or maybe it was because my thrifty mom bought me a fake Barbie and tried to pass her off as the real thing. My Barbie had brown wavy hair, and her feet were too big for the Barbie shoes. My mom also gave me a hand-me-down, white-haired doll which was supposed to be Barbie’s mother. Then there was Skipper, Barbie’s younger sister. Skipper was shorter and not as developed.  Just because she was smaller and not as glamorous, Skipper was forgotten. No one even heard of her unless you mentioned that she was Barbie’s little sister. Skipper didn’t have any friends, which was even more aggravating. And yes, I watched Barbie, the movie. There was one scene of them together.  A minor one. I rest my case.


My mom, who was not into fashion herself, would sew very stylish things for me and my sister. She would give me her extra scraps of fabric from her projects. I would cut, glue, and tape clothes for fake Barbie and Skipper. Right from the get-go, it was SKIPPER who I decided to give the power to. I made her the STAR.  I created the most stylish outfits for her. My favorite was a striped poncho over a neon pink mini dress which I styled with white boots that went to her knees. I made a long, flower printed scarf to tie in her hair. Skipper got the only pair of sunglasses. She screamed modern glamour!

It was Barbie, with uncombed hair, dressed in a dull burgundy tea-length wool dress, barefoot, who had to sit in the backseat, while Skipper took the wheel. Ken didn’t even make it into the car for the rides. Skipper would drive around in the BEST outfits. The underappreciated, the UNDERDOG, would rise up and have all the glory!

Designing and styling for Skipper was my young introduction to the intoxicating power of fashion and its ability to empower confidence.

◆◆◆

Fashion was never just about the clothes for me. It was how I developed trusting myself and not being hemmed in by the rules. It was about listening to the instinct that said, “make the underdog the queen.” And that first styling assignment became early proof that trusting myself would always lead me back to my true identity.


The First Sign of Trust


When we’re little, we don’t think about trust. We create without hesitation. We paint before we write, sing before we talk, dance before we walk. Creativity is how we live in the present moment, how we turn energy—joy, fear, pain—into something new. It’s only later, when self-consciousness creeps in, that we start to question ourselves. At ten, I was just beginning to feel the full weight of that shift. And then something happened that showed me how creativity could carry me through.

◆◆◆

It was the morning after my mom woke me up in the middle of the night with her blood- curdling screams that I decided to lock myself in the bathroom. I had never heard or seen my mom cry, so this was a very unusual and terrifying sound for my ten-year-old ears. It was an animalistic sound, like a hurt coyote would make. It didn’t sound human, but then again, I had never heard my mom cry. My mom was not a crier or a sharer of how she felt. It was the ‘70s so the whole Stepford Wife coat of armor thing was really in. She always seemed like she was okay.    Like the time she drove us in her new car up to the mountains. When we got out at the top of a hill, we watched it roll backwards through a tall wire fence and witnessed the whole top of the car get scraped up pretty bad. She stared at it for a while after it stopped and then looked at me and my sister. She was so calm. She said, “Are you okay? And are you okay? Good, well, we are all okay, and that is all that matters. It’s just a thing.” Then she took a walk over to a big tree and we watched her kick it a few times saying, “dumb bunny dumb bunny.” That was it. It did teach me not to get too attached to things.

The only time I ever knew my mom was mad in our house was if she shut the kitchen cabinets louder than she usually did. And even then, she made it look like an accident. But you knew something was off.

When the screaming stopped (in the wee hours), I got out of bed and cracked my door open. I could only hear my dad and mom’s muffled talking—something about someone—but couldn’t quite figure out what was going on. Something about the hospital. The pitch of my mom’s voice was higher than I had ever heard. I could tell something horrible had happened. Do I dare walk down the hallway? Too scared to really know, I remember calling out to see if everything was fine. My mom answered in her half sing-songy way that all was okay and to go back to sleep. It was a cue not to go into the kitchen.

Feeling that someone had definitely died, my mind raced as to who it could be. Possibly her parents, it had to be her mom or dad, my Nannie or Pop Pop, whom I loved so much. I stayed up as long as my little self could.

The next morning, my mom gave me the most horrific news of my life. The only person in the entire world who really understood me had died. The only person in the world who loved me for me. The only person who gave me presents that I actually wanted and didn’t even know I would want them. Like the brown suede fringed shoulder bag. The best gift I ever got. The only person who could call me “lump-lump” and get away with it. The only one who said it with love without any mocking in her voice. My aunt. My mom’s best friend.

It was impossible to process.

Funny how I knew to hold in my tears—to be stoic at 10. To comfort my mom. Until I couldn’t. The bawling came on hard. I took off to the bathroom and locked the door. Sitting on the closed lid of the toilet, I just stared out the window trying to make sense of it all. I found a pen and started to pull sheets of toilet paper and write on them. All my deepest feelings came pouring out of me. I had no idea it was going to turn out to be a poem. When there was nothing left to say, I got up with my toilet paper poem and left.

It was the first time I wrote my feelings out of my body. It was a release that my heart and soul must have been in on, instructing my mind to go find a pen and write on toilet paper. It wasn’t until I read it to my mom and saw her face that I thought it was any good. It didn’t matter to me. Until she read it to my uncle who loved it so much, he wanted me to give him a copy. He said he wanted to send it to a poetry contest or something.  So, I did. It never amounted to anything. I never followed up anyway. The whole thing was strange to me considering it was all about my favorite person in the world not being there anymore and wondering where she went.
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