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Introduction


			When I started writing this book, one of the first things I was asked was, “Whom do you see out there that does what you want to do?” I remember thinking of a few authors who have great fame or even a phenomenal message. I didn’t see many authors, though, who reminded me of me. The closest I could find was Michelle Obama, and though we’re both black women who have muscular arms and enjoy a glass or two of wine, that’s about where the comparison ends.

			I know we all have a story to tell, no matter where we are in our lives. That story is hard to understand if we can’t find at least one person who can not only relate to that story but also show us what it looks like to be on the other side of that story. There are stories that lift us up and bring us life, and there are stories that cause us stress, trauma, and a desire to escape from our current life. Not only do I want to show you both through my story, I also want to show you how to own your story. You may not have control over everything that happens in your life, but you can take control of how you respond, and you can thrive through even the most difficult situations. My commitment to you, the reader, is to transparently share the honest and authentic truth of who I am with the hope that you will see your story in mine.

			I grew up the oldest of four in a God-fearing, high-achieving black Jamaican American middle-class family. To answer the question that undoubtedly came to mind when you saw the word Jamaican, yes, we grew up with delicious jerk chicken, plantains, and rice and peas (not to be confused with rice and beans; don’t ever call it rice and beans in a Jamaican home—you will never be asked back!). We also ate a lot of homemade macaroni and cheese, Hamburger Helper, McDonald’s, and the occasional fried chicken.

			We ate all of these things not just because we were black American or Jamaican but because my family loves to eat and loves to invite people over to eat with us. Our house was a revolving door of strangers who had no place to go, colleagues of my parents, friends who had amazing home lives, and friends who were going through terrible heartache at home. My siblings and I all played sports growing up, and with every sport came a new group of friends and families that were invited to our home. We were taught that everyone has something going on in their lives, and everyone deserves to have someone to be there for them. I grew up understanding the importance of opening your home and your life to those around you.

			My parents met and married before I was ever a thought and have been together “for better or for worse” for almost forty years. We have endured the excitement of a new baby; the loss of an unborn child; the thrill of new birthdays; the heartache of losing yet another young soul; the simplicity of a homemade family dinner; the chaos of misplaced anger, punched walls, and misspoken words; the exhilaration of graduation and new beginnings; and the distress of brokenness from violated trust. Through it all, I still firmly believe every family is made stronger by its dysfunction.

			Living a perfectly imperfect life is our calling. There is nothing about my life that has turned out how I planned. Michael B. Jordan is still not my husband, and Channing Tatum is still not “the other man” in my life. Student loans still dominate my life, and there are days when I consider packaged ramen noodles with cut-up chicken and vegetables a delicacy. Some days I am grateful that my plans never came to fruition, and some nights I sit on my couch or in a dark corner with a bottle of wine and question my very existence.

			Too many times, I’ve heard people in a position of influence or leadership say a version of the same thing: “This, too, shall pass.” While I appreciate the optimism, I want to rip the Band-Aid right off of this complacent statement and infuse it with a little more reality. Instead of “This, too, shall pass,” how about, “This sucks a lot, and I am allowed to feel upset about it, grieve about it, and even scream about it, but I cannot wallow in it for the rest of my life”?

			When I was twenty years old, I was diagnosed with post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD). The diagnosis came after years of sexual, mental, and physical abuse from a man whom I thought I would someday marry. The concept of “This, too, shall pass” made me want to punch holes in every wall in every room. PTSD literally does not pass. It does not go away; it will always be a part of you. The same rings true for so many other disorders and diseases that, I am sure, many of you keep buried deep inside. There is no cure for these conditions, but there is a way to move forward without having them own every part of your life. It took me more than a decade to stop allowing my PTSD to sabotage my life, but within that decade, I learned a lot about what the mind, body, and spirit are capable of, both fantastically good and terrifyingly bad.

			We all deserve to live a life that doesn’t make us want to crawl into a hole, but sometimes it takes a little work to get there. I’ve spent almost twenty years working my butt off to become one of the few minority women in a leadership position as a healthcare and business consultant. For the past six years, I’ve spent almost 90 percent of my time traveling across the United States for work. In one week, I traveled from Florida to Ohio to Texas to Oregon to California to Georgia and back to Florida. I have accumulated fifty million SkyMiles and hotel points—this is totally an exaggeration, but it seems pretty accurate. I’ve made friends with all the TSA agents within most major airports, and I am a pro at fitting anyone’s luggage into any overhead bin, no matter what size.

			With all of my traveling and my focus on my professional growth, I have almost purposely put little effort into sustaining a viable, intimate relationship with a man. I am surrounded by great friends across the United States, and I will always find a way to grab a glass of wine with strangers or people I love at least two or three times each week. What I fail at is taking the time to invest in a relationship with a man-like person that could possibly lead to marriage with someone like Michael B. Jordan.

			My all-time favorite question is, “Are you married?” immediately followed by “Do you have kids?” When I give a resounding NO to both questions, my favorite response comes next: “Oh, it’s OK, dear; you have time.” What does that mean—“You have time”? Am I rotting away one ovary at a time? That statement never ceases to baffle me. While I may not have chosen to be unmarried in my midthirties, I am also quite aware I would make a terrible wife right now. By the time you start reading this book, I could very well be in yet another relationship. Who knows? They happen so quickly I can’t keep track. At this time in my life, I am too self-focused to commit myself to an intimate relationship.

			Did you know it is OK to prioritize yourself over other people? I know—it’s shocking to me, too! Do I want to be married someday? Sure, that sounds great, but I also know marriage takes work. One of the most important things I’ve learned in my life is it’s OK to be honest with yourself about how much work you’re willing to put into something—in my case, a relationship. If I know I’m not willing to put in the work, then why set myself and my partner up for failure? The effort you put into an action—in my case, dating—is equal to what you get out of it. The result: actively dating in my midthirties with some of the most, shall we say, interesting male candidates. My friends love living vicariously through my relationship stories because you just can’t make this stuff up.

			Although I have had several interesting (some may say unsuccessful) relationships, I have also had many successful ones. One of my most complex and successful relationships will always be my relationship with my faith. Growing up fully invested in the church and Christianity, I basically lived in church from when I was born until I was about eleven years old. Throughout my teens and twenties, especially after my PTSD diagnosis, my relationship with God and my faith became necessarily complex. I questioned everything from God’s existence to my existence, and to be honest, I still do. I know that my God and my faith are the primary reason for the success in my life, but I also know it is important to not just take God at face value. While this is not a book on faith, it is a book on my life, and faith is part of my life.

			My life can be complicated and frankly a hot mess, and if you, too, feel like your life has hot-mess tendencies, you are most definitely reading the right book! Allow me to take you on a journey of what happens when a hot mess becomes a bigger hot mess in her thirties. I’m a hard-driving corporate boss lady, sometimes unnecessarily friendly, a people pleaser, a former pageant queen, a strong black woman with OCD and plenty of insecurities, and a vulnerable woman with PTSD who refuses to let it define her. You’ll laugh, you’ll cry, you’ll say to yourself, “If this girl can write a book, I surely can write a book,” but through it all, you’ll also see that, even though your life and the people in it are unpredictable, you don’t have to let life own you—you can choose to own it.

		

	
		
			
one

			
The Purpose of Family


			Both of my parents come from a mixed heritage. My mother grew up with a Jamaican mother, a Cuban father, and six brothers and sisters in the mountains of Jamaica and moved to Florida when she was seventeen years old. My father grew up in South Miami with a last name of Hebrew origin and a background of varied African roots and possible Native American influence. They met at the University of Florida when they were both resident advisors in the same dormitory. My favorite tale of their courtship is about when my mom would see my dad in the library asleep on top of his books, clearly using the osmosis method of studying. He claims he was “pretending” to sleep so he could scope out my mom, and my mom says he was a great actor because he was snoring.

			While their actual courtship would include multiple trips to the library, disagreements during softball games, and my mom consistently falling asleep on my dad’s shoulder at the movies, it was clear that they were meant to be together. To this day, their relationship is complex, messy, and always full of passion. There is absolutely nothing perfect about their marriage, but there is everything real about it. Marriage is a partnership that requires constant work. Throughout my thirty-plus years of life, they have shown me the best practices of every successful marriage, as well as the things you should never do in a relationship. At the end of the day, the complexities and lessons learned throughout their time together make me grateful that their story is my story.

			They married in 1983, and both started graduate school at the University of Florida shortly after. Two years later, my mom gave birth to their prized, favorite child—that’s right—me! They claim they have no favorite child, which is probably true, but as the firstborn, I was the test child. Those of you who are oldest children know exactly what I am talking about. You were the baby who was accidentally left in the grocery store because your parents weren’t used to having a pint-sized mini-me by their side. You were also the baby who ate homemade baby food and wore cloth diapers for the first months of your life because your parents were so excited to have a brand-new, tiny, living human to care for.

			As the firstborn, you see life unfiltered. It’s just you and your parents, or parent if you grew up in a single-parent household. You see life differently because you are simply along for the ride, just like your parents.

			Here is the truth about parenting: no parent knows what they are doing, especially with their first child. Back in the 1980s, there were books and tons of people with opinions about how you should parent. Nowadays, the Internet has an arsenal of “What to Do When You’re Expecting” and “How to Parent Your Child without Discipline” types of websites. There is an abundance of resources out there, but my philosophy is that each parent and each child are different and therefore each parent-child relationship is unique.

			There is something terrifyingly honest and beautiful about not looking to expert resources to tell you how to parent your child. When I asked my mother what type of books or advice she used when she was pregnant with and raising me and my siblings, she said simply, “I just figured it out. At the end of the day, you guys are my kids and I am your mother. God put us together for a reason, and my parenting may not be perfect, but it’s mine.”

			While I was and still am a daddy’s girl, I will always and forever be Mommy’s partner in crime. I rarely left my mother’s side. Because of our close relationship, I even managed to start college super early. Mom would take me to her graduate school classes when a babysitter or nanny was just not an option. We were and still are inseparable. Even with hundreds of miles physically separating us, she remains my best friend.

			What I love the most about my mother is her temperament, which is the exact opposite of mine. In temperament, I truly take after my father. My mother rarely lets anything get to her. She is calm but not passive. She speaks her mind because she is a strong Jamaican woman, but she chooses her battles carefully. No matter what battle she picks, she always fights in a civilized, calm, and logical way, pointing out truths that are so honest, they hit you right in the heart.

			Throughout most of my childhood, both of my parents were counselors, which means they always had a sixth sense for reading people’s behavior. My mother utilized this sixth sense in a productive way. She would use what she understood about you to get to the root of what was really bothering you, in a way that had you confiding in and leaning on her as if she were the Dalai Lama. Her ease and calm are to be revered; however, if you ever push her to the point where she is no longer calm, may God have mercy on your soul, and I recommend you run as fast as you can.

			I inherently take after my father in more ways than I ever did my mother. My father is a tremendously vibrant and passionate man. He loves certain people in his life the exact same way he hates some people in his life: with incredible force and vigor. When he feels strongly about something, he will steer toward it with relentless intensity. This intensity drove him to great success throughout his PhD program and his journey as a professor of counseling for over twenty years.

			Like my father, I love deeply and drive relentlessly toward my goals. We both share an oftentimes intimidating intensity to always fight for what we believe to be right, even if it is polarizing to those around us. Throughout my teens and twenties, my mother taught me that choosing my battles and dialing back my intensity and passion would save me years of stress and also salvage important relationships.

			The thing about passion is it can be misplaced when reactionary behavior exceeds logical thinking. I learned the consequences of reactionary behavior at five years old when a disagreement between my parents escalated into a thrown dinner plate, aggression, and horrific words from both parents. It was then that I learned how to protect myself and others. My brother, who has chosen the code name Lou, was barely three years old during this violent interaction. I remember grabbing him and running into our shared bedroom until the chaos ended. It would be the first of many chaotic nights. During such nights, I learned one main truth: people are not perfect, least of all my parents. People at their absolute worst can always be you at your absolute worst. It’s an important lesson to understand how far you can actually be pushed or push yourself, to know your own breaking point.

			Out of all my siblings, my sister, code name Faythe, and I took after my father’s temperament. My youngest brother, code name Julius, and Lou inherited my mother’s temperament.

			(Sidebar: When you tell a family like mine that you’re writing a book, they find a way to insert their own personalities into it. I did not ask my siblings to create code names—they created them on their own. What Lou, Faythe, and Julius have taught me is you should never take yourself or life too seriously. OK, back to the story.)

			We all make the mistake of judging people, especially our parents. We find ourselves saying, “I would never make the same mistakes as my parents,” or my favorite, “I will never be like them.” Unintentional though they may be, these lies we tell ourselves are still lies. Inheriting flaws is as natural as inheriting positive characteristics. What’s important is to learn from those flaws by asking yourself how they impact the person you are now and what you can do to compensate for or overcome these flaws.

			Though every family has its failings, what I will say about my family is we truly believe family supports family, no matter what. Christmas 2018, when I went through a volatile breakup, Lou and Julius showed a side of themselves that I never knew existed—a fierce, protective side that compelled them to take care of me, no matter what. While they have always been my protective little brothers, they rarely show anger or hostility. They like to expertly navigate even the unhealthiest of relationships in a way that results in the least amount of drama, unless, as in this specific situation, they see that a stronger approach is needed. They effortlessly removed my ex-boyfriend from my life and gingerly took care of me in the months following. I received numerous phone calls, text messages, and FaceTimes from them, simply asking how I was holding up and reminding me that I was way better than the situation.

			With twin personalities, my sister and I always butted heads growing up, but just like my brothers, in times of crisis, she always showed up. It took us about twenty years before we ever saw eye to eye. Strong, fierce temperaments kept us from truly understanding each other until someone dared to mess with us. It’s amazing what happens when you have a baby sister. You start out as her protector, and she grows up to become yours. During that same Christmas and for months following, she showed a patient, softer side of herself. I remember her holding me that night as I did something I rarely, if ever, did in front of my siblings—cried.

			


			You can see that the voice of my life is deeply influenced and inspired by my family. My family will intentionally and continually be a presence in my life and throughout my story. They have a voice that speaks through me when I am not strong enough to support my own voice.

			I am fully aware that not everyone can be born into a family that will protect and love them no matter what. I also firmly believe family is all about whom you choose to let into your life. If you weren’t fortunate enough to be born into a loving and supportive family, my challenge to you is simple: choose your family. Look around you at the people you have purposefully let into your life. Are these the people who stick with you during the calm times and during the storms? Will they stand up for you when you can’t find the strength to stand up for yourself? If you answer yes to those questions, these people are your family. Love them, cherish them, and show them how much they mean to you. Don’t let the stereotype of a “blood family” keep you from experiencing the camaraderie and support of a true family. 

		

	
		
			
Two

			
What’s in an Image?


			Hair is a curious thing. We all have it somewhere, and oftentimes we aren’t quite sure what to do with it, especially the hair on our heads. I spent most of my life painstakingly focused on perfecting my hair. As a very young child, I learned there was a difference between my hair and the hair of some of my not-so-dark-skinned friends. For starters, as my curly-haired sisters and brothers know, not every curl behaves the same.

			You may be thinking, I bet you were adorable with that curly hair as a little girl, and you would be absolutely right. However, adorable as I was, that hair was so hard to maintain. The braids I started out with in the morning would steadily and relentlessly evolve into a large pouf of curly madness by the end of the day.

			By the time I was five years old, my mom and I both realized stronger interventions were needed to tame the unpredictability that was my ever-growing hair. Enter chemical hair straightening, also known as chemical hair relaxer. For a little hair education, chemical hair relaxer is a treatment that is placed on the hair to straighten out, or relax, the curls. It is a multi-hour-long process that typically ends with the hair relaxer recipient sitting under the hair dryer, also known as hell on earth, for hours. I distinctly remember my first chemical-relaxer hair appointment. I was terrified!

			From the eyes of a child walking into a hair salon, all you see are weapons of mass hair destruction: heated straightening tools that could burn your ear if you moved the wrong way, massive guns that blew gusts of heat to simultaneously dry your hair and your eyeballs, and lots of creams that had the potential to burn your hair or your scalp if you had prolonged exposure to them.

			I was always fairly small, and when I was placed in the styling chair, I had to sit in a booster seat supported by stacks of phone books. (Note: Prior to cell phones and Google, a phone book kept track of phone numbers of people and businesses in specific geographical areas throughout the United States. They were quite thick and therefore came in handy as “booster seats.” If you pay close attention, you may see relics of phone books scattered throughout smaller towns where they still use phones attached to the wall.)

			When I was placed in the styling chair, I was immediately surrounded by two stylists with big personalities and even bigger styling tools. I was a very shy and quiet child with mild separation anxiety when apart from my mother. The fear I experienced being in an unfamiliar place, having people attacking my hair while simultaneously trying to ease my anxiety was overwhelming. In retrospect, the stylists exemplified exceptional customer service, as their primary goal was to make me feel comfortable, but at the time, all I could think was this was clearly some kind of death trap.

			Throughout this first of soon-to-be-many hours-long hair appointments, I almost fell off the large, homemade booster seat; curiously found a way to get the chemical relaxer on my hands; and dramatically, yet quietly, cried under the aforementioned hell on earth. By the end of the appointment, I emerged a newly straight-haired five-year-old vixen.

			I spent years learning the finer art of maintaining relaxed hair. There were always lots of “don’ts” concerning my hair: I couldn’t wear it in a ponytail for too long because it would damage my chemically treated, already-fragile tresses. I couldn’t wear it pulled back from my face too tightly, mainly because it made me look permanently surprised and like I had a monster forehead; and I couldn’t work out or swim (not that I enjoyed swimming, but the option was nice) within forty-eight hours of getting my relaxer because I would damage the newly straightened locks, which would revert to a warped and twisted version of my curly hair. Oh, and let’s not forget, these salon trips were expensive, like choose-whether-you-eat-this-week-or-get-your-hair-done expensive. For those of you who haven’t spent much time in a salon, you’re probably thinking, This sounds horrid! Why do this to yourself? It all falls under one very important word that would have a continuous impact on my life: image.

			We live in a time where “natural,” non-chemically-treated, hair and makeup-free Mondays are celebrated. This wasn’t the case in the nineties and early 2000s. Instead, we focused on stick-straight, nontextured hair, and perfect makeup. By the time I hit my teens, in the late nineties, I was no more adept at understanding my relaxed hair than I was at five years old.

			I was an active and athletic child, and I just let my mom tell me how to handle my hair. Because I was so involved in sports, I spent a lot of time as the only girl among the boys. My baby sister is nine years my junior, with my two brothers sandwiched in between. It was always me and my two brothers. The more boyish, athletic environment did not contribute to any comprehension of how to fix my hair or have a more ladylike image.

			By the time I was twelve years old, one of my beloved middle school teachers noticed that, while physically I was becoming a stereotypical young lady, my behavior more closely resembled that of a young boy. In 1997, unless you were aiming to become a professional athlete, it was expected that you would eventually grow out of the tomboy stage and start to present yourself to the world as a young lady. My teacher talked with my mom about entering me into a contest that would help me become more ladylike. This contest was a beauty pageant with several divisions, including a pre-teen division.

			Now, before you start reeling and saying, “How could your mother even consider entering you into a pageant?” let me stop you with some truth: My mother is my role model and best friend. When people ask whom I would want to emulate, 100 percent of the time I say my mother. I learned decades later that my mother grew up not believing she was beautiful or even feeling very confident in herself. She never wanted me to feel that way, and she also never wanted me to face any barriers to success. At the time, she rightfully saw the pageant industry as an opportunity for me to grow and thrive in a world where my image could lead me to great success.

			I entered my first pageant at twelve years old, but the preparation for the pageant—well, let’s just say I quickly learned what kind of lady I was not. I had to learn to walk in little kitten heels that felt like six-inch stilettos, put on an evening gown as opposed to softball pants and a T-shirt, perfect my silky straightened hair and ladylike makeup, and the best part—I had to come up with a talent. At the time, the only talent that I had besides playing softball was playing the clarinet, which we were quickly told was not the type of talent that would make me successful at the pageant. The pageant gurus had also never heard my version of “Under the Sea” from The Little Mermaid, so they were clearly unaware of my amazing skills. Regardless, I needed a more suitable talent.

			My mother is truly a genius. She came up with a perfect talent that would make a far greater statement than I could understand at the time. I would perform a dramatic monologue of Sojourner Truth’s famous speech, “Ain’t I a Woman.”

			Now, it’s time for a little 1800s female-empowerment education: Sojourner Truth, or Isabella Baumfree (her given name), was one of the fiercest advocates for women’s rights. She lived a horrifically violent and painful life as a slave until she escaped to freedom in 1826. She was one of the key female drivers of the women’s suffrage movement, an abolitionist, an evangelist, and an author. Her famous speech, “Ain’t I a Woman,” launched her journey as an equal rights activist walking alongside other powerful activists, such as Frederick Douglass.

			My image was questioned during this talent performance because, instead of wearing a sparkly gown like the singers or a sassy, skimpy costume like the dancers, I wore a borrowed, old 1800s-style dress typical of those worn by female slaves. The genius behind this decision was subtle. My mother identified very early on that you had to “play the game” to get into the system, but once in the system, you make your own rules.

			I went on to win every award, including Best Talent, at that pageant, except for the actual pageant queen title. The winner of that title was a fair-skinned, blonde-haired, blue-eyed schoolmate, who we later found out won the title but no other awards. This was the first of many pageants where my image and appearance were good enough to earn me the highest accolades, but not good enough for me to win a major honor, like representing my city, town, or state as a not-so-fair-skinned pageant queen.

			Competing in pageants in the state of North Carolina opened my eyes to a lot of expectations around what was considered the appropriate image in the South. I went on to compete in pageants throughout my teens and twenties, and rarely saw any teenagers or women who looked like me. For the handful of us who happened to be nonwhite, we had an unspoken respect and camaraderie that developed into a sisterhood, which we still maintain twenty years later. What I learned was, while people want to own the image they use to show others what beauty and success should look like, I have a responsibility to own what I allow my image to stand for and how I choose to project that image.

			While it is absolutely true that your substance as a person is not defined by your external looks, this is not the type of book that tells you, “Don’t worry about your outward appearance; it’s what is on the inside that matters.” We are human and imperfect. We were never called to be perfect, but I do believe we have a responsibility to be honest and authentic. I take a lot of pride in my image. When it comes to image, it is so much more than outward appearance; it is how you present yourself.

			For too long, I allowed certain physical attributes, like my hair, to keep me from expressing my inner self. The image others had of me became more important than the image I had of myself. I had to literally break down my physical barriers and break up with the art of perfection. I broke up with the concept that there was one way to look in the world to be successful. To bring this full circle, by the time I reached my thirties, I finally realized I had ownership over something that had bound me to an accepted but not authentic image of myself—my hair. At about thirty-one, I decided to take the “natural” hair journey and break up with the chemicals that straightened my hair. To take that a step farther, by thirty-three I cut all of my hair off and rocked a bright-blonde mohawk, and at this very moment I rock a sassy platinum or sometimes dark-silver finger wave in hair that is much shorter than most men’s. My image is no longer imprisoned by this need to portray what people expect from me.

			


			You have the freedom not only to care about your own personal expression but also to own your personal expression. I encourage you to ask yourself what it is that you want to say. You also have the freedom not to spend hundreds of thousands of dollars on your hair, makeup, or other products to build an image that, in the end, is not a true reflection of you. Ultimately, you should be empowered to be whom you want to be and to allow your image to express that.

			My challenge to you: instead of letting other people—family, friends, spouses, or even social media comparisons—own the image you are reflecting, take one step today to adapt your image to truly reflect the person you want to own. At no point would anyone say this is an easy task, so take it one baby step at a time. If, like me, you are on the shorter side and regularly wear heels to appear taller, maybe buy yourself a pair of lower heels, or even flats. One day a week, don’t just wear those flats, own those flats.

			You may find yourself branching out even further, from owning flats to owning a new hairstyle to eventually digging deeper and owning a more confident way to stand up for yourself. By the end of the year, you may find yourself transitioning from wearing flats to negotiating your own professional self-worth in a business meeting. While starting small with flats or a bolder hairstyle may seem simple and trivial, it takes you one step closer to allowing yourself to own your inner badass.

			Owning your image is a dynamic journey. I constantly struggle with ensuring I am reflecting someone I am proud of, but the journey and the challenge I give myself every day to stand up for myself is absolutely worth every doubt and fear in my mind. Others may look at me and say, Well, that’s not how I would choose to live my life, or Wow! Good for her for thinking she can pull off that hair, but I find joy and empowerment in knowing that those people are not me, and they have no ownership of my life. Only I can own the person that I want reflected in my actions, in my words, and, yes, even in my hair.

			Take pride and strength in knowing you are the only you that will ever live, and let your image reflect that strength.
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This book is dedicated to YOU. You have a divine purpose, a special and an-
thentic reason for every single season in your life. You, and only you, can live out that
purpose. I believe in you, and I care about you. May this book bring you closer to
your fearlessly made, driven, beautiful, totally-enongh-just-as-you-are self.

You were made for exactly this moment in your life.
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