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For the loves of my life: Wonder and Wilder


And for each and every person who has helped me to believe… in myself, in a mission greater than myself, in God, and in the great potential each of us has to help heal humanity through love.










INTRODUCTION




The greatest risk any of us will take, is to be seen as we truly are.


—CINDERELLA





IT’S A NO. We’re going to pass on investing in your company. If you want the truth, I’m just not sure women will buy makeup from someone who looks like you. You know, with your body and weight.” This is what a potential investor said to me, face-to-face, on one of the most difficult days in my journey as an entrepreneur. And as a woman. Watching his mouth move and hearing those words come out, I felt flooded by the pain from a lifetime of battling self-doubt and body-doubt. It was also a moment when I worried everything was on the line, and my company’s survival was in his hands. It would be another year before I could pay myself, when my diet staples consisted of ramen noodles, $1 hot dogs from the Costco to-go counter, and frozen yogurt samples from the shop down the street.


Has anyone ever said something so hurtful to you that you had to do everything in your power not to replay it over and over in your head? This was one of many moments when I had to figure out how to handle someone not believing in me, while still figuring out how to believe in myself.


I took a deep breath, looked him in the eye, and listened to his words of rejection graciously. Then I started to see my own fear staring back at me, and knew I needed to figure out how to keep my faith bigger than it. While the logical part of my mind wondered if he was right, deep down inside I felt this overwhelming gut instinct that he was wrong. And I also knew the journey of proving that would hinge first on me learning to truly believe it for myself.


I’m excited to take you on this journey in the pages of this book, and my hope is that through the wild ride, filled with victorious peaks and devastating pits, you’ll discover inspirational takeaways that impact how you believe in your own power and dreams. I’ve read a lot of books where I felt like the advice was coming from a faraway pedestal without including the real, raw, messy human side of it all. I was left wondering what the behind-the-scenes version was. And how I was supposed to connect to it and actually understand how to apply the lessons to my real life.


In this book, I hope you feel that the REAL YOU is accepted here. Because I am going to show you the REAL ME. Not just the celebrated person who started a company in her living room with close to no money, sold it for over a billion dollars, became the first female CEO of a brand at the largest cosmetics company in the world, helped change the way the entire beauty industry shows images of women globally, and is now splashed on fancy magazine pages, appears on TV shows, and is on the Forbes list, but the real me and real struggles, stories, and lessons behind the headlines. The real me who has struggled with anxiety, self-doubt, body-doubt, and God-doubt. The real me who has cried myself to sleep on countless nights when it felt like no one believed in my ideas. The real me who battles feeling not good enough, not smart enough, or not (fill in the blank) enough.





AFTER SEEING THE sexy, highlight-reel versions of my story in the press and on social media so many times, usually in the form of a business success story, and then receiving countless letters, emails, and messages from so many people, I realized that in our social-media/headline–driven world, we rarely get to learn the truth. On the outside, the story the press tells about me looks like a fairy tale. Or it looks like it must have come easy. Or that I just got really lucky. Or that I am one of those other people or some bionic unicorn. It made me realize how important it is to tell the real story behind the flashy headlines, the story that will perhaps let you know you’re not alone.





BEING VULNERABLE IS hard, but I’ve learned that sharing our true, flawed, authentic selves is the only way real connection and love can happen. It’s the only way to step into our full power and purpose in our lives.


In this part memoir, part manifesto, I’m going to share several of the deeply personal and professional struggles and triumphs, risks and lessons, and failures and victories that have helped me learn how to step into my full power. The business lessons in this book have fundamentally changed my personal life in how I parent and love. And the personal lessons I share are the keys to how I turned a dream into a billion-dollar business. This is the story of how it all really happened and how it almost didn’t. I hope it leaves you knowing that you have the power inside of you right now to believe in yourself and your dreams too, and then to truly live them! This book is for you if you’ve ever been underestimated, even if you were the one underestimating yourself.


See, I believe every one of us has a light inside of us—a light that can burn self-doubt to the ground and illuminate your path ahead; a light that gives you the power and confidence to show up authentically and be seen. My hope is that by revealing my journey to find and spark the light of confidence and purpose inside of myself, you are inspired to find the light inside of you, even if it’s for the first time, or the first time in a long time. Once you are able to illuminate your own path (and celebrate it!), you not only help illuminate the world, you help clear the path for others to do the same by leading the way.


If you picked up this book, I don’t believe it’s an accident or a coincidence. I believe you and I are meant to be connected in this way. And I believe we all have the power to ignite our light and to know we’re worthy and enough exactly as we are. Only by fully embracing this can you align with your true, authentic self and step into the purpose and calling you have for your life. You have everything you need inside of you. It’s all in you already. My goal is to create a space with the words and stories shared here for you to embrace that more fully for yourself.





AND JUST A heads-up—the stories in these pages are going to get super personal. So when I imagine you opening up this book right now, it feels like I’m opening the front door of my home to you, reaching my arms out to give you a big hug and inviting you inside, where I have fresh chocolate chip cookies in the oven for your arrival, and there’s also some cookie dough still in the bowl, in case, like me, you like eating that even better. I’ve got a coffee mug with an inspiring or funny saying on it waiting for you, and I can make you coffee, or fill it with wine, like I sometimes fill mine. And I know you won’t judge me for greeting you at the door in my favorite comfy sweats. I even have an extra pair if you need some. You are welcome here, and you belong here, and you’ll find love here, exactly as you are.


My hope is that these pages become your home for a bit and that you feel like you belong here. Because I believe we are all connected and that we so often share the same feelings, the same doubts, the same hurts, and the same need for love. And what we give to each other, we automatically give to ourselves.





IN THIS BOOK, I share some of the greatest personal and professional lessons I’ve learned from some really difficult, hurtful lows to some almost unbelievable, fairy-tale-like highs—from how haters stomped me down, to how meeting some of the most incredible and influential women in the world lifted me up. From almost losing everything, hearing no more times than I could count, and figuring out how to keep going, to losing a lot of “friends” the day I challenged the entire beauty industry to change. From overcoming the struggles of people-pleasing and perfectionism to learning that being brave is more important than being liked. From being given up for adoption as a baby to figuring out how to believe God made me on purpose. There are powerful lessons I’ve learned about believing in yourself, following your intuition, and taking risks. Lessons about rising higher than you ever thought you could, because where you come from doesn’t determine where you’re going; and about connecting with others (like we’re doing here!), because life’s not meant to do alone.





WHILE THIS BOOK is a space where I share my stories, my failures, my struggles, and my victories with you, this is your book. While we may not have met yet in person, I am writing this book from a place of pure love, from me to you. My intention is that everything I’ve experienced, learned, and shared in these pages is, in some way, of service and value to you. One of my favorite prayers is “God use me, love use me.” With that said, let’s get this love letter started! Here we go…


XOXO,


Jamie


p.s. I love you


p.p.s. You’re worthy of love










PART ONE BELIEVE











ONE When Your Intuition Talks to You, Believe It





That thing we call intuition? It’s your soul. You can trust it.


—ANONYMOUS





TAKE A BREATH, my darling, you’re doing great,” said the QVC host as she grabbed my shaking arm, held it steady, and, like a pro, covered for me on live national television. As I tried hard to appear confident and fought not to tremble, I wondered if the viewers from across the country saw more than just my bright red face and shaking arms. I wondered if they could feel my fear. I was down to under $1,000 in my combined company and personal bank account, which would only cover me for a few more weeks of expenses before I’d have to go out of business. What if going with my gut, instead of what the experts told me to do, in this life-altering moment where everything was on the line, turned out to be wrong?


Before I stood there shaking in my heels on national television, before I ever had the idea to create a makeup and skin care company, I was working as a television news anchor and reporter. I loved my job so much that I thought for sure it was what I’d do for my entire career. My parents worked a lot when I was growing up, and when I was home alone, the daytime talk shows (along with MTV, which I wasn’t allowed to watch) kept me company. Oprah, in particular, was a huge influence. The dream on my heart, for as long as I could remember, had always been to host my own daytime talk show where I could do what I loved: interview other people and share their stories with the world.


You know that famous saying, life is what happens to you while you’re making other plans? Well, in my late twenties, while working as a morning news anchor, I started developing a skin condition on my face called rosacea. It’s hereditary and usually appears in the form of red patches, sometimes bumpy or sandpaper-like in texture and sometimes up to the size of an apple. Strangers at the grocery store would ask me if I had a sunburn or if I was feeling well, all because my cheeks would get super red some days. I became self-conscious. I learned from dermatologists that there wasn’t a proven cure, just some ways to try to limit the severity of the flare-ups.


Hoping to cover it up, I started spending my time and money trying every makeup foundation or concealer I could get my hands on. Drugstore brands and, even though they were way out of my price range, I’d save up to buy and try any department store brand I could get my hands on too. The prime-time anchors had professional makeup artists, so I asked for help and tried any solutions or products they’d heard of. Nothing worked. Either a product wouldn’t give enough coverage or, if it did, I would look like I was wearing a mask of makeup. There were moments when I was anchoring the news live on TV and I’d hear my producer in my earpiece saying, “There’s something on your face. Can you wipe it off?” But I knew there wasn’t anything I could wipe off. It was my bright red rosacea starting to appear through the cracks where the makeup was breaking up on my skin under the hot HD lights of television. It was really embarrassing, and it also started to make me feel insecure. That voice of self-doubt in my head would tell me things that I would never say to another human being. You know, things like, You’re not pretty or This is going to hurt your career or Viewers might change the channel when they see you or Ratings will go down and you’ll get fired. Ahh, that inner critic we all have. Don’t you just love her?


I needed to figure out this makeup thing. I realized that it’s easy to find makeup that looks good when you really don’t have anything to cover, but if you have ultrasensitive skin, or uneven pigmentation and texture, then it’s hard to find anything that works.


I had what Oprah calls an ah-ha moment when it occurred to me that if I was having this struggle, there must be so many other people out there who, like me, couldn’t find makeup that worked for them. Or maybe they’d just flat-out given up on it. And it wasn’t just about finding the right foundation. I also realized none of the countless beauty companies out there spoke to women like me with real skin challenges, and none used images of women who looked like me to sell their products. They all seemed to use only over-photoshopped, filtered, and altered images of women that were virtually unattainable. Not only were those advertising images of “aspirational” women unrelatable, they weren’t even real. When I looked at them, they made me feel like I wasn’t beautiful or like I wasn’t enough.


As I immersed myself in all of this, it struck me that for most of my life growing up as a girl and now as a woman, I’d wasted so much time feeling insecure about my body, dieting constantly, focusing on being “pretty,” and never feeling like I was. The more I realized how much of my life I had lost to this, I started to get really, really mad. But I also got really inspired to change it. The blessing in all of this was that it lit a fire in me.


My gut told me that women were sick of seeing airbrushed images of people who didn’t look like them promoting products that didn’t work.


And that’s when the idea for IT Cosmetics was born. I had a vision to create makeup that was good for your skin, worked on all ages, skin types, and skin tones, and gave you coverage if you wanted it but didn’t look like a mask. And, unlike practically every other beauty brand in existence at the time, I wanted to use women of all ages, all sizes, all skin tones, and all skin issues as models. I truly believed that not only was there a need for this type of product but that there was an even greater need, on behalf of all women, to shift the culture around the images the beauty industry puts out as “aspirational.”


It’s one thing to have a dream; it’s another thing to do it.





IN 2007, I got married to Paulo, who I met my first year of grad school, in statistics class. (Super romantic!) I’ll never forget the first moment I saw him. The professor had put a huge, long equation on the board for the whole class to solve with our business calculators (the romance continues…), and then I heard this guy blurt out the answer from a few rows behind me. When I turned around to see who it was, our eyes met. His were sparkling brown Brazilian eyes coupled with a very revenge-of-the-nerds-like smart vibe—all that was missing was a pocket pen-protector—and I immediately felt in my gut that he and I had some type of connection.


When he was five years old, Paulo immigrated to the United States from Brazil with his family. He grew up in a town just outside of Manhattan, where he dealt with a lot of discrimination in his early years. Kids would ask him if he lived in trees back home and tell him to go back where he came from. His family eventually moved into the city, which was much more accepting. He was raised around diverse cultures, traveled a lot, and excelled in school.


Before meeting Paulo, I had always gone for the bad-boy type, who always broke my heart, or the athletes, who also always broke my heart. But that first day my eyes met Paulo’s in statistics class, I found myself crushing hard on the supersmart guy. I didn’t want to wait to see if the crush was mutual, so I asked him if he wanted to study for class together. He said yes, and we set a date and time. That date came and he never showed up. Never called. Nothing.


When I saw him at school the next day, he could tell I was mad. He later apologized and told me that since he’s from Brazil, he didn’t realize it was a formal commitment and thought it was just a maybe commitment. Huh? Didn’t you move to the States when you were five and live here ever since? Anyway, to this day he says it was the best mistake he ever made. He’s convinced that standing me up got my attention and made me even more interested.


Paulo was unlike anyone I had ever dated. He was oblivious to outward appearances—his and everyone else’s. He’d owned only one pair of jeans for over ten years, but (often in those very jeans) he had traveled the world, which was exciting to me. At that point in my life, I hadn’t had much opportunity to travel. He had one unibrow-style eyebrow, and he wasn’t at all aware of it. What freedom! Today, I celebrate his brows running wild and free, but at the time, not so much. At one point while we were dating, he let me pluck his unibrow into two distinct eyebrows. It felt like such a victory! In hindsight, that may have been his first introduction to the beauty world. He was completely oblivious to fashion or looks, but Paulo was SOOO smart and I learned that I found that SOOOOO hot! I was really, really drawn to him.


Once we’d been dating for a while, though, something got in the way of my feelings for him. Growing up, I’d seen so many examples in my life and in the world of women dimming their own lights to make men happy. Women subsidizing men at the expense of their own power and dreams. Even in graduate school, they made the tired joke of women being there for their MRS degrees. That was not my plan. I grew up believing that men hold women back, and that belief transitioned into the conviction that I didn’t want to get married. Many of my friends had been dreaming of their weddings from the time they were little girls, but that wasn’t me! I wanted to build an empire.


Paulo and I had been dating for five years. Shortly before he proposed, I asked him not to, and reminded him that I didn’t know exactly why but I just wasn’t ready for marriage. (I know, I know, this is the most romantic story ever!) Nevertheless (listening to his own gut, I guess), he proposed a week later. His confidence and conviction were inspiring. “I love you with all my heart,” he said. And I truly loved him. I prayed about it. When I pray, a small voice that I trust often comes to me in the form of intuition. In my soul, I knew what was right, but in this moment my intuition shocked the heck out of me. It didn’t align with my mind, but I set aside my fear and doubt to follow it. Marrying Paulo felt right, and I said yes.


Our wedding was so filled with love, and then (this is the most romantic part), on our honeymoon flight to South Africa, the two of us wrote the business plan for IT Cosmetics. I’d worried so much about a man holding me back from my dreams, but we kicked off our marriage going full speed ahead on one of them. While I learned later that working together isn’t always the ideal way to start off a marriage, one of the upsides was easing that fear. It was a gift to have him jumping on board with me.


When we got back home, we both quit our jobs and started the company in our living room. I was sad to give up the dream of hosting a talk show, but I felt an even stronger calling in a different direction. Sometimes knowing when to let go of a dream is as important as knowing when to follow one.


We poured all our waking hours and every penny we had into sourcing chemists and manufacturers, creating the product, assembling the advisory board, and launching the company.


In order to create our first packaging, I begged for help from a friend who had worked with me in TV news doing the on-air graphics—you know, like the maps showing crime scene locations that you see on the news. He agreed, and I paid him hourly to come to our house in the wee hours of the morning, before he had to leave for his day job at 8 A.M. He would take his desktop computer out of the trunk of his car each day and set it up on my living room floor. Then we would sit side by side and create. He had never done packaging before and of course neither had I, but we did the best we could.


Paulo and I didn’t know anyone personally from the beauty industry, so we had our work cut out for us. This meant a whole lot of googling, a whole lot of cold-calling people we didn’t know, a whole lot of bad advice, and a whole lot of mistakes.


On the fly, while obsessively googling everything I could find and learning through sheer hard knocks, I had to figure out how to work with manufacturers and deal with the issues that emerged. Once, we received a whole batch of makeup brushes where the ferrule (the metal ring connecting the bristles to the handle) was falling off after only one or two uses. They wouldn’t give us a refund because we were a small client. And if we fought with the manufacturer, we risked losing them.


I also learned tough lessons with product packaging design. Just because the box artwork might look good zoomed in on a computer doesn’t mean customers will be able to read it when they’re walking by and see it on a store shelf from six feet away. After that mistake, I always signed off on a full-sized proof that I could test in real life before going into production. And (attention, makeup shoppers!) we learned that there was a fine line when it came to deciding what size container to use. Even if the product would last a year, if the package looked too small, people would say it was overpriced. But if it was too much bigger, they’d complain that it wasn’t full. There were countless more lessons—I almost wish I didn’t know these things now, because I can’t shop in the grocery store without worrying when I see packaging mistakes from baby brands trying to fight for shelf space.


Money was super tight, so any job we could do ourselves we did. Paulo took on the task of building our first website. He bought a big yellow book called HTML for Dummies. I just knew that because our mission was so powerful, and, after countless formula iterations, we actually had a product that worked, once we launched our website it was going to be huge! And we were counting on the anticipated online sales to pay the bills. I’ll never forget the day of its launch. That morning, I was bursting with excitement and anticipation. Once the website went live… nothing happened. No orders. I thought maybe it was just taking a minute for people to find out we had a website. Then on the second day, no orders again. Then the third and fourth and fifth days, no orders. Finally, I went where it’s so easy to go when you work with your spouse.


“It’s broken. You didn’t do it right!” I said to Paulo. Then, after more days, and eventually weeks, went by and still there were no orders, all of a sudden adrenaline rushed through my entire body as I saw our very first order come through! I jumped out of my chair in celebration and ran through the house like a little kid on Christmas morning. “Paulo!!! It’s our first order!!!! It just came in!!!!” I was so excited.


Paulo smiled at me and said, “That was me. I just placed that order to prove to you the website isn’t broken.”


I thought once you turned a great idea into an amazing product, it would just sell, right? Whoa, was I wrong! I knew our product would be life-changing if it got into the hands of real women everywhere, but how exactly was it going to get into their hands? Through stores and online, right? But what if all of the retailers said no? What if women didn’t even realize that the website existed? Getting into retail stores takes someone believing in you and saying yes. Promoting a website takes money. We didn’t have either.


Wow, how I didn’t know what I didn’t know! And the more I learned, the more I learned how much I didn’t know! I’d worked hard my entire life, but I had no idea how hard it is to be an entrepreneur, where you can’t just clock in and out or leave work at the end of the day. When it’s your own business, the pressure, the stress, the unremitting worry is there 24/7. It started dominating everything else in life. For the first time, I found it close to impossible to be in any present moment without having thoughts of the business take over. How will I make money and stay alive? Will the retailers ever respond to my calls? Why isn’t anyone covering the product in the press? Is this all a big mistake? What if my gut was wrong? Am I going to lose our entire savings?


The first two years of our company would be some of the hardest I’d ever experience. We worked one-hundred-plus-hour weeks, sent our product to every retailer, and heard no after no from almost everyone. No from every department store, no from ULTA Beauty and Sephora (the two largest open-sell beauty retailers in the country, where, unlike department stores, the products aren’t behind a counter and you don’t have to talk to a salesperson to buy them), and no from QVC. We had a few yeses, but we didn’t sell well with them and never made any profit. Despite my career in television, we even failed to sell well during our brief stint on a TV shopping channel in the US called HSN (which QVC eventually acquired). I didn’t understand why our product wasn’t flying off the shelves.


My first thought was that we needed more product options. Again, I turned to my own experience for inspiration. As a TV news anchor, I was always getting in trouble for my weight fluctuating. To disguise the changes, I had learned how to contour really well. Contouring is using shading and highlighting on your face and body to enhance its shape and features. So I thought that maybe if we launched face and body contouring palettes, those would sell. The new products were super innovative, and we were the first in the market, but being first isn’t always a good thing. They didn’t sell. (Note: five years later, contouring became a huge trend, and many much larger brands had success by knocking off some of our early products almost identically.)


Our company was staying alive, barely, because of two things. The first was The Shopping Channel Canada, a live TV shopping network based just outside Toronto. We weren’t making much profit on it, but they believed in us and kept bringing us back. The second was word of mouth from our customers. The best part about creating a product that truly works and does what it says is that people do spread the word. Real women started posting their own “before” and “after” photos online using our product. While we were getting just two or three orders a day on our website, those early grassroots advocates of the brand truly kept us afloat.


After selling on The Shopping Channel for a while, we got to the point where we could hire our first, true, full-time salaried employee. Until then, we had hired only freelance or part-time help or begged friends to lend a hand. Our first hire was one of my best friends, Jacqueline, who happened to be six months pregnant at the time. We couldn’t even afford to give Jacquie benefits, but she took the career risk anyway because she believed in what we were doing. So Jacquie came to work every day, sitting with me and Paulo at IKEA desks in our living room. The three of us covered every role in the company, from packing orders to finance, operations, PR, marketing, social media, IT, product development, packaging, sales, education, customer service, and so much more. Often we had no idea what we were doing, but, as an entrepreneur, when you don’t have the money to hire someone who does, you just have to figure it out.


Even in the beginning, in my heart and soul I believed what we were doing was bigger than ourselves!


After countless, and I mean countless, iterations of our product formula, we had finally created a concealer formula that worked for skin like mine. And I believed our messaging and vision were truly needed. I believed women were sick and tired of seeing models who didn’t look like them. Our WHY, or mission as a company, was to empower all women to believe they were worthy and beautiful and to shift the culture around inclusivity in the beauty industry, which in turn would shift culture everywhere! That was an ambitious mission for someone who kept hearing that her idea wouldn’t work from all of the largest beauty retailers and for someone who was selling only two or three orders a day on her website. But this WHY was something I believed in my soul, and focusing on it was, on many days, literally the only thing that gave me the courage to get out of bed when I truly felt like giving up.





MONEY WAS DWINDLING, and I started hitting “no receipt” every time I got cash from an ATM because I couldn’t stomach seeing the balance. We needed to get a yes from someone. I didn’t understand why all of these amazing beauty stores that carried hundreds of brands were all saying no to us. I sent package after package of our product samples in the mail, not only to every beauty retailer and department store, but to every individual employee I could find online who worked there. And… nothing. I would make phone call after phone call. Send email after email to get no reply, no call back. It was so hard not to let their lack of interest translate into self-doubt in my head.


As an entrepreneur, you gotta do what you gotta do. We couldn’t afford to hire anyone else and could barely manage to pay our advisory board and Jacquie, our one full-time employee. And we still couldn’t afford to advertise. When you’re scrappy, you have to get creative. We decided that grit was our middle name. And speaking of middle names, my real middle name is Marie. So guess what? Marie@ItCosmetics.com got her own email address and became our head of public relations and occasionally customer service. Marie would industriously email every beauty editor and TV show to let them know that our founder, Jamie, was available for interviews. Marie hustled. In hindsight, I’m proud of our grit, but still amazed at how clueless we often were. But turns out sometimes that can be a strength. The unremitting persistence and willingness to do whatever it took actually worked quite often. Many beauty editors agreed to try the product, and then wrote about it. That got the word out and led to more people trying the product, which led to them spreading the word. Anytime an article came out, I emailed every buyer I knew at every beauty retailer. I shared how word was spreading about our products, trying to drum up enough excitement for them to meet with me. And then, at last… IT HAPPENED! A buyer at Sephora agreed to meet with me at their headquarters in San Francisco!


I thought, This is IT! She’s going to fall in love with the product and give us a chance in their stores. I was sure this would be my saving grace! My ability to make payroll. The YES we needed in order to go full speed ahead with our vision. At the time, Sephora had over two hundred stores across the country. Through them, people everywhere could discover our products. A few years earlier, before we ever launched the brand, I had a friend who worked at Sephora. We’d met at their headquarters once and she showed interest and said my ideas were promising, but to my disappointment she had left the company before we launched our products. In the years after, I’d constantly sent them product samples and emails, but they had always shown zero interest. Until now!


I prepared like crazy for the meeting. I pulled snapshots of “before” and “after” photos that women who used our products had posted on the Web. I put together PowerPoint presentations that I had printed out at FedEx, then spiral-bound in presentation books with clear acetate covers. It was a shocking ninety-nine cents per printed color page, which adds up. I thought the graphics my same graphic designer friend from the news station helped me design looked so good.


I tore apart my closet to find the cutest outfit that fit. (At this point I was working twenty-hour days from our living room in sweats, so fashion was the last thing on my mind.) Packing up the presentation books and product samples in case they didn’t have the ten million I’d already sent, I got on a plane and flew to San Francisco. When I entered the Sephora offices, I felt an internal battle ensue. I wanted to be myself, but at the same time felt like I was walking into the offices of the cool kids’ club and had to prove I was worthy of being a member.


I was greeted by a lovely girl at the front desk and asked to take a seat in the lobby. It hit me that I was someone who had started a company, launched great products, and had now been invited to a real live meeting at Sephora. I felt so overwhelmed with gratitude just to be there, even in the waiting room, as I took it all in: the beautiful art, the stylish lights, the fun vibe, the chic furniture. I kind of felt like Anne Hathaway’s character in The Devil Wears Prada, like I was an outsider stepping into this fairy-tale world.


About fifteen minutes later, an assistant led me to the conference room. It quickly filled up with five or six people from Sephora, all kind and smiling and inquisitive. I began my presentation by introducing our Bye Bye Under Eye concealer. From the moment we started talking, I could tell they loved beauty products passionately. But I immediately noticed that the head buyer, the one who made the decisions, wasn’t so inquisitive. Her eyes glanced at what I was wearing, then darted back to the product I had set on the table. Everyone else in the meeting seemed to be cheering me on, but not her. Have you ever met someone and just felt like they weren’t for you? I knew I’d have to figure out how to win her over since her opinion would be the deciding factor.


“I really think your customers will love it and it will sell really well in your stores, and I know it will be life-changing for the customers who get their hands on it, especially people like me with skin issues,” I said, pointing out the real-life “before” and “after” photos of women using our products.


Suddenly, the head buyer cut me off. “Women don’t buy luxury beauty from images like that. You’ll have better luck going to mass.” “Mass” meant mass market. She was saying that our products might sell better in drugstores. I tried not to show how much this upset me. I felt like she was saying that women who look real don’t have money to spend. Maybe what she was saying about the beauty industry had been true up until that point simply because it had only been done one way for so long. I understood why she was saying it; I just had a vision to do things differently.


We were creating high-quality formulas with clinical testing. Because they cost us a lot of money to make, we had to charge the same price points you’d find in Sephora, ULTA, or a department store. Drugstores typically don’t carry high-price-point beauty products, so we had no choice but to sell in stores that would carry our quality and prices.


I told her, “Actually, I believe women will buy from images of women who look like them. There’s a lot of exciting buzz among beauty editors and real women trying the product.”


I’ll never forget what happened next. I felt a more dramatic shift of energy in the room, almost as if I was wasting her time and her patience for me had run out. She looked me square in the face and with stern conviction said, “If people were talking about this product, I would be hearing about it, and I’m not.”


My heart raced. My face felt flushed and hot. I remember hoping my Spanx had absorbed the sweat I felt just about everywhere on my body. Anxiety knotted my stomach like I’d been punched in the gut. After all my conviction that getting a foot in the door was all I needed to make the sale, Sephora was another no. But I wanted and needed it to be a yes so badly. If it hadn’t been for the adrenaline rushing through my body, the kind I imagine UFC fighters get when they refuse to tap out even when they’re hurt, I think I would have fainted. I wanted to explain to her that the beauty industry needs to change and that she could be part of the change with me. I wanted to save the meeting and get a yes, and I wanted to save my company by getting that yes. I was devastated—especially because money was dwindling and with it, my dream.


The meeting ended, and I tried to play it cool while packing up my things and thanking everyone for their time. Then I walked to the elevator to leave. The same elevator that I had just ridden up, filled with the hopeful high of anticipation and dreams of a big break, now felt like a ride down to doom. I was doing everything in my power to hold back tears. I was a CEO, so I felt like I had to be unemotional and professional at all times. And I was surrounded by other people in the elevator who might work at Sephora. When the doors slid open, I ran-walked in my heels straight out the lobby doors onto Market Street and around a corner, then hid up against a wall outside a fast-food restaurant and sobbed my eyes out. I didn’t know what I was going to do from there. I dreaded calling Paulo and Jacquie to tell them it was a no. Again.


Back in the office in the weeks to come, it was hard to see how this was all going to work out. Rejection hurts so deeply—especially when you value the opinions of the people rejecting you. One of my best friends, Natasha, said something that helped carry me through this time: “You are putting these people on a pedestal. And the only one you should ever put on a pedestal is God. He’s the one who decides what doors open and close and when, and your trust should only be in Him. Not in anyone else.” And even though I knew she was right, doing this felt so hard.


Through pure resilience, we kept going. It dawned on me that given my desire to change the beauty industry, I probably shouldn’t have been surprised that someone in the beauty industry didn’t like my vision. Because it was not aligned with hers. Or at least with what she was confident could sell well. It was an important realization, but I still had to figure out how we were going to stay in business.


The hustling continued. And continued. And continued. I sent email after email and left voice mail after voice mail with as much passion and excitement in each message as if it were the very first time I’d contacted that person. I would find people’s assistants on LinkedIn or elsewhere online and contact them too. The rejection repeated over and over, for years. From Sephora, and ULTA Beauty, and Nordstrom, and all the major department stores. Then one day, I FINALLY got through to Allen Burke’s assistant. The then head of beauty at QVC, the largest TV shopping channel in the country, Allen Burke is a legend. He was the guy responsible for transforming that old, often cheesy image of selling products on TV into a new image, and he is credited with convincing luxury beauty companies to partner with QVC. Under his leadership, almost all of the most coveted department store brands started selling their products on QVC and do to this day. Because I thought women were tired of products not working for them, I felt like QVC would be the perfect place to show, live on TV, that our products actually worked on real women. I all but begged his assistant to set up a call with him. She promised me she would relay my message, and that he would give me a call back if QVC had any interest. I followed up by sending (yet another) package of product samples and copies of press articles about our products.


As the weeks went by, I was in a constant state of suspense, obsessively watching the phone, the way you do when you had the best first date ever but don’t want to be the first one to text or call. I couldn’t think about anything else. Except I couldn’t stop thinking about everything else. The mounting expenses and our mounting burnout. My fear of losing not just all of our savings but the small amount of money we’d taken from three investors who were friends and family. And the devastating possibility of having to give up this dream. Then, the phone rang!


“Hi, Jamie, this is Allen Burke from QVC.” My heart raced, but I mustered up all of my confidence and enthusiastically said hello. He got right to the point. He said he had reviewed our products and packaging with his team of beauty buyers, and the consensus was that we were “not the right fit for QVC or for the QVC customer.” Just like that, in a matter of seconds, another gut-wrenching no. My heart sank. As I paced the bedroom in our apartment/office, tears streamed down my face. I knew that he couldn’t see them, and I hoped he couldn’t sense them either. I asked him for feedback and input and put in one more pitch, telling him I really believed their customers would love our products. He thanked me for loving QVC but confirmed again it was a no. I thanked him for his time. After the call ended, I got under the covers in bed and cried. And cried. And cried. And prayed. And cried some more. Then, the weirdest feeling came over me: I realized that no matter how hard it got, I wasn’t going to quit. I just wasn’t going to give up. It didn’t make sense in my head, but it did make sense in my gut. My intuition was still telling me to keep going.


One of the best things I’ve ever done is build a toolbox of things that I can pull from when I get knocked down. A toolbox I can use when staring rejection in the face, when I need to remember who I am and why I’m doing what I’m doing. One that’s filled with tools that help me believe in myself, even in moments when it feels like no one else does. It’s an imaginary toolbox, but it’s filled with real-life stories and messages and quotes and prayers that I can pull from to solve problems. I keep this toolbox in my head, in written form on my computer, and sometimes in the Notes app of my phone. It’s free to do, and it’s something I’ve built upon and edited year after year. If this sounds like something you need and don’t yet have, an easy way to start is to highlight quotes or stories that deeply impact you, and save them all in one place that you can reference quickly.


This toolbox is part of how I knew in that moment, as I lay there under the covers crying over the painful rejection from Allen Burke at QVC, that I wasn’t going to give up. I read quote after quote that inspired me and reminded me that almost all great things come with opposition. I read stories I had saved for times like this one, of underdogs who overcame rejection to triumph. I prayed and asked for clarity over whether I should keep going, despite all the rejection. And I really focused on my WHY. See, a lot of people set goals, and even have a goal-setting journal, but I’ve learned that for me that isn’t enough. I believe you have to attach a WHY to any goal, and that WHY has to be so meaningful to you that no matter how hard things get, your belief in your WHY is powerful enough to withstand the hard times when things don’t go your way.


Lying there under my covers, I remembered the deep pain I had felt as a little girl when I saw images of beauty that made me feel like I wasn’t good enough. I was determined to change this, for other little girls out there who were about to start learning to doubt themselves, and for every grown woman who still does. I was determined to use up every ounce of myself, and every ounce of fight I had inside myself, before tapping out of accomplishing that mission. Before falling asleep that night, I wrote these words and texted them to myself, vowing to read them each day until I didn’t need the reminder anymore: Know your why, then fly, girl, fly.





THE CEW AWARDS show was coming up, and I signed up to demonstrate our product at it. CEW, which stands for Cosmetic Executive Women, is an organization with more than ten thousand members—membership is open to anybody in the beauty industry, from assistants to decision-makers, who sponsor the events, most of whom happen to be women. Once a year, hundreds of products are displayed and demonstrated to all of them. Imagine a huge expo with makeup and skin care products. I was hoping that maybe if other women in the industry tried our Bye Bye Under Eye concealer, they would see how great it was and vote for us to win one of their coveted newcomer awards.


I was assigned to a three-foot demonstration table, and when the doors of the expo opened, I was quickly consumed by countless women in the industry streaming by, pausing to test each product. I was excitedly showing our concealer and explaining why it was special when I noticed a huge QVC booth far in the background. Oh wow. QVC is here, I thought. Whenever there was a lull in foot traffic, I would sneak over to the QVC booth, hoping to meet a buyer. We weren’t supposed to leave our demonstration tables, so when I saw that the QVC buyers were swarmed, I would rush back to my table and keep working it. Then another brand founder stopped by to say hello. When I told her how excited I was that QVC was there, she pointed her buyer out to me and advised me to meet her. Over and over, I snuck away from my table to scope out the QVC booth until finally that buyer was free and alone. I went right up to her and introduced myself. She was super kind, said she recognized my products, and gave me her card. I told her I would love to share more. She agreed to set up a future meeting, but I couldn’t tell if she was just being courteous. With my heart in my throat and my head in the clouds, I went back to my three-foot table and continued to demonstrate our concealer to the thousands of women who stopped by.


Then, almost two hours into the event, a woman introduced herself to me. Little did I know she would change my life forever. She said she was a show host at QVC and that she had talked with me earlier in the evening. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t recognized her when she spoke to me earlier. Anyway, she was so impressed with our concealer that she said, “I think our QVC customers would love this concealer! And I want you to know I just spoke to the buyer over at the booth and told her about it!”


“It truly means the world to me that you did this,” I said, tears immediately welling up in my eyes. My tears took the host by surprise and she quickly said, “Now, sugar, I don’t have any say on if they take a product or not; I just wanted to tell you this is a great one.” I thanked her and tried to pull myself together.


I followed up with the QVC buyer, and we got a meeting! The QVC headquarters are about thirty minutes outside Philadelphia. The meeting room was down a long hallway wide enough to drive a car through with several identical doors along both sides. In between the doors were framed images of their successful brands and photos of QVC distribution centers all over the US and the world. I wanted to believe I belonged there in that hallway and up there on the wall, but it was hard when all I’d ever heard was no. The meeting room was small. I thought, Oh no, is the small room a bad sign? Paulo and I pulled out the presentations filled with those ninety-nine-cent color pages that we’d bound at FedEx with their acetate covers.


I felt passionate but numb. The numbness was probably a defense shield to protect me from feeling and exposing my own doubt. I didn’t want them to sense the discouragement I’d walked through. Buyers need to believe you’re going to make them a lot of money. And I didn’t have data to support any sales promise. I knew my shot at selling would have to be based on my contagious energy and conviction, not data. In the past it hadn’t been enough. I didn’t want the buyer to ask why we weren’t in any stores. If she did, I’d have to be honest and tell her it was because they’d all said no. Also, I hadn’t forgotten the call from Allen Burke less than a year prior telling me that the consensus was that we weren’t right for QVC’s customers. I tried to drown out that memory as best I could. When I finished, there was a pause, almost a lull in the meeting. I braced myself for some tough questions, but that’s not what happened. She smiled and said, “Great, we’d like to give you a shot.”


WE GOT A YES! A YES! I’d spent years waiting to hear that word and so far in this book I haven’t really had a chance to write it, so, just to write it again, we got a YES!





IF YOU’RE A stress eater like me, I advise grabbing a snack and taking a quick break, because it’s all about to go down in the most stressful way.





WHAT I DIDN’T realize was that YES and how we handled it would lead to one of the greatest business and life lessons I’ve ever had. And it comes down to believing in the power of your own intuition.


Here’s the deal: the YES meant that QVC was giving us the chance of a lifetime—one single live airing on their channel. It was slated to last ten minutes. During that time, we needed to sell over six thousand units of our concealer. Six thousand units in just ten minutes! It was a consignment deal, which meant we had to pay to make the concealer and ship it to QVC, and we would only get paid afterward for however many units sold. Whatever didn’t sell, we would have to take back home… without getting paid for it. Remember, at this point we were doing only two to three orders a day off our website.


We were down to less than $1,000 in our company bank account, which was also my and Paulo’s personal bank account. Note to entrepreneurs: one of the most critical business best practices is NEVER accept a purchase order you can’t afford to lose! And this was a purchase order we absolutely couldn’t afford to lose. But after years of hearing NO, we decided to take the risk. We spent all the money we had, plus borrowed some more, to make the concealers and pay for all the clinical testing and legal requirements for QVC. Every bank rejected our loan applications except for the very last one, a small independent bank in California, which granted us an SBA loan just large enough to cover our expenses to get our shot on QVC. Once we had the product, it all came down to what would happen in those ten minutes of live TV. If this single show on QVC didn’t work out, I had no idea how we were going to pay Jacquie. And at that point, almost three years into the company, Paulo and I still hadn’t paid ourselves yet, despite working hundred-hour weeks without a break and living on the verge of burnout. To top it all off, if it went really badly and we had to take back the inventory, we’d go out of business. I was about to face one of the biggest decisions of my life as it pertains to trusting my gut.





TO PREPARE FOR the best shot at success in that ten-minute spot, we met with a few different third-party experts. These consultants made a living counseling companies on how to successfully sell on TV. One by one, they all gave me the same advice. They told me that the only way to do well was to use a select group of models to show our product. Models who were in their early twenties and had flawless skin. I asked these consultants questions like, “Okay, but what’s the point of showing a concealer on someone with flawless skin?” or “What if someone watching has skin challenges like I do—how are they going to know if this product will work for them?” or “If I am sitting at home, seventy years old, and I see this product on a twenty-year-old, how do I know it will work for me?”


I wanted to show the products on diverse models so that viewers might identify with their age, skin tone, and/or skin type. I told the consultants I’d even be willing to go on live TV without makeup, baring my bright red rosacea-covered face, to demonstrate how effective the concealer was and how passionate I was about it. They strongly advised against this, arguing that the only recipe for success that had ever worked was what they were telling me to do. I didn’t have the luxury of trying it both ways. My company’s survival was on the line. I had only ten minutes and one shot!


In the weeks leading up to our show, I felt sick over the decision I had to make. I couldn’t sleep. The experts told me my vision of how to showcase the product would never work. But my gut told me women deserve better than to see only unattainable images of beauty that don’t look like them. I flew out to QVC one week before our show, and I drove to the QVC parking lot in my rental car, parked thirty yards from the front door, and just sat there alone each day, for hours. I stared at the front door and the huge QVC sign stationed in front of it, watching people walk in and out. I knew that the next time I walked through those doors I was going to succeed or literally go out of business. During those hours I planned out what I was hoping to do and say in those ten minutes, and I envisioned success. The way an Olympic athlete visualizes landing a triple axel or standing on the podium with a gold medal, I envisioned the SOLD OUT sign going up on air. But every day that week, sitting there in that rental car in the parking lot staring at the front of the building at the QVC headquarters, I also felt the mounting pressure of everything being on the line.


I remembered a story Oprah had told on her show about how she wanted to be part of the movie The Color Purple so badly that it practically consumed her. One day, she ran around a track singing the song “I Surrender All” while praying for God to take the obsession from her because it was too much for her to carry. Well, that’s what I did in that car. The weight of what was at stake truly felt too heavy for me, so I prayed, asking God to take it from me. I asked Him to let me know what to do. Should I follow the experts’ advice on how to have the best chance of success? After all, they were experts for a reason. Or should I follow my gut and take my shot at changing the industry and redefining the images women see as “beautiful”? Some of us call it intuition or gut; for others, it’s God or the Universe. But in that rental car, after days of praying and trying to listen for the answer, it became clear as day to me.


I made my decision. I was going to go live on QVC with ten minutes and one shot and expose my barefaced “before” shot and show how our product worked for all types of women. Women who looked like my mother and grandmother, like my sisters and friends, women who looked like Jane at the coffee shop and Jennifer at the post office. Real women. Even if it failed and I lost my chance to succeed at QVC, I was not going to throw away my shot at standing for something, my shot at showing women that I truly believe they are beautiful and deserve to feel beautiful. I was going to use my one shot to show them that “beautiful models” should be every woman. I was going to take my shot, with everything on the line. I mean, seriously, if the only images women and girls see over and over are of models who don’t look like them, then how is anyone ever supposed to see herself as beautiful? I decided that no matter what happened, I had one single goal for everyone watching. I wanted every woman to feel beautiful. I want every person to feel beautiful. Even if it’s for the first time, or for the first time in a long time.


I was minutes away from what felt like the biggest moment of my life. I put on my best dress, said a prayer with Paulo, got my microphone on, and headed down the long hallway to the live studio. I walked onto the set and saw the cameras all around, and I watched the seconds run down on the on-air countdown. In a few seconds we would be live on air, broadcast to over 100 million homes across the country. My heart was in my throat. I had to drown out those voices of experts telling me I was crazy, that I was making a huge mistake. I had to put aside the potential for my company to go out of business. And I had to let go of comparatively small things like how the dress I was about to wear on national television felt a little snug. Instead, I focused on fighting for the women all across the country who deserved to see a new definition of what was aspirational. Women who, like me, have been told they’re not enough. They’re not thin enough and they’re not pretty enough. Which, if you think about it, is just about every single woman. Women who, just like me, have reminded themselves of those words so many times that they believe them, creating a prison in our own minds. Women like me who have wasted SO much energy, every day of our lives, having this crazy false sense that if we could just look like someone else, we would be happy. I was not wasting my chance. The red ON-AIR light went on, the live camera zoomed into my face, the clock started at 10:00 minutes, and as the host opened her mouth to say her first word, I saw my time flashing before my eyes… 9:59, 9:58, 9:57… WE ARE LIVE… HERE WE GOOOOOOO…





THE FIRST MINUTE or so I felt out of my body, almost unaware of what was going on and in disbelief that it was all really happening. I had a demonstration prepared to show that our concealer didn’t crease or crack. On my wrist, I would apply our concealer next to two of the best-selling concealers on the market. I had practiced this demo in the bathroom mirror hundreds of times leading up to the show. I’d stand in front of the mirror, then bend my wrist back and forth. Within ten to twenty seconds, the other two concealers would crack like desert clay. Ours would stay smooth. This was a big deal. When concealers create cracks and lines you don’t even have, they’re doing the opposite of what they’re supposed to do. And magnify what you’re trying to cover instead of making it look like real skin. My demo showed exactly what we’d achieved, and I was excited to do it.


Once we were live, the concealers did their part, but my body didn’t. I wasn’t nervous to be on TV. I was stressed because of what was at stake. So stressed that my arm and hand were shaking! Not shaking like I was a little nervous; shaking like Scooby-Doo the cartoon dog when he saw a ghost. I was supposed to be the expert, not shaking in my boots. It was so bad that mid-demonstration the host whispered, “Take a breath, my darling, you’re doing great,” and then grabbed my arm, held it steady, and, like a pro, covered for me and talked about how much she loved the product. Then I pivoted to the moment that would change my life forever: my bright red, barefaced “before” shot went up on the TV screen.





EVER SINCE MY battle with rosacea began in my twenties, I had rarely left the house without makeup. It was the only way to avoid the countless people who would ask me if I was feeling ill, how I got my sunburn, if I had windburn, if I was okay, or simply, “What’s that on your face?” Growing up a perfectionist, I had spent my entire life in a mental prison of what I thought I should look like. I even sought out opportunities that rewarded me in big part for my appearance, like being cast in an episode of the TV show Baywatch (yep, I ran in slow motion in a red swimsuit), or winning Miss Washington USA and competing in the Miss USA pageant, both of which were pretty incredible experiences, and the first in my life where I would ask myself, Is this really happening? In college I had fallen in love with a Major League Baseball pitcher who always told me how “hot” I was. (By the way, what a disaster that relationship was.) I had been dieting in unhealthy ways since I was fourteen and to this day still struggle with emotional eating. And, as happens to so many of us, the thinner I got, the more compliments I got, especially from many of the well-meaning, good-hearted women in my life. Everywhere I went were messages that love and approval were tied to appearance, so getting rosacea was confidence-killing. When I learned there was no cure for it, my thoughts immediately turned to questions I’m embarrassed to admit, like, “Will guys find me attractive?,” “Will this hurt my TV news career?,” and “Will I ever feel pretty again?” I had been in that beauty mental prison my whole life, and my thoughts weren’t able to expand beyond the cage I had created. But in that moment on QVC, I took the plunge and went from being a girl who wouldn’t leave the house without covering her face with layers of makeup to a girl who showed her naked, rosacea-filled, bright red face on national television.


Life can change in a moment. And mine did. What I had been taught were my “flaws” were blown up to big-screen TV size in people’s living rooms everywhere. I have two words for you: High Definition. If I allowed myself to think about it, I would have gotten in my head. But what I believed and would later know for sure is this: you can’t fake authenticity. If I said every woman was beautiful but was focused on my own insecurities, people wouldn’t connect with me and I would fail. But I knew it wasn’t about me; it was truly about something so much bigger. And because it wasn’t about me, I became free.


While my “before” and “after” shots were live on national television, I was talking, but I couldn’t feel my body. It was as if I were standing on air in the sky. Then I brought out my models: real women with real skin challenges. The clock was flying, and it felt like a scene in a movie where everything is happening in fast and slow motion at the same time. Then I saw that the countdown clock was already down to just a few minutes. Instead of some emotional movie score playing, it was me talking without a script, without a teleprompter, just live and from my heart. This was the biggest risk I had ever taken, at one of the most important moments in my life. And I had no idea how it was going. All of a sudden I heard the host say, “We began with sixty-two hundred and the ‘medium shade’ is now gone. In the ‘light,’ there are nine hundred remaining. In the ‘deep’ there are two hundred remaining, and in the ‘tan,’ only two hundred left!” I felt like my dreams were coming true right before my eyes. My heart was pounding. My adrenaline was flying.


I needed to keep getting my message out, but the host had just said shades were selling out! That meant more to me than that my company was going to survive. It meant real women were using their voices, their time, and their hard-earned money to tell me, QVC, and the world that they didn’t want or need to see unattainable images of beauty to buy products. They’re telling the world, We’re over it. We want products that are designed for us to be shown on women who look like us, so we know they actually work for us. Before I could take a breath, the clock was down to a few seconds and the SOLD OUT sign went up across the screen. The host turned to me and said, “Bring it in, sister,” and gave me a huge hug. The camera cut to something else, and then, at last, I cried.


As mascara ran down my face (how did I forget to use waterproof mascara?), I heard the producer in my earpiece ask if I was okay. Another producer came rushing through the double doors into the studio with a concerned look on her face and said she could help me walk back to the greenroom. I was confused. Apparently, the people in the control room were worried I was going to faint, something that’s happened before during people’s first time on air. There’s just so much pressure. In the world of TV shopping, every minute counts. Having to bring home all that unsold inventory isn’t the only risk. If you don’t hit a certain sales target, known there as “dollars per minute,” you aren’t invited back for another chance. In the board game of cosmetics sales, that’s when you go broke without passing Go or collecting $200. I glanced over and saw that Jacquie had tears streaming down her face too, and just then Paulo came rushing through the double doors into the studio. I’ll never forget the look on his face. We hugged and he proclaimed, “We’re not going bankrupt!”


Not only did we sell the six thousand units of concealer in ten minutes, the demand was so great that more than three thousand additional orders went on a wait list. We were invited to QVC again. And again. And I showed my bare face on national TV each time. I put out casting calls the modeling agencies weren’t used to, asking for women of all ages, shapes, and sizes, with acne or other skin issues, who were willing to show their bare faces with me. We hired models of varying skin tones and ages, like Helen, who is in her seventies; Alisha, who has acne-prone skin; Sheila, who has hyperpigmentation like the majority of us do; and Desiree, who has hereditary dark circles, has battled acne her whole life, and would never leave the house without makeup when I met her. Jacquie, our one and only employee, went on air to show how, in addition to hiding the hyperpigmentation on her skin, our concealer covered her giant arm tattoo saying “DJ Jacquie Jack.” (She’d been a disc jockey in a former life.) In fact, she did her tattoo demonstration so many times, we would later joke that the tattoo had become a diva and was demanding a raise and its own greenroom. Standing as a group, we didn’t look like anything the beauty industry had ever seen. Together, we all showed our bare faces and how the product worked live. Together, we were models for a beauty company. Together, we authentically believed every woman is beautiful.


We did 5 live show airings that first year, in 2010. And then over 100 live airings in 2011. Then over 150 in 2012. We grew and grew, and every year since, we’ve done over 200 live segments and shows on QVC. IT Cosmetics grew to be the number one makeup brand on QVC, then the number one beauty brand across all categories. Today, as I write this, we’re the largest beauty brand in the history of QVC.





QVC SAID NO for many years. Then when we finally got a yes, all the experts said my vision would never work. If I’d taken those years of rejection from QVC to heart, I wouldn’t have had the confidence to keep trying for a yes. When the opinions and words from the best experts didn’t align with what my gut was telling me, the safest and most tempting thing to do would have been to listen to their experience and track records. One of the great lessons I learned was, when you have a truly new idea, product, or vision, it shouldn’t be surprising that experts won’t believe it will succeed. There’s simply no proof that it will. How could there be? It’s never been done before. Often experts who mean well haven’t actually created or built anything themselves. And, though they may believe they are visionaries, they often aren’t able to imagine the success of something they haven’t seen before. Had I known this earlier as an entrepreneur, I would have saved myself so many nights crying myself to sleep.


To venture into unmapped territory, sometimes we have to take the experts off the pedestal we’ve created in our minds for them, and put our intuition onto one. We have to be still and listen to that small, clear voice inside of us telling us what to do. And then have the confidence and courage to do it. These are the moments that define us. Had I listened to the experts, we might have hit a sales goal. We might even have been one of the very few brands that gets invited back. But we would be doing what everyone else does, instead of sticking to our authentic mission, which was much bigger than sales. Playing it safe would have meant putting fear on a pedestal, instead of love. And like everything in life, when we let fear, or other people’s opinions, govern our decisions, it often comes at the price of everything that actually matters.


As our business grew on QVC, I continued to pursue all the other beauty retailers that had told us no up to that point. One by one, we eventually got a yes from each of them. Three years after our first QVC show, the first came from ULTA Beauty, who enthusiastically launched our products in their stores nationwide with great passion and partnership. They saw the vision and went full speed ahead with us. We even partnered on a co-branded makeup brush line together. Between the brushes and our makeup products we grew to become the number one, top-selling luxury brand in their stores nationwide. How crazy, right? From no’s to their top-selling brand! Then, ready for this? Six years after the meeting where they turned me down, we finally got a yes from Sephora!
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