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“Amy Ferris is an audacious writer . . . both funny and heartbreaking, gut-wrenching and uplifting all in the same breath. Through her honest storytelling she challenges us to embrace ourselves, be grateful for our mistakes and ‘wear our scars like stardust.’ She does exactly that in this deliciously clever and deeply moving memoir. So read it. Laugh. Cry. Be uplifted. This is a mighty gorgeous book.”


—Marta Kauffman, Co-Creator (Writer, Producer): Friends, Grace and Frankie


“Amy Ferris holds nothing back in this powerful work of truthtelling. Without restraint, she invites the reader to climb all the way into her soul and see the world through her lens. The result? An equally heart-wrenching and heart-warming work of longing, loss, regret, surrender, forgiveness, and . . . love—in all its mixed-up, messy, magnificent forms. A must-read for anyone who has ever been wrecked by life and then woven themselves back together again by choosing to love and be loved.”


—Julie Cantrell, New York Times and USA Today best-selling author of Perennials


“When it comes to unearthing the shimmering diamonds in the messy chaos of life, you’ve gotta turn to Amy Ferris. Her small book is all about big big ideas on how to turn up the volume on what you know you really need and deserve. A warm, radically smart, and funny guidebook to life, love, money, work, estrangements (and throw in a stint as a topless dancer), Ferris’s book should be required reading for anyone who has a heart.”


—Caroline Leavitt, New York Times best-selling author of Pictures of You and With or Without You


“Amy Ferris is the voice we all need in our heads . . . so it’s a good thing she wrote this beautiful book because now we can carry her around wherever we go—wherever we go with Amy Ferris. Get this book . . . for you and for all your people. Trust me.”


—Jennifer Pastiloff, best-selling author of On Being Human


“In Ferris’s powerful and brilliant new book, Mighty Gorgeous, she once again demonstrates an uncanny and extraordinary ability to grab you by the heart and take your breath away, like no one else. Each vignette glitters with truth, honesty, inspiration, and a mind-bending understanding of how life is not about either/or but a complex constellation of experience, scars, joys and hope. Her words build epic revelations from life’s most intimate and private details, and ring with abiding truths that will guide and comfort you for the rest of your life.”


—Jessica Keener, author of Night Swim and Strangers in Budapest


“In her uniquely fierce and tender voice, Ferris shares her stories—her truth—with humor and breathtaking honesty as she offers up a brilliant manifesto inviting us to embrace all the messiness of being human. Ferris reminds us that we can pull ourselves out of the wreckage of our bad choices and discover our greatness beneath layers of judgment, especially our own. She wakes us up to the power of love to heal our wounded hearts, and to wear our scars like stardust. You will want to keep this book on your nightstand to read again and again.”


—Lisa Lucca, author of Ashes to Ink


“Amy Ferris is fierce and funny and this collection captures her unique (and uniquely compassionate) world-view with humor and verve. It made me laugh out loud, but also quietly inspired me to reconsider many relationships. She challenges readers to find the courage to both love more fully and to forgive. It’s what we need now—both for ourselves and for all the other flawed human beings that share this planet. Her book lights up a loving (and hilarious) path forward.”


—Teresa Stack, President Emerita of The Nation, ARTivist, Activist, Writer
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Dedication


Marta F. Kauffman, who is my miraculous friend.


Peter Werner, who showed me the power of love and generosity through his actions and his words for so many years; who always told me to be brave even when I was shaking in my Frye Boots, but mostly for teaching me that love does not die even when someone you love does—I will miss and love you forever, Peter.


And Brooke Warner, who really is the whole SHEbang—the moon, the stars, the Universe; all and everything that is good and great and beautiful in this world.










Dear Younger Amy,



This book, this little book, is my answer to the New Age–old question, What would I tell my younger self—me at twelve or thirteen or . . . fifteen?


What would I tell her, you?


Before I give you some answers—which yes, some are in this book—I want you to know this: The woman you long to be, crave to be, want to be—hunger to be, thirst to be—that woman—is the woman you will grow up to be.


You will become the very woman you admire and respect, the woman you often name when you say: When I grow up I wanna be . . .


Fierce and mighty, audacious and relentless, a badass, and, yes, a crazy-ass; a take no shit from anyone kind of woman; the kind of woman they name hurricanes after.


That woman—the one you will want to be when you grow up—you are going to be her. Yes, you will be her, because that woman is who she is now because of who you were when you were much younger—when you wanted to be loved and seen and heard and taken care of, when you wanted so desperately to be nurtured and held.
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I love you,


Older, sexier, wiser Amy













Intro

A Little Bit About Me
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In sixty-eight years, I’ve had my heart ripped to shreds, broken into pieces, and Krazy-Glued back together.


I dropped out of high school, tried suicide, and spent some time on a commune. (I was thrown out for shaving my legs. True story.)


I got my GED at seventeen and never went on to college.


I filled my body with enough drugs to open a pharmacy and I slept with a gazillion wrong men whose first name was either Joe or David or I’ll call ya.


I fell down.


I got up.


I fell down.


I got up.


I fell down.


I got up.


I spent all the money I made as a waitress and temp worker on fast food and rent and useless dreck, and then I started making a ton of dough as a writer.


I wrote a couple of groovy movies that got made into groovy films and have had more than a few books published.


I have loved bad men and cruel men and married the coolest guy on the fucking planet.


I’ve been betrayed and hurt and cracked wide open by women friends, and you’ll still get me to love you and champion you and toss you a line.


I lost my mom to dementia and I lost my dad to a heart attack and my family unraveled into a million estranged threads.


I don’t believe in God, but I do I believe we are all capable of being god/goddess-like—kind, good, loving, and compassionate—and I do believe if there is a God she is a woman.


I think Colin Kaepernick is a SUPERHERO and men who abuse their power are insecure and small little fucked-up slimy creeps.


I believe in redemption with my whole entire heart and soul, and I believe it’s one of the most underrated and necessary issues that we don’t talk about enough. I wanna talk about it.


I believe in second chances, and I believe that the third time is in fact a charm.


I believe there is nothing more glorious than a human who can stand in their own power and be comfortable in their own skin and own their beauty and their greatness.


I can safely say that, yes, I have made it to that place.


I believe getting loved is way better—way better—than getting laid but getting laid beats phone sex by a good mile.


But nothing beats self-love—nothing.


. . . nothing beats self-love—nothing.


I know for a fact that kind is way better than nice and the Verizon friends and family plan is pretty bogus.


I recommend we put a fast halt on being needed and pump the motherfucker gas on being wanted.


I feel strongly about inequality and injustice and that poverty destroys and kills more lives than we care to admit.


I know for a fact that depression comes in waves and tsunamis and dementia grabs you by the throat and doesn’t let you go.


I know that money doesn’t buy happiness or friendship or love but having some cash sure the fuck makes you less worried.


I learned a long time ago that marrying well can’t hold a candle to marrying good and if you can’t find a light at the end of a tunnel you are in the wrong fucking tunnel.


There is always a light somewhere.


I love that my life is made up of broken-edgy frayed magnificent glorious sexy gooey messy amazing life-pieces; I am so proud of who I have become, because I gotta say for a while it was touch and fucking go.


Thrilled to be here.


Absolutely thrilled to be here.
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Chapter One

No Cape Needed
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It all started here.


A ritual.


Every Saturday we took the Long Island Railroad from Bellmore to Manhattan. New York City. The train ride was about forty-eight minutes, station to station. At the candy store in Bellmore, he got a newspaper and a coffee with a little milk and I got chocolate milk. On the train, we would find seats—two together, side by side—and we would sip, and he would read, and I would stare out the window watching the world swish by.


He had been arrested.


A bribery case—the United States vs. . . . my dad.


He didn’t expect to be caught.


He didn’t expect to be arrested.


We didn’t expect life to change.


She didn’t expect to pawn all her jewelry.


I didn’t expect to be bullied and harassed, and to have only imaginary friends. We had never known that kind of fear and sadness before, and now they had moved in with us, constant companions, tagging along wherever we went.


You don’t expect that kinda shit when you’re eight years old.


He needed a job—to feed us, to pay the bills, the mortgage, the car, the clothes.


He got a job working at Melvin’s Frame Shop in the West 30s. Or maybe it was the West 40s. We would walk from Penn Station, the LIRR, to the shop. His friend, Murray, got him the job. Melvin was Murray’s cousin. Melvin made frames for museums and art galleries and was pretty well known in that world. Elaborate frames. Fancy frames—gold and silver, huge frames. My dad was hired to sweep the floors and clean the place. A janitor. He would sweep, and clean, and label frames, and organize things, and I would sit on the wooden table, my skinny little-girl legs dangling, watching—mesmerized—as he swept the wooden shavings from under the tables with a huge broom and dustpan.
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