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It’s really been through my daughters that I first began to feel seen. 

“There are two ways of spreading light: to be the candle or the mirror that reflects it.”
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-Edith Wharton

To my three velvet hammers, Chloe, Kate, & Ava.
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People like to say that as you age you realize your mom was always right, but unfortunately this is a reality I’ve lived with for as long as I can remember. But Pinky isn’t just right about most things, she’s also five steps ahead of every situation as if she has a crystal ball that can predict the future. We jokingly call her a witch because of all her crystals, sound bowls, wizardly moon prayers and spells, but it’s not really a joke. While I can’t imagine a life without her, I know she’ll be everywhere I look even when she’s no longer physically with me.

-Chloe
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Prologue
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“She belonged to herself only. She had edges, boundaries, tastes, definition down to her eyelashes. And when she walked it was clear she knew where she was going.”

––––––––
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- Stephanie Danler, Sweetbitter

––––––––
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My grandfather died when I was 25. During the eulogy, my dad shared something that his father had once said: 'To be a success in life, do one of three things: plant a tree, write a book, have a child.' Those words have stuck with me ever since, I will never forget them. 

I’ve birthed and raised three lovely daughters. I planted an apple tree with my father’s ashes after he passed. And this is my book. 

This isn’t a memoir, nor is it a guide to parenting. It’s my experience as a mother of three daughters, the wisdom sparked by some of our best stories, the magic we’ve created, the laughter we’ve shared, and the tears we’ve danced away. Above all, it is love.

©©©

The timing of this book happens to align with my transition into becoming an empty nester. I hate the term 'empty nest.' I recently read an article by Gretchen Rubin where she offers up 'open door' as an alternative phrase. Not only is this term more palatable to a woman who has always identified, first and foremost, as a mother, but it’s also much more accurate. The finality often associated with 'emptiness' is far from the reality of life after the kids move out. There will always be a home for my daughters, with a cozy bed, an almond-mom meal, a cup of herbal tea, or a glass of wine waiting for them. My home will never be “empty” because home is where the heart is. My heart is quite full, and my door is always open. 

Some names have been changed for privacy.
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​My Mother
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“It was my mom and I against the world.”

- Brooke Shields

––––––––
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When I was little, I would ask my mom where I was before I was here, and she said I was in her belly. Then I would ask where I was before that, and she said I was in her mind. 

I was her fourth child, following three older brothers. She had always dreamed of having a girl. We were attached at the hip, I remember clinging to her hips in the kitchen as she cracked eggs over the stove, latched to her body like a koala. We did everything together, and our bond is something more comparable to one shared between a best friend than a parental one. I had an insecure attachment to my mother, and experienced major separation anxiety. I was the kid crying on the school bus or at school missing my mom, not bearing for her to leave me at drop-off. 

Growing up, I did not have a clear sense of where she ended, and I began. I did not know what I liked, and if I thought I did like something, I did not trust it to be good or right, until I asked my mother. 

She made me feel special, like I was the chosen one. She coddled me, worried about me, overprotected me. She confided in me, trusted me and at times emotionally suffocated me. As I got older, I wasn’t encouraged to be independent. I felt very fearful of the world and insecure of my role in it, unsure who I was without her or if I was even capable of having a valid taste or opinion. 

Was any sense of autonomy simply a deviation from what was correct? Without the freedom to explore myself and what distinguished me from my mother, I didn't know who I was, what made me, well, me. 

The walls of my mother’s childhood bedroom in the Manhattan Beach corner of Brooklyn were painted a beautiful shade of light blue, so naturally, mine had to be too. If you haven't already gathered by the book cover, my favorite color is pink. I'm obsessed with it, I always have been– what can I say, I’m a pink girl through and through. It’s to the point where my nickname is literally Pinky. As a little girl, I was always confused as to why my room was blue when everything about me was so clearly pink. 

When I moved in with my first husband, our first apartment together was a one-bedroom rental on the Upper East Side. As soon as we signed the lease I had him painting the bedroom a Pepto Bismol shade of pink– it was like a drug, I needed a pink room after all those years living in blue. I laugh now at how emasculating it must have been for a guy to sleep in a room that just had to be bright pink, end of discussion. I’ve since toned it down slightly, and my current husband and I sleep beneath a canopy surrounded by floral wallpaper in mixed hues of rose and cream with silk pillows everywhere. My take on all that is, “If I’m too much for you then go find less!” And there’s always the garage if you need that invigorating car smell... 

It wasn't until I became a mother myself that I would come to realize the importance of creating an environment where my kids can develop their own identities without imposing my own preferences onto them. They need to be able to choose what they like, and I made it a point to let them. 

This reminds me of a proud moment I had as a mother when Jade and I were planning her sweet 16. Each of my daughters got an elaborate party, with a booked-out venue, catering– all of the stops were pulled out. Amber's was contemporary and stylish. She wore navy. Citrine’s, whose taste is much more aligned with my own, was dreamy and romantic. Needless to say, she wore pink. And then it was finally Jade’s turn. 

As we were walking through the venue we had settled on, I was describing the pink and lavender accents I was imagining. Jade looked at me and said, "Mom, I know where you're going, and I'm not going anywhere near that". I laughed to myself, shaking my head and thinking Damn, that came from MY daughter??!! I never would have said that to my mother!!! Even though I wasn't getting my pink and lavender party, I loved her agency, and I recognized it right away because I never got to do that. I am so proud to have raised my daughters to have such courage in their conviction that asserting their own preferences is a reflex. Jade’s minimalist black and gold Gatsbyesque party was a wonderful one, all the more so because it was exactly what she wanted, and it couldn't have been farther from what I had envisioned. 

It took decades, a divorce, and watching my daughters blossom into three completely different people, each with hints of me blended by their distinct sense of self, to break free of a shell I'm not sure I even realized I was constrained by. A shell that protected me, one that while well-meaning and essential to who I have become, was keeping me from experiencing life in all its complexities. I had to learn to be alone, something I had never experienced before, and frankly something that terrified me. 

Through forcing myself out of my comfort zone I slowly began to transform my loneliness into solitude. Going out to dinner or to a movie by myself became something I learned to enjoy as I pushed myself to overcome the fear and found I kind of enjoyed my own company and natural charms to spark up a conversation with a stranger. 

The Danielle you will come to know in this book is one with a clear sense of self, with distinct taste, passions, and creative intuition. A woman whose aura is so strong that you should be able to paint a picture of her personality through these stories alone. And yet, that Danielle wasn’t born until adulthood. I’m living proof that no matter how put together your life may seem, or even truly be, sometimes things have to fall apart—or at least shift—to make room for growth you may have never imagined, and now, looking back, can’t believe you didn’t tap into sooner. 
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​Pompette in Paris
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​“Paris is always a good idea.”


- Audrey Hepburn

––––––––
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When I was 14, I spent the summer modeling in Paris. My mom and I lived in an apartment on Rue François premier on the Right Bank of Paris. 

I remember the day I had my portfolio photos taken by a gorgeous photographer named Olivier. The photoshoot was in his apartment, which was light and airy, with high ceilings and the buzzing sounds of motorcycles riding by on the street below. He looked like James Dean in his faded jeans and worn t-shirt, tall frame, slicked back hair and angular features. The makeup artist sang to “Pink Cadillac” as he transformed my 14-year-old face into that of a sultry woman. 

During one photograph, Olivier put his lit cigarette in my hand to hold by my face. That photo was a black and white headshot with half of my face in shadow, the other half in light blurred by the smoke rings from the cigarette. 

©©©

We would some nights “go hooking” which was when we would dress down and remove all jewelry and walk in the seedy parts of Paris in the late 80s. We would find a responsible looking couple to walk behind, and we would people-watch all the characters on the streets of the red-light district. Hookers scantily clad, standing a few feet apart from each other and the men who approached them. It felt so wild to me, so naughty, so exciting to be a voyeur of.  

One night in Paris when I was 14, my mom and I met up with my older brother and his best friend who were backpacking in Europe. They all got drunk at a brasserie and the evening ended in our motel room bathroom with a group effort and some ice, piercing my mom’s ear and my brother’s friend’s ear. To this day, my mom has a trendy double pierce, and the friend removed his that summer when he got to Greece, and it had gotten infected.

In the summer of ‘88, my mom and I saw Michael Jackson in concert on a football field in Paris. It was his Bad Tour and the most spectacular concert I’ve ever been to. Dancing and singing to every song I knew was electric. The costume changes were theatrical, there was Thriller mania, screaming fans and a collective energy of hysteria all around us.  

My memories of being in Paris with my mother are some of my most cherished. I felt safe and loved and my passion for everything French was developing. 

I have taken my girls to Paris since they were babies to instill in them this city’s importance to me. Baby Amber grew her first tooth in Paris. Citrine was so naughty one night, she had to stay in the hotel with my dad, who had food poisoning. Amber got to go to Buddha Bar that night with my mom and me. When we came back, Citrine managed to make watching the news in the hotel sound as fun as the coffee ice cream Amber enjoyed at dinner. 

When the girls and I would walk the streets of Paris, Citrine would snap photos of Amber and me from odd angles when we weren’t looking, capturing us as flâneuses—lost in our daily adventures. These ended up being some of our best photos today, which we have now come to call Paparazzi shots, and they stand framed in our living room. 

We would go to a wine bar called Willi’s Wine Bar, named after the owner’s dog who was buried beneath the front stoop. We had a dog named Willy, a horny little yorkie who attacked doormen and delivery guys back in New York. After our Willy died in 2011, whenever we were in Paris, we would try to stop in and honor him by having a glass of wine at his namesake.

After my dad died, the girls and I went to Paris. It was hard being there the first time since he passed, as there were so many memories with him, he was everywhere we looked. On neighborhood streets, in hotel bars, museums and our favorite restaurants. 
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