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This book is dedicated to you:



my passionate, fearless, inappropriate, supportive, caring, hilarious fans.


You go for it, you want more, you believe in yourselves and in the fight and you know that good enough simply isn’t good enough.


You have come into my life and allowed me to come into yours. Everything I do is to show you that anything and everything is possible, and we will get there together.


Trust this book, love yourself, and allow yourself to live the life you always dreamed of.




Introduction


Who I Am, What This Book Is About, and What You Need to Know Before You Begin


My parents make me crazy. I’ll be stuck in this job for the rest of my life. I can’t stop spending money. I’ll never find the perfect guy so I might as well just settle. I don’t care if I end up single, I’d rather be alone. Why do I get so irritated at my husband? I can’t stop eating. I’ll never get in shape, so why bother? I don’t spend enough time with my kids, am I a bad mother? Why can’t I get organized? I can’t sleep. I have no self-control. Did I sell out? My life is not what I once thought it could be. Maybe I should just accept that I can’t have it all.


Does any of this sound familiar? If you have any of these thoughts, if you look at your life and you think, “Is this as good as it gets?” or even if you don’t really want to look under your hood because you’re afraid of letting thoughts like this come out, then this book is for you.


A Place of Yes is about how to stop saying no and start saying yes to your own life. It’s about how to get unstuck and start moving forward with vision and a plan and the guts to tackle any obstacles that get in your way. It’s about looking, really looking at your life, then rolling up your sleeves and getting your hands dirty and making it into the life you really want.


It’s easy to say no, to say “I can’t,” to expect the worst, and doubt yourself. Expecting the worst feels safer because when you fail, you won’t be disappointed.


But your life can be better than “just good enough.” It can be amazing. You can be more successful, more fulfilled, healthier, and happier than you are right now.


I know what it’s like to think some of these negative thoughts and worse. Believe me, it has been a long road to where I am today. I’ve cried, pounded the pavement, picked myself up and brushed myself off time and again. I know what it’s like to doubt myself and feel out of control. I know what it’s like to go for weeks without a good night’s sleep. Many times, I’ve just wanted to give up. But I have also figured out how to conquer the noise in my head that holds me back and tells me I don’t deserve everything good in my life. I’ve learned to listen to the voice inside that shows me the path forward and gives me a push. I’ve learned how to come from a place of yes, and it continues to be a worthwhile struggle every day of my life. Make no mistake—it is hard, but it makes my life better. It has made my life what it is today.


Fear, doubt, and defaulting to no are the reasons why so few people end up where they really want to be. Life is easier when you settle for less than your dreams, but “good enough” is not good enough for me. Is it really good enough for you? Most people don’t bother trying to go all the way with their lives. They are afraid, or they just don’t believe they can have anything better than they have now.


But you are reading this book, so I already know you want to come from a place of yes. I already know you want something more than settling for just okay.


A Place of Yes is your road map to changing the way you do things and to taking action when “good enough” isn’t good enough. Coming from a place of yes can color everything else you do. No matter who you are and what you do in life, it will transform you. It’s like upgraded software for your life. It will change your world.


My name is Bethenny Frankel, and you might know me from my first book, Naturally Thin, or from my second book, The Skinnygirl Dish. You might know me from The Real Housewives of New York City, or from Martha Stewart: Apprentice, or from my own shows, Bethenny’s Getting Married? and Bethenny Ever After. Maybe you’ve seen me on Skating with the Stars, or tried my Skinnygirl cocktails, or seen my column in Health magazine, or seen me on the cover of a magazine.


Or maybe you’ve never heard of me at all but picked up this book because the title intrigued you and your interest was piqued by the promise on the cover. Frankly, it doesn’t matter whether you’ve heard of me or not. You’re here, and I’m here, and if you are reading this, we’re in this journey together. We may not have started in the same place, but we can walk together for a while, and I bet we’ll all be better for the company.


This book isn’t a memoir. I’m not Barbara Walters. I haven’t lived long enough to write my autobiography. I can’t yet look back on my life with that kind of wisdom because my life is, in many ways, just getting started. I’ve still got a lot to do, and I’m the first to admit that I am still very flawed.


This is just my story so far, coupled with my advice to you, because while my life isn’t over yet, I’ve come a long way, and I’ve learned a lot, and I hope to inspire you and help save you from some of the mistakes I’ve made in the past. So, while I will share my story with you, I do so with the knowledge that my story isn’t nearly finished.


Not only is my story not finished, but it keeps changing, right out from under my nose, just as yours will. I wrote this book not once, not twice, but three times. I threw one version into the BBQ because it wasn’t me. It didn’t reflect me anymore. My life had changed so drastically, as I was writing it, that I needed to start all over again.


But that’s also exactly in keeping with my story, and with the rules I’ve developed for getting what you want out of your own life. Sometimes you do have to start again, and you can do it over and over. When you find you are off track or your actions aren’t in line with your true nature, you change course. You start again. It’s never wrong. It’s just what is.


I started this book again, and this is the new result. I wrote this book for all of you, as a way to thank you for all the love and support you’ve given me over the years. I’ve come a long way, in my forty-something years, but you’ve helped me to be a better wife, a better mother, a better person. You’ve inspired me in ways I never could have imagined, so I feel humbled and grateful to have this opportunity to share my experiences with you.


You’ve showed me yours. Now I’ll show you mine.


I believe that some of what I’ve learned can help you. I have some issues you probably don’t have, and you probably have issues I don’t have, but the ten rules I give you here can help anyone with whatever issues they face. Life evolves, and I keep learning and changing. I’m always in flux, and you are, too. There is no final resting place. Life is vibrant and in motion, always changing, throwing you off or clearing the way. Sometimes life will be difficult, and sometimes life will be easy, and at every moment, you have a choice. Which way do you want to go? Where are you going? How do you want to get there? Who are you becoming? Those are the questions you can answer best if you come from a place of yes.


I’ve gone through a lot of pain and climbed over a mountain of obstacles. Today I’m married to a man I adore, I’m a new mom head over heels in love with her baby girl, I’m a bestselling author and a television personality, and most important, I feel better—physically and mentally healthier—than I ever have in my life. I’m calm, centered, energized, and happy. Ten years ago, I never would have believed I would be here now.


And it came from a place of yes. One by one, goal by goal, I’ve managed to achieve the things I wanted to achieve to the best of my ability. It’s been one step at a time, one goal to focus on and reach before setting my sights on the next one. It’s been a process of closing doors and then opening new ones.


You can do this, too. To show you how, I have put together ten rules that describe what I do every day to keep moving forward. These rules have helped me break the cycle of self-defeating behavior and that inner noise that tries to hold me back. They apply to everything—health, money, work, friends, family, love, eating, dieting, and anything else we all struggle with in life. You can use these rules to break the cycles that limit you and stop the noise in your head that tells you no. Each chapter in this book will tackle one rule, showing you how I’ve used it in my life, and how you can use it in your life. The rules are:




1. Break the Chain


2. Find Your Truth


3. Act on It


4. Everything’s Your Business


5. All Roads Lead to Rome


6. Go for Yours


7. Separate from the Pack


8. Own It


9. Come Together


10. Celebrate!





No matter who you are, these rules can work for you. Anyone can practice them, at any stage of life. Your dreams don’t have to be out of reach, no matter what has happened to you before. You can move forward, one step at a time, if you focus on the next step and just go. I didn’t always think I’d be able to do it. Sometimes I wanted to give up, but I didn’t. I always kept coming back to myself and moving myself forward, and I believe that my success so far in life has been because of that internal drive to say yes instead of no.


I get many letters, emails, Facebook messages, and tweets from fans, and you ask me a lot of questions. You say that you relate to me, and I am here to tell you that I relate to you, too. We all have our obstacles, our pain, and our challenges. I’ve dated all sorts, run from happiness, endured bad jobs, suffered from bad friends, tortured myself with bad diets, all of it. We all get in our own way sometimes trying to move forward and get what we want.


I hear you. I read your messages and I know that many of you struggle with the same things that have plagued me—issues with body image and weight, relationships and family, money and career, beauty and self-esteem. Some of you are single and searching, some are newly married and struggling, some have new babies and are navigating those waters, some are struggling to get a better job, more supportive friends, a better life.


I get it. I’m right there with you, and that’s why I’m sharing my story and the lessons I’ve learned so far. Whoever you are, no matter your circumstances, no matter your age or status or plans for your own life, I welcome you to A Place of Yes. This is the story of how I climbed out of a bad place (many times) and back into my own life, where I could finally achieve everything I had ever dreamed of. Sometimes it got worse before it got better, but it always got better, and it keeps on getting better every day. Because of a place of yes, I know it always will.


This is also a guide for your life, a guide that will show you how to do the same thing I have done: Say yes. With the ten rules in this book, you can take back control of your life and make it into whatever you want it to be. Use them to figure out where you are now, who you are now, where you are going, and how to get there from here. These are “point-A-to-point-B” rules that clear your path for your bigger, better, brighter future.


Unpacking a Place of Yes


Before I get into the ten rules that will teach you how to come from a place of yes in your life, let’s define a few terms that will be integral to understanding the rules. First, let’s talk about what a place of yes isn’t.


Coming from a place of yes isn’t just having a positive attitude, being an optimist, or being cheerful all the time. You don’t have to see the glass as half full every second of the day. You don’t even have to consider yourself an agreeable person. Hell, I’m in a crappy mood half the time, I’m a pain in the ass, and nobody would describe me as cheerful or agreeable.


And don’t worry, it doesn’t mean being a “yes man,” agreeing to everything when you don’t really agree, or saying yes to everything, like in the Jim Carrey movie Yes Man. In fact, sometimes, you have to say “No!” to come from a place of yes.


I’m not the kind of person who goes along with the crowd, nods and smiles, or compromises to avoid conflict. In fact, I try not to go along with crowd, I don’t always see the silver lining, and I consider myself a realist. I’m definitely not a glass-half-full kind of person. Actually, I can sometimes be a shattered-glass kind of person. I guess I’m known for the occasional sharp or snarky comment (and that’s an understatement), or taking the cynical perspective, and that’s something I continue to work on in my life. However, I often walk the line between appropriate and inappropriate (my husband, Jason, says I dive right over it!). Oddly, that is a place of yes for me. It is my particular sense of humor, and also usually a reflection of what I really think.


The point is, the Optimist Club is not calling me to become an honorary member anytime soon. And that’s fine. Coming from a place of yes is not the same as being an optimist.


Everybody has issues, problems, doubts, fears—and some people are just naturally more positive than other people. That has nothing to do with this. Even if you tend to be shy or abrasive or insecure or overly cautious or people often tell you to quit being so negative, you can learn to come from a place of yes.


A place of yes is an “It-will-happen-because-I’ll-make-it-happen” kind of an attitude. And this is an “It-will-happen-because-you’ll-make-it-happen” kind of a book. You won’t always be in a place of yes. Bad things will happen. You’ll get angry or depressed or negative. You’ll doubt yourself and you’ll sometimes be afraid. Occasionally, I utter the words, “I hate _____” (fill in the blank). Don’t tell me there aren’t days when you wake up and you just want to smack someone, and it would give you real joy to do it. I will not take the joy of thinking about it away from you.


I know what it feels like when your husband or your boyfriend leaves you all weekend to play golf or lies there like a corpse on the couch, his lazy ass watching football while you are cleaning the whole house. Does he sit in bed eating and farting, or flip the channels for twenty minutes, only to stop at the Victoria’s Secret commercial as you sit next to him, eight months pregnant with hairy armpits? (Hmm, that sounds awfully familiar . . .) I’ve been annoyed by the loud breathing from someone behind me in a checkout line, by the instrumental music in a department store, by nosy people, rude waiters, or a coworker’s mere existence. Frankly, sometimes I come from a place of go-screw-yourself.


This book isn’t about being perfect, or even about being nice. It’s about getting through your life in the best possible way for you, and learning how to stop getting in your own way. It’s about making your life better, no matter what kind of person you are naturally.


It’s about learning how to have and do and be anything you want.


It’s important to understand that a place of yes isn’t somewhere you are all the time. It’s somewhere you always go back to. It’s your home. It’s the real you. The negativity you sometimes hide behind is just a protective shell you’ve built around yourself—a digression and a distraction from what you really want to be doing. Self-doubt is a bad habit. Fear is an excuse and a shield. Irritation is a sign of stress. Those things that keep you from saying yes and getting things done are habits you’ve learned, and habits can be broken.


It’s Not a Secret


A few more things a place of yes is not: A place of yes is not the power of positive thinking or the law of attraction. It’s not a “secret.” I understand the power of positive thinking and the law of attraction, and I believe in what those things are about. I agree that being positive and focusing your energy does attract good things to you, but not because of a mystical process involving some conscious universe that doles out the good and the bad according to who has the best attitude.


Thinking more positively changes how you relate to the world, but a place of yes is not some kind of mystical magical spiritual process where you just think something and it comes true. If you’re not the type to meditate or chant or visualize yourself richer and thinner for three hours every day, don’t sweat it. That’s just more pressure. It’s just one more thing you don’t have time to do. Coming from a place of yes is about getting right down to business. It’s active, not passive. Yes gives you something to do: a mission, a purpose, a goal.


If you don’t have an athletic bone in your body, coming from a place of yes is not going to make you an Olympian, just because you will it to be so. You are not going to turn into an Elle Macpherson look-alike just because you wish to be a supermodel. You aren’t going to become an astronaut if you aren’t willing to go through the training, if you have vertigo or bad vision. Coming from a place of yes is not going to give you naturally supple 34C breasts or your husband a twelve-inch penis. It’s definitely not going to bring Prince Charming on a white horse holding a sack of cash to your front door, just because you imagine it happening.


If you are a size 12, it’s not going to transform you into a size 0 by tomorrow (or ever, necessarily). But it can help you love your size 12 self, or inspire you to get down to a size that is more healthy for you. It’s not going to raise your IQ, fire your obnoxious boss, solve global warming, or “fix” your parents, but it can help ease your anxiety and obsession and self-destructive behavior that may stem from your feelings about any of those things. Coming from a place of yes will not make your crazy best friend suddenly see the light and stop choosing the wrong men—but it can help you stop choosing the wrong men. A place of yes has nothing to do with anybody else. It’s only about you.


When you choose yes, your whole attitude will change, no matter who you are. You can be a born optimist, pessimist, realist, anarchist, whatever, and still come from a place of yes. You can be a meditator, a yogi, a kick boxer, a triathlete, a couch potato, and still come from a place of yes. You can be sixteen or sixty-six years old and come from a place of yes. No matter what you’ve done or haven’t done or hate to admit you’ve done, you can come from a place of yes.


A place of yes is a way to get through things when you feel it is impossible to do so.


Your mind creates the landscape of your life. Your perceptions about everything that you’ve ever done and everything that has ever happened to you all come from your mind. Change your mind, and things change. However, coming from a place of yes goes a step further. You change your mind, and then you act on it. You don’t wait for someone or something else to do it for you. No excuses. No luck. No passing the buck.


A place of yes is about taking responsibility for moving forward, even if you have to climb over a mountain of obstacles. You are in charge, nobody else. A place of yes is your engine. Your energy changes, and people around you sense it. They want it to rub off on them, and it does. Incredible opportunities start happening and people start reacting differently to you. The world around you changes, not because the universe suddenly decides you are worthy, but because you change it. You stop being a victim and you start being the ruler of your own destiny. And that, my friend, is the point and purpose of coming from a place of yes.


The bottom line is that when you come from a place of yes, you don’t wish something to happen. You make it happen. You are driving. You don’t daydream in the passenger seat of life; you don’t hand over the work you need to do to somebody else and then sit back, waiting to reap rewards that never come. You don’t wait.


Instead, think about the things that you wish would happen to you in your life. Are you waiting for them to happen? Deep down, do you think they won’t happen? This can apply to anything—getting a job, finding love, losing weight, making more money, getting organized, making more time for family, whatever it is. How proactive are you being in reaching that desire?


Coming from a place of yes is hard work, but it’s the work of a lifetime, your lifetime.


Your Noise, Your Voice


Another important concept to understand is the difference between noise and voice.


I first heard the term “noise” years ago, from Breck Costin, a life coach who teaches a course called Absolute Freedom, about how to clarify what you are doing with your life. He used the term in a different way, but it resonated for me. I’ve thought about it over the years since then, and developed the idea into something that works for me.


To me, noise is what gets in your way. It’s a self-generated obstacle, the negative talk inside your head that keeps you down, too afraid to go for what you want.


There are many types of noise, and in each chapter of this book, with each new rule, I’ll also talk about a specific kind of noise that tends to crop up along with that rule. Noise can come in many forms—food noise, money noise, beauty noise, relationship noise, family noise, call it what you will—each person develops personalized noise, but in general, noise is that feeling you get that you aren’t good enough, or you don’t deserve what you want, or you’ll never be able to be the person you wish you could be. Noise holds you back. It psychs you out. It distracts you and blocks you and makes you believe there are insurmountable obstacles in your path.


Most of us have noise about something, but knowing this doesn’t mean you’ll automatically be able to make it stop. If you have noise that you don’t recognize and can’t control, and I say to you, “All you have to do is come from a place of yes,” what you hear is, “All you have to do is quit your job and get a new one” or “All you have to do is eat less and exercise more” or “All you have to do is leave him” or “All you have to do is push this two-ton boulder up this mountain.” We all know that doesn’t work. It’s too hard. Noise makes it too hard.


You can’t do it because you don’t know how. You’re too overwhelmed. The noise in your own head is too loud. As much as you want to change things, noise is the elephant in the room that makes something achievable into something seemingly impossible.


Noise tells you to eat a bag of cookies when you are trying to lose weight. It tells you not to ask for a raise because your boss will laugh at you or tell you that you don’t deserve it. It tells you that you won’t ever be in shape enough to be seen at the gym so you might as well not bother exercising at all. It tells you that nobody good will ever fall in love with you. It convinces you that you are predetermined to live the life your parents are leading or led, or that you will never live up to what they expect, or that you can’t really be who you want to be.


Noise convinces you that you don’t really deserve love, that you will never make enough money to stop worrying, or that you are just one of those people who can’t be happy. Noise bullies you until it gets its way. In fact, if you feel bullied by other people, you are probably actually being bullied by your own noise, which can make you feel like a victim.


I’ll never forget the night I was lying in bed with Jason discussing our future. We didn’t agree about everything we wanted in our lives, so I immediately thought that meant we had no future. I hadn’t yet learned that two people can build goals together, and that our desires can evolve.


Before I met him, I had almost given up—I had assumed that I could have some of the things I wanted, but not all of the things I wanted. I had come to terms with the idea that my career came first so that was what I would get—a great career. Maybe I would find a way to have a baby and raise it myself. I was resigned. Even after meeting him, I didn’t think I could have it all.


So even when Jason told me that he wanted a commitment and a family, I didn’t consider that as a real option for me. It seemed impossible. I couldn’t believe it.


My noise was wrong—as noise always is.


Noise comes out of past experiences where you were hurt or scared or just didn’t learn how to believe in yourself. It can start from one comment someone made to you years ago that you believed, or it can come out of years of abuse or neglect. Noise makes you give up, settle, accept less than you wanted, or never try for the thing you want the most.


Without recognizing your noise, you won’t be able to come from a place of yes. Noise is strong and has power. Your noise might be in a different category than my noise, or you might have noise in all the same places. There is childhood noise—the noise that repeats all those stories that you have learned about yourself based on what your family told you, that holds you back from growing up. There is career noise—the noise that tells you that you don’t deserve to get ahead, that you aren’t qualified to be where you are, or that you’ll never be able to have the job that makes you happy. There is food noise—the noise that urges you to binge or starve or beat yourself up if you were “bad.” There is exercise noise that keeps you on the couch because what’s the point. There is beauty noise that tells you that you won’t ever be beautiful because of this or that feature. Imagine if Lauren Hutton, with the gap in her teeth, or Cindy Crawford, with her beauty mark, or Barbra Streisand, with an imperfect nose, had listened to beauty noise? Thank goodness they didn’t change a thing about their beautiful faces.


There is money noise—the noise that tells you that you might as well charge your credit card to the limit because you are so far in the hole that it doesn’t matter, or that you better not dare spend anything on yourself because you are scared to death that you might not have enough money for something else. There is relationship noise—the noise that encourages you to endure horrible relationships, or attracts you to the wrong men, or tells you that you should get married now or you might never get another chance, or tells you to run whenever a relationship gets serious.


Your noise will change as your life changes. Now that I have a baby, I have parenting noise and sleep noise and breast-feeding noise. Sometimes I lie awake and wonder, am I doing it right? What if I mess up my daughter? This noise is totally new for me but there it is—noise can come and go according to what is happening to you right now.


You might have other kinds of noise, too. Friendship noise, sibling noise, sex noise, clutter noise, body noise, cooking noise—whatever your issues are, whatever holds you back or stresses you out, that’s where your noise is.


Fortunately, like the devil on one shoulder and the angel on the other, your noise has a counterpart: it is your voice. Your voice knows what’s good for you and right for you and what is authentic to who you really are. It tells you what to do, why you are good, and why you deserve the best. It shows you the map for reaching your dreams, and when you learn to hear it and ignore the noise, the noise gets quieter and the voice gets louder. This is the key to unlocking the best parts of yourself.


When you are used to your loud, rude, clamoring noise, your voice can be hard to hear. But it’s in there. A Place of Yes is about how I found mine, and how finding your voice and learning to listen to it can allow great things to start happening to you. Because you’ll stop getting in the way.


Sometimes your noise will be louder than other times. Sometimes you’ll listen to it and go the wrong way. You’ll make mistakes. That’s life. Part of coming from a place of yes is to accept that you screwed up and move on. Forgive yourself and don’t dwell in the past. It’s okay because it has to be okay. It’s what happened. If you can make something good out of a mistake or learn something from it, you are coming from a place of yes. If you keep moving forward, despite your mistakes, and if you keep trying, even when you fail, your voice will lead the way and you can always find your way back to your path forward.


If you have read my books or watched my shows, you know I’m not perfect and I don’t have life totally figured out and under control. I will never pretend to have all the answers. I’m just someone who has learned how to stop getting in my own way more often than not. I’m on a path just like you are, but I’m managing my noise and I’ve learned how to make things happen in my life. I’ve finally found my voice.


My Story and Yours


I’ve put my experiences into a framework of rules, to make my personal lessons relatable and to help encourage you to go for yours. I show you how I climbed out of an unhappy childhood, dealt with the aftershocks of a dysfunctional family, built my business despite the obstacles, and got healthy and fit. I say what I mean and honesty matters to me, so don’t expect me to dress it up for you or make it look pretty—it isn’t always easy to go for your dreams, and life can get messy sometimes. It can even break your heart. I have given up a lot to get where I am today. I’ve worked harder than I ever thought possible, practically killing myself to achieve my dreams. I’ve taken on too much, broken down in tears—it has not been easy. But I got through the bad parts and so can you. There will always be more challenges ahead—but now you have the tools to tackle them.


No matter how hard your life gets, you can put yourself back together and come out stronger than you were before, if you learn how to come from a place of yes. Part of me has always said yes to my own life, even when the yes was nearly drowned out by my noise. That yes inside me was the part of me that recognized when something was a career opportunity or a life opportunity. That was the part of me that recognized Jason and the part of me that recognized that I didn’t have to settle or give up anything I really wanted. Thank goodness I listened. Are you listening to your voice?


Because I learned to listen to my voice instead of my noise, I have gone from unemployed actress to sometimes-successful entrepreneur to personal celebrity chef to television personality to bestselling author, and that’s just a partial job history. I’ve also gone from food-obsessed to healthy, money-challenged to comfortable, commitment-phobic to blissfully newlywed. I still struggle with noise, I don’t always make good decisions about what to eat and drink, Jason and I get in fights just like any other couple, and I still have anxiety about money. I’ve suffered a lot, worried a lot, wasted a lot of time, stressed myself to the point of breaking, endured tragedy, but I’ve finally found some peace . . . even, dare I say, happiness.


Take It or Leave It


The last concept I’d like you to understand before we start with the rules is one I’ll refer to often throughout this book. I call it take it or leave it. You can apply this to relationships, family, career, money, or any other aspect of your life—even cooking. In fact, I first came up with the concept in the kitchen while renovating recipes.


Here’s how it works. If, for example, I’m creating a healthier cookie recipe, I might find that the cookies are not just healthier but taste better when I replace white flour with oat flour and white sugar with raw sugar. I’ll take it—those are changes that work, so I carry them forward into my next cookie experiment. If, however, it doesn’t work to remove all the fat—maybe the cookies are too dry or tasteless—then I’ll leave it. I’ll discard that idea and bring some of the fat back next time. Take it or leave it—you take the good and build on it; you leave the bad, in favor of a new idea. Most important, you keep moving forward, never settling for what doesn’t work.


This applies to any area of your life, and it represents how you can learn from your own experiences. Successes are victories that teach you how to get what you want. Mistakes are opportunities to do something different next time. What worked and didn’t work in your last relationship, job, diet, financial endeavor? You can always choose to take it or leave it.


Unfortunately or fortunately, life is an obstacle course. You succeed at one thing and then you move on to the next. When an obstacle is tough, you try harder. When an obstacle is insurmountable, you change course. But you never sit down and refuse to finish. And when you do get over each hurdle, it’s the best feeling—you’re stronger and wiser than before you tried it, and you’re even more ready to tackle the next one. The fact that there always is another obstacle can seem overwhelming sometimes, but then again, that’s the good news. Life never gives up on you, either—it always has a new challenge, something more that you can succeed at achieving. And if you fail? One more lesson learned.


So stop waiting for someone else to fix things. It’s time to step up to the plate. It’s your career, your body, your health, your relationship, your money, your path . . . your life. You can be everything you ever wanted to be. You can have it all. Everything is about to change. All you have to do is begin at the beginning. We’ll do it together.




Rule 1


• • • • • • • • • • • • •


Break the Chain


Surviving Childhood


You gain strength, courage, and confidence by every experience in which you really stop to look fear in the face. You are able to say to yourself, “I lived through this horror. I can take the next thing that comes along.”


—Eleanor Roosevelt, former First Lady


Life is full of noise, and the noise begins in childhood.


Everyone has childhood noise. Everyone. It doesn’t matter how good or bad, idyllic or dysfunctional your childhood seems to you now. We all grow up believing things about ourselves, good and bad. We get yelled at or ignored or coddled or left to our own devices before we have any idea of what we are doing in the world. We see the adults in our lives doing things and we hear them saying things and we try to figure out what it means, or we mimic those things or rebel against them.


No matter how beautiful or terrible or uneventful you think your childhood was, every childhood has its periods of suffering and every family enacts its beliefs about you on you, and, of course, in many cases, you believe them. That’s where the noise begins, when you start telling yourself stories about who you are based on your childhood instead of your inner voice. As you get older, this noise can keep you entrenched in patterns and habits, unable to get out.


This can happen to you no matter how your childhood went. For example, my husband, Jason, had what he feels was an idyllic childhood, completely unlike my perception of mine. His parents are still together—but when he lost his brother the whole family dynamic changed. He became an only child and he has noise about that. I’m sure his parents also have noise because of what happened to their family. Your situation might not be so dramatic, but there are so many ways a child can take on noise—big and small ways—that will have an impact for years to come. Regardless of how perfect someone’s family seems, everyone has issues that can affect the future.


This is why the first step in coming from a place of yes involves breaking the link between what your family thinks of you, and what you think of yourself. The first link of my chain began in childhood, so that’s where I’ll start. Understanding where you came from will help you take it or leave it—breaking the bad links in your chain, but keeping the solid ones intact. Because who you are now doesn’t have to be a product of your past. You don’t have to keep re-creating your past. You can start creating your future.


Break the Chain


When you carry your childhood with you, you never become older.


—Tom Stoppard, British playwright


The first rule in A Place of Yes can help you climb out of your childhood noise into a new place, and from there, you can head in any direction you desire. It’s the first rule to work on when you want to change your life and break out of the old patterns that hold you back. Tackle this rule first and you’ll free yourself to grow up (no matter how old you are) and be who you really are.


At my wedding, my high school friend Natalie told me that she felt I would have a baby girl. When I asked her how she knew, she said, “Because you’re going to break the chain.” She might not have meant it to be a life-changing statement, but it was. Having my daughter has motivated me to live this rule. It’s rule #1 for coming from a place of yes: Break the chain.


Break the chain means recognizing the patterns you are carrying forward in your life, patterns that belonged to your past, and choosing to go a different way when those patterns are destructive.


People often ask me how I got out of my childhood alive. They ask if I’m a survivor, what my secret was. My secret is simply to practice rule #1 as an adult. On my show, Bethenny Getting Married?, I’ve said I was raised in a cave, by animals. I said it to be funny, in a way, but the truth is that the damage my childhood inflicted on me emerged later in my life. My childhood is more traumatic in retrospect than it was to me at the time.


When I was in it, as a child, my life was all I knew. I loved my parents because they were my parents. Sometimes I wanted things I couldn’t have—a normal name, siblings, to stay in one place for a while, to have parents who didn’t fight, to have my father and mother back together—but I also accepted that my life was just my life and there wasn’t really anything I could do to change it. You know what you know. When you grow up, that’s when you get to decide how much you are going to let it all shape who you are. That’s when you can change things.


It doesn’t do me any good to get mired in where I came from. It isn’t going to help anything to spend my days steeping in regret and anger. I’d rather come from a place of yes and go in a different direction today. I’d rather break that chain than carry it throughout my life, no matter how hard that is. And it is hard, because it’s breaking away from what you know, from what’s comfortable even when it’s destructive.


To do this for yourself, first you have to look back and figure out just where your childhood is holding you back and where it can help you. No matter how dark your childhood, there will be parts that will help you now—for me, it was learning to endure, to be flexible, and to be strong. I’ve benefited from those qualities all my life. I didn’t feel like a victim as a child, and I don’t feel like one now. Sometimes my childhood was colorful, exciting, stimulating, even dangerous. But there were other parts that have stuck with me in a negative way. My childhood was often lonely, frustrating, and sad. I never felt very safe, and I never felt like I could just trust that someone else was in control of the situation. Everyone’s childhood contains its elements of destruction, and those are what you have to dig out of your own past so you can break your attachment to them. You have to decide what to take, and what to leave behind.


• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •


THE MYTH OF “NORMAL”




Don’t get fixated on whether or not your childhood was normal. I can say this because I often used to bemoan the fact that my childhood wasn’t normal. I’d think about all the things that “should” have been. I hated that I couldn’t look back and recall all those typical childhood things—but then again, what typical things was I looking for? What you think you missed might not really exist at all, because what’s normal? There is no normal. People and families are who they are, and each one is unique. Your childhood was what it was, and your life now can be whatever you want it to be. Don’t seek out normal. Seek out functional. Seek out successful. Seek out happy. To do that, you have to find what works for you, never what you think is supposed to work for people in general. Don’t look to others to show you what you are supposed to be. There are no people “in general.” It doesn’t matter what anybody else thinks of your life. All that matters is what you think of it, and what you decide to make of it.





• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •


Breaking the chain is a gradual process, but it’s one of those things you have to do for yourself if you ever want to get somewhere better. Having my baby girl brought this dramatically to the fore-front of my life: I’ve been breaking the chains that bound me to my childhood noise for years, but having Bryn taught me how important it is to break them in earnest and break them for good, so she never has to grow up bearing the weight of mistakes committed by the generations before her.


So, go back with me into my childhood. Maybe you’ll find some similarities to your own, maybe you won’t, but I know from the letters I receive that many of you experienced similar situations in your own childhoods. As you go through this chapter, use it as a vehicle for deconstructing your own younger self, to see where your patterns lie, what stories you tell yourself about yourself, what habits you’ve taken on, what behaviors from your parents you mimic today without realizing it. Then you can begin breaking the chain that binds you.


My Mother


Biology is the least of what makes someone a mother.


—Oprah Winfrey, actress and host


I had my first drink when I was seven years old. I was betting at the track by the age of eight. Before I was in grade school, I was calling the police to stop my mother and stepfather from fighting—they would haul him away, and the next day, my mother and I would scan the ads for apartments. But we never left, and I never understood why.


I attended multiple schools because my parents couldn’t stay in one place. I was partying at clubs in the city when I was fourteen and crashing expensive cars before I had a driver’s license. This was my “normal.”


Sometimes I wonder how my mother could have allowed me to do the things I did growing up, but my mother came out of her own bad situation, and she didn’t know how to control many aspects of her own life let alone mine. She chose men who, in my opinion, were obviously not good for her. She was married maybe four times, all told—at some point I lost track. She has denied it publicly, but in my memory, from what I saw, she had issues with alcohol and food. She lived in fear and she hid things from me all the time. She had a terrible temper, maybe because she was so angry at what her life had become. She loved me, but she didn’t know how to raise me.


Few relationships are as basic and influential as the relationship between mother and child. Maybe your relationship with your mother wasn’t as dramatic and chaotic and tumultuous as mine, but because no mother is perfect, no mother-child relationship is perfect, either. Maybe you were loved but didn’t get everything you needed. Maybe you had everything handed to you and you never learned how to make it on your own. Maybe you were a lonely only child, or had middle-child syndrome, or were babied or had to be a mother to your mother. Maybe you know your mother did the best she could, but you’ve inherited some of her bad habits, poor self-esteem, anger issues, insecurities, weakness, addictions, or something else. Maybe she was great, and you want to be just like her . . . except for that one thing. . . .


For me, my mom was a wild card. One minute she was my best friend. The next minute she was screaming and seemed completely out of control. She didn’t understand me, but I don’t think she understood herself, either. When I look back at my relationship with my mother from my perspective as an adult, I can see the big picture—her issues with men became my issues with men. Her issues with money became my issues with money. Her wild partying lifestyle threatened to become mine. Her issues with food also threatened to become mine. She became a mother before she became an adult, and that may have been why she never really seemed to understand what children need.


I vowed to wait to become an adult before I became a mother—one more link in the chain I was able to break.


But let me go back to the beginning. I was born in 1970, on my mother’s twentieth birthday, in Queens, New York. My mom was a baby having a baby. She was a tiny, thin, beautiful blonde who looked like Michelle Pfeiffer. Men fell at her feet. She smoked Virginia Slims and she looked like one herself. She had green eyes, a wide jaw like mine, a tiny nose, and straight hair.


My mother was just five feet four inches, but she would take on anyone, anytime. She had a habit of putting her fist through windows when she lost her temper, which was often. She was smart, sassy, talented, sarcastic, ballsy, opinionated, and a fighter—in many ways I take after her. She was funny, too—but also angry, frustrated, and incredibly insecure. She had so much potential, but in my view, she was never able to realize it, or to find peace.


In season three of The Real Housewives of New York City, you might remember the scene when Ramona and I were taking a walk across the Brooklyn Bridge. In typical Ramona fashion, she blurted out a mean comment. She said I had screwed up all my relationships and I would probably screw up my relationship with Jason, too. That really hurt me, it cut me to the core, because it has always been my greatest fear and the thing I’ve tried hardest not to do: be like my mother. My mother’s string of failed relationships and her multiple marriages have haunted me, the ghost of what I hoped would never be me. She never broke the chain to her own past, and Ramona’s comment brought my worst fears to light: Could I break what she couldn’t? Could I make a relationship last? Could I ever be happy?


My mother did give me some gifts. Despite her selfish nature and her inability to act like a responsible parent, she truly adored me, and knowing that was worth a lot to me. In many ways, I think I baffled and amazed her. She used to say that she wanted to come back in her next life as me, and that I was special. She convinced me that I had a star above my head. Something about that image stuck with me—it was the most important thing she ever gave me.


But adoring your child isn’t parenting. You can’t just love your child when you feel like it, when things are going well, and then forget about her when times are tough or you want to go out and party or go to war with whatever man currently supports you. My mother was so tough but also so vulnerable. The bottom line is that she didn’t protect me, and to this day, she won’t admit it. She refuses to see it. She still says she has no guilt about anything.


I’m not a person who believes that there is anything beneficial about guilt or regret. If something happened, it happened. I believe in owning it, as I’ll talk about later, but not in denying or torturing yourself about it. Admit it and move on. What I can’t understand is how she still doesn’t see what really happened. And I don’t understand why she still can’t tell me she is sorry.


Having Bryn makes this even more incomprehensible to me. She’s already taught me a lot because she has made me see my childhood in a whole new light. I look at her, and I think: I was like this, in my mother’s arms. How did our relationship ever get the way it is now? I vow every day that such a breakdown will never happen between Bryn and me. I’m breaking the chain, for me, and most of all, for her.


Kids take on the responsibilities the adults won’t acknowledge, and that’s something I never want to do to my daughter. It serves as an inspiration for me to build a secure home for her. I don’t ever want her to feel responsible for me or my issues.


At the same time, I understand why my mother had so many issues—so much of her own childhood noise. Her father was a dictator type who forced her and her sister to conform to his idea of how women were supposed to be—quiet and submissive, beautiful and thin. Long hair was required and being fat was not an option. My mother said she ran away when she was sixteen, but the damage was already done. I think her food issues must have begun in her own childhood, and she was just trying to survive. I understand how she might have felt. I certainly understand having father issues.


I think a lot of women’s issues and self-esteem come from their fathers, and I’ll talk about my own father in a minute. My mother’s father certainly did a number on her from her account. He was cold and mean-spirited the way she tells it. He was also hyperconscious of appearance. He told my mother, before she married my father, that if she was going to marry a Jew, she would have to take responsibility for what her children would look like.


My mom used to tell me the most heartbreaking story, and it always made me want to cry when I heard it. One Christmas morning when they were little, my mother and her siblings all ran to the Christmas tree to open their presents. All her brother could find for himself was a single broken toy. My grandfather apparently thought this would be funny. He had presents hidden for his son, but he was being cruel and wanted to see what would happen if his son thought he wasn’t getting anything. The saddest part is that the little boy was simply defeated. My mother remembers him saying, “I guess Santa didn’t think I was good this year.” My grandfather thought it was hilarious.


The truth of the matter is that perhaps my mother and her siblings never really believed they deserved anything better than ridicule and disdain. I wasn’t there, but I imagine that they must have had lives built on disapproval and disappointment.


My grandfather was a horse trainer, and like everyone on the track, he had a wild lifestyle. My mother grew up on the track, so that’s what she knew. My mother, at just five foot four inches, wanted to be a model, but that dream was thwarted by her biology, so she worked at the track as an exercise rider, working out the horses in the morning. And yet, there’s so much I don’t know about her early life. It’s funny, you spend your whole life with people and when you think back, it’s surprising what you realize you don’t know. I do know that the track was in her blood, and not surprisingly, she ended up marrying two different horse trainers—first my father, Robert Frankel, and later, my stepfather John Parisella. Although neither one of them was like her father in personality—they each had their own issues—they all came from that same racetrack world of shady characters, sketchy situations, and living on the edge.


When I think back on her life, I have a lot of compassion for my mother. Her life was never easy, and she made it even harder for herself. She wasn’t exactly easy to get along with. Like me, she can be difficult to deal with, but she’s also a person who can sit in a bar and talk to anyone she meets. I remember her as mercurial and gregarious, but also sporadic—if she wasn’t in the mood to get along with someone, she wouldn’t pretend to be nice, and at any moment she could snap. You could never be sure which side of her you were going to get.


Unfortunately, I identify with this quality. It’s one of the things I’ve really had to look at in myself and try to change—one more way I am breaking the chain. I can still be difficult, but I decided long ago to work on it, and I’m getting better at controlling my own mood shifts and behavior when I’m not in the mood to be social. I’ve also learned something I feel that she never learned: When I do cross the line, I’ve learned how to say I’m sorry.


Her default mode was “fight” and she could fight hard, but at the same time, she always seemed to be helpless. In that way, my mother was a barrage of mixed messages. She would tell me one thing but then do the opposite. I never knew quite what to believe. She would say be strong, but then she would be weak. She’d fight as if her life depended on it, and then give up and never do anything about her situation. She would act as if she needed a man to save her, but she kept choosing men who abused her. She would tell me, “Never be dependent on a man,” but when I look back on it, she was always dependent on a man. She would tell me I had to make it on my own, and then she would tell me that she was forced to be with men because of me.


Was I supposed to make it on my own, or find a man with money so I wouldn’t have to make it on my own? I really didn’t know what to invest in, what to believe. It became a major source of noise for me, and I fought that noise for years.


Now that I’ve gotten some distance from it, I think she was probably trying, in the only way she knew how, to save me from her fate. She was telling me to do what she said, not what she did, but that never works. At the time, I only saw what she did, and that was confusing. She was volatile and she always seemed unhappy. I was always terrified that she would lose it and humiliate me in front of my friends or in public. She was the mom who always said, “Do I have to drive you both ways? Can’t somebody else’s mother drive?” She would say it in front of everyone. I never knew what might set her off.


I also felt like there was so much I didn’t know about my family. We rarely talked about our heritage or religion or things like that. People often ask me about my religion or nationality. The truth is, I never really knew what I was. I was a little of everything. Supposedly, my mother converted to Judaism to marry my father, even though she claimed to be an atheist. My stepfather was Catholic, so later I went to Catholic school. My stepfather wanted me to be Catholic, like him, so I would go to church and take communion, but I never really felt as if it was my religion. It makes me a little sad—who the hell knows what I am? I wish I would at least have had a little more guidance, or at least been told more about my heritage.


It wouldn’t be honest of me to deny there were good times, too. Despite the volatility, life with my mother wasn’t all bad. I believe that at her core, she isn’t a bad person. She is just a tortured person who could never seem to get her life together the way she wanted it. I have some great memories from my childhood—many of those memories are about food, and maybe that’s why food is still so important to me. I think everyone in my family used food to comfort themselves, to feel secure.


For instance, when I was about seven years old, my mother and I had dinner at a fast-food restaurant, Hardee’s, on many nights, and I thought those dinners were the greatest thing. When I was a little older, she used to drive me to the roller rink on weekends. She’d pick me up and we would go to McDonald’s. She also took me to get Slurpees in the summer. I still love Slurpees, although now I sometimes like to put vodka or tequila in them. When my stepfather was involved, food was even more of an event, like when we would all get dressed up to go to Nathan’s at Coney Island.


But my food experiences with my mother also had a dark side. She was obsessed with being thin but she would tell me to eat things like tempura in a Japanese restaurant because she said tempura was clean, even though it was fried, because of the way the Japanese made it. She never wanted me to be on a diet; she was like one of those girls who is always trying to get their friends to eat fattening things. She would eat them, too, but then she would go into the bathroom and I knew she was tossing it all back up, which would infuriate me. Sometimes it felt as if she was sabotaging me, because I was obsessed with being thin, too. Because of course, I wanted to be like my mother.


She also exposed me to some amazing experiences. I remember our trip to Mexico when she took me into the kitchen to meet the chef at a restaurant, and when we took hula lessons together in Hawaii, and made leis on the upper deck of a 747. When I was five, I was watching a children’s show on television, and they made a recipe I wanted to make. I needed maraschino cherries, but we didn’t have any, so my mother gave me money and sent me off to the store. I think she watched me until I turned the corner, and most people would probably wonder what kind of mother would send her five-year-old daughter to the store alone in Manhattan, but for me, it was freedom and independence.


At the same time, I was often lonely because I was usually the only child around. I used to make up imaginary friends. I had an imaginary sister named Annabelle and an imaginary brother named Kevin. I love being an only child now, but I was a lonely child. I got used to being lonely, though. Maybe that’s why I’ve always been more comfortable by myself.


When I was thirteen and other kids were going to summer camp, my mother took me to Europe. I feel melancholy when I think how young she was during these times, younger than I am now—just thirty-four—and she chose to travel with her teenage daughter.


On that trip we went to Greece, Egypt, Italy, France, England, and Turkey. I had the best calamari I’ve ever had when we were in Greece. We took a cruise down the Nile in Egypt. We shopped all over Paris and London. So much was fun, in such a highly charged way. My mother was fun, and funny—the life of the party. But then, so much was also volatile—it was all or nothing, extreme ups and downs. We would be having a great time, and the day would end, and I wanted to go to sleep, and she would suddenly get so angry at me and tell me I was boring when I didn’t want to go out dancing and drinking in the discos all night.


Another source of stress on that trip was my secret plan. I knew my mother had some food issues, even though I didn’t have a word for what she was doing. There was no Internet back then but I was a sleuth about it. I noticed the large number of laxatives in the bathroom, containers and shelves full of laxatives (I’ve suffered from constipation most of my adult life, so maybe that was part of it—what are we holding on to?). When we’d drive to the city, she’d often have to stop to go to the bathroom. After meals, she would usually go into the bathroom and run the water for forty-five minutes. Sometimes I would hear her hurling, or see the remnants in the toilet, or smell it when I went in the bathroom after her. It made me angry and I wanted to catch her in the act of something so I could confront her about it.


During that trip, I decided this was my chance—I thought that if I could actually see her throwing up her food, she would have to admit to me what she was doing, explain it, get help, something. I became obsessed and I followed her every-where after meals so she wouldn’t be able to go into the bathroom alone. That would put her in a bad mood, so for much of the trip, she was angry and grouchy and secretive, and we were both walking on eggshells. She always denied anything was going on—she still does.


Not that I think my mother could necessarily control what she was doing. It was her noise, her way of trying to be in charge, I suppose. She probably wasn’t able to just stop, but she didn’t want or know how to explain it or even acknowledge it to herself, let alone to me. What I think my mother didn’t realize was that although parents try to hide things, children are smart. They always know something’s wrong, even if they don’t know what it is, and sometimes, not knowing is worse and makes kids worry more than if their parents just told them the truth.


My mother’s obsession with hiding food issues rubbed off on me as an addiction to dieting and, in another way, an addiction to getting rid of things—my own personal brand of purging, but I do it with stuff, not food. Having too much stuff gives me anxiety, so I am constantly throwing things away. As a teenager, I was definitely influenced by her behavior for a while. I used to steal her laxatives and use them because I wanted to be thin. Through my whole childhood, I was obsessed with trying one diet after another. Fortunately, later I decided to go in the opposite direction—I learned all about health, and portion control, and sensible eating. I broke the chain, choosing not to let myself become ensnared in an eating disorder I couldn’t control. I vowed never to diet again, and even built a career around the whole concept of balanced, healthy eating and living.


• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •


THE STRESS OF LIVING A LIE




Sometimes I try to imagine what it would do to a person to live a lie—to keep a secret, like an eating disorder, and never be able to confess it to anyone. When a big portion of your life is a secret, what happens to you? What breaks down, what falls apart, what hardens and keeps others out?
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The New York Times bestselling author of
Naturally Thin and The Skinnygirl Dish, Bethenny
Frankel takes us on an empowering journey to

A PLACE OF YES

>0

BETHENNY FRANKEL'S no-nonsense, tell-it-like-
it-is personality won over countless fans, and made
her a nationally bestselling author and the star of her
own hit Bravo show Bethenny Getting Married? Now
Bethenny opens up and shares the obstacles she over-
came and the great success she has enjoyed while
discovering how to approach life from “A Place of Yes.”
Bethenny’s path was not always clear as she overcame a
difficule childhood, failed relationships, entrepre-
neurial efforts that never quite got off the ground, and
lifelong money struggles. To deal with these chal-
lenges, Bethenny developed ten rules for pursuing her
goals with authenticity and drive, including:

oo FIND YOUR TRUTH: Dig deep inside and figure

out what is authentic for you, not anybody else.

& ACT ON IT: You don’t have to have a master plan.
But unless you do something, you've done
nothing.

oo EVERYTHING'S YOUR BUSINESS: Treat every job,
person, and experience as if it could lead to your
next big opportunity.

 OWN IT: If you do i, say it, think it—then own
it. Stand up for yourself and fully acknowledge
who you really are.

Each rule is illustrated with compelling, sometimes
funny, sometimes outrageous examples that are pure
Bethenny. It’s easy to say no, to say “I can’t,” to expect
the worst, and to doubt yourself. But your life can be
better than “not bad” or “good enough.” It can be
amazing. And by putting Bethenny’s rules together,
you can use them to be more successful, more fulfilled,
healthier, and happier than ever before.
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