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  I want to dedicate this book to my mom, Nikki. Without her, I wouldn’t be me.


  INTRODUCTION

  Today, with so many women becoming responsible for being the breadwinner in the family, it is even more imperative that there be equality between the sexes in business. And yet, speaking as a woman, we’re not there yet. As the only woman on a board of directors of an IPO (Initial Public Offering) company I helped to create, this fact has been made crystal clear to me.

  My intent with this book is to provide insights into what happened to me in my life that could be useful to other women who either want to create a company and take it public or shatter the proverbial glass ceiling. This story is also for those of you who need a little inspiration from a woman rather than a man in the upper echelon of my industry, the fashion business.

  I share the raw and honest truths of what my world has been like, from struggles to find my own individuality having been born a triplet, to what it is to build an international brand, to the thrill and defeat of creating and then losing companies. In this book, I share how that looked as a mother and a wife, a balance struggle that many women endure.

  There are invaluable lessons I learned in being inducted into the richest one percent of Americans. It took a lot of hard work and heartbreak. People may think that money fixes everything. It does not. In fact, having money adds another layer in life to manage, something I continue to learn how to maneuver through on a daily basis.

  I am a creative artist and I love what I do. So when people ask me why I still work, my answer has always been, “Why wouldn’t I? Does a painter stop painting?”

  To create is to live, and I have so much more living to do—especially as I keep rediscovering what I can contribute as a woman in this man-centric business and in life. If I can pass on the wisdom I’ve accumulated to make it easier or better for the next army of talented, passionate women, then I’ve done my job.


  One
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  THE FABRIC

  It has been said who you are today has everything to do with your childhood. I knew, for me, that this theory was relevant. Throughout my life I had fiercely searched to find my own voice, to stand out and not be dismissed, and to take credit when due. Those were themes that ran through my life as one of an identical three.

  When I was born, doctors didn’t have ultrasound yet, so my unsuspecting mom didn’t know she was pregnant with three girls. Identical triplets. She had already had my brother Scott.

  She found out seven months in, when they did an x-ray. She was busy with getting her dress back over her engorged belly when the doctor returned with her x-ray in hand.

  “What?!” she and my dad cried in disbelief.

  Two weeks later, we were fighting to get out. We were seven weeks early. Doctors had found that the later you are in the birthing order, the less air you have to breathe before being delivered. This caused concern at the possibility of brain damage for the later siblings, so they only did C-sections for multiple births after us. I was the last one out. Imagine that.

  When no one expects triplets, you come out of your mom’s belly and enter the world as a burden. The idea of having an instant family of six (in our case), when they thought it was going to be a manageable family of four, is a lot for a parent to wrap her head around. The cute outfit they bought for the one bundle of joy needs to be tripled. The time. The energy. The attention. All tripled. It becomes a completely different conversation . . . in triplicate.

  My mom and dad had spent considerable time deciding on the name of their soon-to-be-born baby. In a moment’s notice, they were expected to come up with two more first and middle names. We were given the names Michelle Lynn, Traci Lee, and Kymberly Jill.
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  There was a study done in 1983 that showed a mother of six-month-old triplets expended approximately 197 hours per week on care for those babies, when there are actually only 168 hours in week. Clearly they had help, but it still wasn’t easy.

  It could have been worse. We were quadruplets originally, but my mom miscarried a month before our birth, making us triplets in the end. Monozygotic triplets, which means we were identical from the result of a single egg splitting after conception. We were literally one in a million.

  Michelle and Traci were born mirrored, meaning that their hair falls in opposite directions to each other and their fingerprints are mirrored, with one being right-handed while the other left-handed. I was probably a mirror too, with the fourth baby that was miscarried.

  The moment we greedily sucked up our first breath of air in the world, the three of us were immediately separated and thrust inside incubators. We spent most of our first seven weeks of life in a plastic dome, with tubes and wires protruding from our impossibly small bodies, barely having entered this world of challenges.

  I can only imagine how it must have felt when my mom and dad saw our tiny bodies reach for the nurses instead of them. They watched helplessly and hoped their new beautiful babies would survive.

  We were each born six minutes apart.
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  My theory is that the last one out is the eldest, because you are the first one conceived. If you are the first conceived, then you are the one furthest in the back.

  And truly, I have always felt as though I am the oldest. I am the one who did everything first—the first to have kids, get married, and start a career.

  My parents went from one to suddenly four kids in a matter of eighteen minutes. Who wants four kids under the age of two all at once? Well, as it turned out, my father didn’t. He left my mom a year later, after having had an affair with another woman. Traci, Michelle, and I were one-year-olds, and my brother was two-and-a-half.

  Our parents were not happy in their marriage. There was a time before the divorce when our mom showed up at dad’s office in her robe. She paraded us through his law office, past the partners, secretaries, and associates, and plunked us before dad, saying, “Here! They’re yours too.” And she marched out.

  After dad left, mom became very depressed, as not only did he leave her with the four babies, but she discovered her father was dying, too. It was bad timing, and her sorrow was palpable. It was impossibly painful to see my mom, a very strong, bright woman, with a great quirky style, who was a loving mother, devastated by a sense of loss from not one, but two men at the same time.

  In our little kid minds, we believed we made our dad leave. We felt as though we were the cause of our mom’s suffering. And later, in finding out there was another woman involved, it initiated in me the deep-rooted fear that men can’t be trusted or depended on.

  I can only imagine my mother’s sense of helplessness at the situation in which she found herself. She couldn’t work with four babies to tend to and had to rely on my dad for child support, which was never enough. She had full custody, and he would take us on Wednesdays and every other weekend. Hardly a respite for her.

  Under the best of circumstances, we were a handful. My mom used to sew on our pajamas because we always took them off at night. Michelle would climb out of her crib, take her pajamas off, and crawl out a window in our bedroom. When she came back inside, she would be covered with soot from the barbecue, asking, “What?” She was always more adventurous. I would much rather sleep. Given the option of any activity, I would gladly choose a nap.

  As our parents were going through their nasty divorce, we were traveling between the two of them. Even though I had my siblings, I just couldn’t shake the feeling of tremendous sadness. We were all having a hard time with the divorce. We became the perfect ongoing conduit for our parents’ anger. My dad married Sherry, the woman he had left my mom for. She had two sons of her own. Craig and Kevin were a few years older than us. And now Sherry had my dad; they were his family now. The last thing Sherry wanted was the Goldman entourage in the mix. At least that’s how it felt.

  When we were four years old, my mom met my stepdad, George, on a blind date. He was a lawyer like my dad. In fact, both men had gone to Berkeley and were personal injury attorneys; George’s last name is Goldberg, and my dad’s Goldman. She didn’t even need to change her hand towels.

  I always joked, “That’s a law firm right there.”

  We all loved George. He sat my sisters, brother, and I down and asked us if he could marry our mom. We were putty in his hands and felt proud he had included us in the conversation. Mom was happy again, that was most important to us.

  George had an entrepreneurial spirit, with a bit of danger mixed in, which made him incredibly charismatic and someone I would emulate in later years. Marrying George allowed our mom to focus on being a wife and raising us. We, too, were now a family.

  We all resided in the San Fernando Valley, California. The home of “the Valley Girl speak.” Thankfully I had left before starting to talk like one. Michelle, Traci, Scott, and I lived with mom and George in Tarzana. Sherry and our dad lived in Studio City with Sherry’s two boys. For me, it would later become an agonizing ride straight down the 101 freeway.

  One thing my sisters and I agreed on was how much we did not like our new stepmother. It bonded us, and we stuck together for salvation. We’d come to each other’s defense and rescue no matter what. Of course, later, as an adult looking back, I realized most children don’t like their stepparents, certainly not in the beginning, and we were no different.

  Sherry was not fond of us either. When talking to my dad, Sherry would chide, “They sound like chickens.” If one triplet was told to be quiet, all of us were expected to adhere. She treated us like drones. My brother Scott got the worst of it. As much as I felt a dismissal from my dad and Sherry, as a boy, Scott was lost in the mix. We girls had each other. We were lethal, even when Sherry would stick up for her sons in an argument. But, when we reprimanded her boys for hitting our older brother, she would come down on Scott like a lioness protecting her cub. It was only in later years that I would be able to empathize with her; at the time it was all very heightened.

  Scott never got much attention. He had really bad asthma, so he couldn’t do sports, while my stepbrothers were star athletes. On Sundays, when we would wait for mom, Scott’s asthma would get so bad that Sherry would put him in the other room to sit by himself because his breathing, as she would put it, was “affecting everybody else.” Sadly, Scott’s need to defend himself so often is something I think he has never gotten over.

  Sherry would talk horribly about my mom, too. Although in fairness, my mom had nothing good to say about Sherry either. Any physical attributes we got from my mom, Sherry would comment on. She often called us “ragamuffins,” because our clothes were muddy when they picked us up. Although she knew full well that we had just been playing, she would comment how dirty we looked. She’d even call us fat, which was ludicrous because we had been born weighing three pounds each! We were so skinny. I attribute my weight issues as an adult to her insensitive comments.

  During those formative years, I never felt complete because I was always getting just a third of everything: a third of attention, food, clothes, love, energy, etc. Whatever it was, it was a third of the whole. We were clumped together as “the girls,” not individuals, but “one.”

  My dad was oblivious. It was a free-for-all at his house. There were so many kids that we were never supervised. We would constantly get blistered from the sun, and I continually got hurt. My dad had no time for us. He had other issues when it was time to teach us to tie our shoes or ride a bike.

  It was the antithesis at my mom’s. George gave us a sense of belonging. He loved us and gave us attention. We would go on great vacations together, and I remember how thrilled he was to take off our training wheels and to teach us how to pedal and steer our bikes—something that was such a bother to my dad.

  We had several dogs, a long-haired German Shepherd named Kasha, a Great Dane named Sultan, and a Shar-pei named Meeskait, which means “little ugly one” in Yiddish. George would constantly bring home abandoned dogs, and my mom would find them a new home two weeks later. It was a joyful household, and full of life.

  George’s mother, Grandma Sylvia, moved to LA from New York. She was a typical Jewish grandmother. I loved her, and she was everything to me. She brought a kind of ceremony to our family functions that comes from having elders present. She gave us a sense of history and a feeling of belonging to something bigger. We had Passover, Hanukkah, and semi-regular Shabbat at mom’s house with Grandma Sylvia.

  When I was six, my younger brother, Adam, was born. All the kids couldn’t wait to get home to see him. We all loved that little boy. We would vie for time to hold him.

  A month later, Sherry and my dad had a baby boy as well; they named him Sean. It made for a constant cacophony at both houses. The UnBrady Bunch, if you will.

  Especially now, with the new babies, our parents would clump the triplets together. There was so much drama that was exacerbated by the three of us. We were too loud amongst the others, so instead we weren’t heard at all. At my dad’s, the Goldman kids were always second place to Sherry’s kids. They began keeping us on the periphery. For birthdays and holidays, any kind of celebration, they sat us at a different table. It helped me to build my burgeoning argument of, “Why would I want to go over there?”

  If it was not chaotic enough at my dad’s house, he would take us on camping trips. He and Sherry would take all seven kids to the lake. It would always start on a positive note, as we pitched tents, made s’mores, and drank Ovaltine while telling scary stories late into the night. But it seemed to always end in a crisis, with someone getting hurt or some catastrophe happening on each trip.

  The summer of ’72, we got nestled into our campsite. All the kids were running around, and I wandered off the wrong way. I took a wrong turn and suddenly, I couldn’t find the campsite. There was nothing I recognized, and my cries for help went unanswered. I was six years old, wandering around the forest, scared shitless, and no one had noticed I wasn’t among the group. It took eight excruciating hours before I managed to take the correct turn that led me back to the campsite. I sat down amongst the others.

  My dad’s idea of cajoling me was saying, “We didn’t even realize you were missing.” He hadn’t even noticed I was gone!

  I was furious at him. It concerned me that a man I loved and relied on would let me down. It invited the notion that I wanted to be self-sufficient in future, and never depend on a man.

  One time I rode home from San Diego to my mom’s house in Tarzana, about a two-hour drive, with a broken arm. There were seven of us in the car all clamoring for attention and talking at once, so when I tried to tell them I had a problem, I was told to be quiet. When I got to my mom’s, I didn’t tell her or George either. However, George quickly realized I was in pain and immediately took me to the doctor.

  Not long after came the final hurrah for me. We were at a function with my dad and Sherry, riding a horse. She was a beautiful chestnut with a long black mane, huge in comparison to our eight-year-old bodies. We loved to canter and got a thrill from the thrust of energy. It was much more fun than the hard pounding of a trot. Michelle and I were cantering, but didn’t have a good enough hold when the horse slowed back into a trot, and we both bobbled over, hurtling off her onto the packed dirt. Michelle fell hard, directly on top of me. She was hysterical.

  My dad scooped us up and drove to the nearby emergency room. I didn’t want to be a burden, so I didn’t say anything. When we saw a doctor, it turned out Michelle had only sprained her wrist. As if an afterthought, knowing I had fallen off the horse too, the doctor did a cursory examination of me. I was diagnosed with a broken shoulder and elbow, and had to wear a mid-body cast. The doctor took a full body x-ray to ensure I didn’t have any other injuries, because I was so quiet.

  After the horse accident, I rather bluntly asked mom, “Can I stop going to dad’s house?” There were just too many kids and I never felt a real part of that family.

  My mom understood my request. I did also want to be easier on her. This way she wouldn’t have to constantly take me to the doctor for injuries acquired over there.

  When I stopped visiting, my dad thought my mom put me up to it. That was not what I had wanted to happen. Now I had created a whole new issue for them to argue over. The other girls continued to go over. I thought he would be grateful to have one less kid to look after! But instead, it started yet another war. My intent to make it easier for my mom and myself had backfired completely.

  In staying home, I was in heaven. I got to spend time with my mom and stepdad, with just my half-brother there. It was fantastic! In comparison, it almost felt like I was an only child! I got to sleep by myself, eat what I wanted, and watch what I preferred on TV. I didn’t have to share anything! It was a completely novel existence that I loved. I didn’t know of any life other than being one of three.

  It was the summer going into fourth grade. I was so excited to finally be my own person and go somewhere without my sisters! I was supposed to go to Italy for three months with my best friend, Nancy Carmelli. She was a friend to all of us, but she took me! It was a fantastic time away, but I could only last two weeks. As soon as I got there, it was as though something was missing, and I needed to go home.

  The dichotomy in trying to find my identity is that it had always been like a push/pull. At the time, my sisters and I all had really long hair. I was happy about coming home but when I arrived, Traci and Michelle had cut all their hair off! So I cut all my hair off, too. It was like being in the mafia. I wanted out, but they pulled me back in.

  Michelle was always known as dad’s favorite. She was definitely a daddy’s girl. When I started staying at mom’s, she stayed at dad’s. Traci continued to go back and forth and tried to find ways to get dad’s attention. I didn’t want his attention. At any opportunity of intimacy, I would walk the other way.

  It was the seventies when we were in the third and fourth grade. Short of sending us off to an ashram, our parents had us pretty much trying everything in regards to self-discovery and reflection. I’m sure we seemed troubled. We were still feeling the repercussions of their dramatic divorce.

  Mom would go through various fads of removing sugar and soda from our diets. Instead, she’d make fruit smoothies infused with bee pollen and flaxseed. She also began to cook strictly vegetarian meals and to meditate often.

  My stepbrothers, Craig and Kevin, were now in high school. Craig was becoming a bully. I was at a loss for what to do. I would dread being near him and didn’t feel safe at my dad’s.

  When I went to my dad and Sherry to complain, and they’d wave me off, it was soul-crushing to have my own parent not advocate for me.

  During my pre-teen years, my temper was out of control. We were signed up for meditation classes, did chanting, and the infamous Erhard Seminars Training (EST) with Werner Erhard. I can assure you I was not happy having to hold my pee for hours, waiting for a designated bathroom break, as dictated to us while in the seminar. By then I was not in the mood to be told what to do. And that, especially, was not working for me.

  As I reflect back, it was a pivotal point in my “self discovery” when I realized I had an issue with what made these gurus think their perspective was the only way, or the right way. I didn’t get it. I didn’t get why Werner, Deepak, the Maharishi, all of them, were trying to control people.

  We were sitting in full lotus position, listening to one guru or another spout his opinionated long-winded bullshit when I finally stood up and said, “I just want to get out of this fucking shit!” Over a hundred people turned and glared at me.

  I couldn’t step over the cross-legged sea of devotees quickly enough. And my sisters followed right behind me. We were done with the enlightened years.
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  Sometimes you need to stand your ground. If you know something doesn’t feel right, heed that warning. Hopefully it will keep you safe into the future and become more refined with time. Often, when you choose a different route, or a path that is not the accepted choice of others, but feels better for you, it can cause dissension. It is the life of a leader, not a follower.

  When we entered high school, we were still “the girls,” constantly clumped together by our parents, boyfriends, teachers, and even our friends. As babies, my mom had bracelets made for us with our names to ensure we were easily differentiated. As pre-teens, it didn’t matter, because we were considered a unit.

  There is no need for drama, ever

  I wanted to look more like Traci. Even with all of us having dark hair (which we always kept the same length) and the same light eyes, I never thought we looked alike. There were only a couple of times when I would not know who was who. Once, I walked down the stairs toward a full-length mirror and thought I was looking at Michelle, but it was me!

  With pictures especially, no one could determine who was who; even I couldn’t. But as we got older, I felt we evolved. Traci was prettiest and the most exotic; she had an innate sex appeal. Men were always instantly attracted to her. She would always have the perfect make-up and dressed herself nicely. Michelle didn’t care about any of that; we called her Urnavurna. She was granola and a bit of a hippie. Ultimately, she was more interested in art. I was athletic, and even though I was in great shape, I always had body image issues.

  No one understood how we could fight one minute, and then the next minute love each other. It was always two against one. It was as though we had our own language. My stories were the beginning and the end. If anyone wanted to know the details in the middle, they’d ask Michelle.

  People ask, “What’s it like to be a triplet?”

  I always answer, “I don’t know what’s it like to be an individual.”

  Find what makes you special and build on it

  There became an interesting type of competition because we looked so much alike to others. I knew I had to figure out how to stand out somehow. I had to do things differently in order to survive. I couldn’t stand one more person saying “the girls.”

  What’s different about being a multiple birth person is that we share a lot, but have very different personalities. People didn’t get that. It’s like we were a freak show when the three of us were together. The stares were always an issue, people ogling us wherever we went. And we would each handle it differently.

  And then there were the ridiculous questions . . .

  Do you share a brain? When she’s hurt, are you? Do you share the same dreams? When she’s sick, do you get sick? Can you tell each other apart? Can your mom tell you apart? Can your husbands and boyfriends tell you apart? If you don’t like a guy, does he like the other sister?
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