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				Praise for Renegade Beauty

			
			
				“Finally! The truth about beauty and skincare. This book will positively impact the future generations of young girls and women who are becoming aware earlier and younger in their lives of the emphasis society places on appearance and beauty. Nadine’s knowledge about the body and what TRULY creates beauty will be a relief for women everywhere. They will be armed with knowledge of what to avoid and what to embrace with the poetic beauty that springs forth from this magical woman’s heart.”

				—Muneeza Ahmed, medical intuitive and nutrition and emotional wellness coach

			

			
				“More than simply a beauty book, this is one of the most comprehensive guides to the new paradigm of health and medicine including essential myth-busting and evidence-based tips for true health and wellness. This book has soared to the top of my list for awakened vitality and self-healing.”

				—Kelly Brogan, MD, holistic psychiatrist, and author of the New York Times best seller A Mind of Your Own

			

			
				“Renegade Beauty melted me into the revelation that my body will heal—and beautify—if I stop short-circuiting its power with chemicals and quick fixes. The beauty industry is a disempowering (and toxic) industry. Nadine’s type of knowledge is the lotion and potion we need to apply.”

				—Danielle LaPorte, author of The Desire Map and White Hot Truth

			

			
				“Renegade Beauty poetically demonstrates Nadine’s devotion to glorifying true beauty—our inner beauty—and explores the ways we can harmonize with nature’s healing gifts and natural rhythms. A beautiful and unique book that offers far more than the beauty routine you might expect!”

				—Anthony William, author of Medical Medium: Secrets Behind Chronic and Mystery Illness and How to Finally Heal 
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				To My Sisters

				To my ancestral sisters. To my sister. To my sisters-in-law. To my kin sisters. To my school sisters. To my camp sisters. To my elemental sisters. To my forest sisters. To my Libations sisters. To my friend sisters. To my flower sisters. To my distilling sisters. To my earth sister. To my teen sisters. To my soul sisters. To my future sisters. To all sisters.

			

		
	
		
			
				Have you ever gotten breathless before from a beautiful face,for I see you there, my dear.

				Rumi1

			

			
				Beauty is not something put together by man. Beauty is when there is complete self-abandonment, a total relinquishing of the self, the “me,” with all its aches and loneliness, with all its despairs, anxieties, and fears. Then you will live in this world as a human being.

				Krishnamurti2

			

			
				Beauty! Wasn’t that what mattered? Beauty was hardly a popular ideal at that jumpy moment in history. The masses had been desensitized to it, the intelligentsia regarded it with suspicion. To most of her peers, “beauty” smacked of the rarefied, the indulgent, the superfluous, the effete . . . In a sense, beauty was the ultimate protest, and, in that it generally lasted longer than an orgasm, the ultimate refuge. The Venus de Milo screamed “No!” at evil, whereas the Spandex stretch pant, the macramé plant holder were compliant with it . . . Of course, it wasn’t required of beauty that it perform a social function. That was what was valuable about it.

				Tom Robbins3

			

			
				All women are beautiful in the ways that we are beautiful. We all have our unique ways of our own beauty.

				Alicia Keys4

			

			
				A lily or a rose never pretends, and its beauty is that it is what it is.

				Krishnamurti5

			

			
				Beauty is life when life unveils her holy face.

				But you are life and you are the veil.

				Kahlil Gibran6

			

		
	
		
			
				Foreword

			
			I first met Nadine through her products—glass bottles filled with heaven. I was transformed by the beauty she created, and soon I fell in love with her as a person.

			We met at a hotel one winter evening in Toronto. I was shooting a television show, and she was flying home from speaking at a health symposium. By chance, we aligned in this brief moment and were able to spend some time together. We sat for hours drinking green juice and talking endlessly. I wanted to know everything about Nadine. Her beauty is intoxicating, yes, but when she speaks, it is very clear that she is a leader in the health and wellness movement.

			We spoke until the wee hours of the morning, and a deep friendship formed instantly. It was evident within minutes that I had so much to learn from her.

			Nadine is one of the warmest, smartest women I have ever met. Her knowledge of health and her care for the natural world are a much-needed feminine pillar in the times we are living in.

			When so many businesses are aligned with only profit instead of values, I see Nadine as not only a maverick in the health/holistic movement but also a leader in what a truly conscious business looks like.

			She is a steward of nature and of self-initiated wholeness, steeped in the practice and flow of connecting to one’s own innate and natural wisdom.

			
				I use every product Nadine makes. Through my friendship with her, I have begun to see my life in metaphor with plant wisdom. When I feel lost and need grounding, I reach for my frankincense. When the world feels heavy and my heart is aching, I pour rose geranium on my chest. This awareness has come as a direct result of knowing Nadine and using her products as a way to support my health and the health of my family. As I reconnect with this knowledge, I bow in gratitude to Nadine. When people stop me and ask, “What is that oil you’re wearing?,” I share Nadine, and in doing so I know they are headed toward a soulful connection to nature and to themselves.

			This book is a gift to humanity. Nadine’s beauty emanates through the written word and pierces directly into the heart. The world needs this. I need this. We all need this.

			Carrie-Anne Moss

			Mother, Actor, Founder of Annapurna Living
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				Chapter One
An Unimagined Beauty Flows through You
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			The current culture of beauty is industrialized. Flaws are highlighted and criticized while supermodels’ cheekbones get mythologized. The fantasy of female is advertised, leading our thoughts to compare and analyze.

			In the pursuit of beauty, we have sprayed on the Obsessions, filled our mind with flawless Photoshop impressions, and laid bare our skin to serious synthetic aggressions. We have Botoxed our expressions, shared sisterly confessions, and endured serious surgical sessions. We dress, on occasion with duress, and fear to digress from beauty regimes appointed by glossy magazines. We have plucked, polymerized, plasticized, plumped with fillers, preened with Listerine, perfumed with Poison, peeled with chemicals, and preserved with parabens. We have poured on, picked upon, and thought we were wrong, so we overstripped, oversqueezed, and tried to appease the skin we are in.

			Dizzying arrays of industrial tricks advertise assurances of self-esteem applied with acne-bleaching cream. We attempt to scrub clean with dangerous daily routines of douches, deodorants, wipes, puffs of powder, foaming cleansers, and creams to glorify someone else’s scheme of being poreless and pristine. Meanwhile, the majority of modern cosmetics cause our skin cells to atrophy, shrivel, and shrink, leading us to think we need to do more and more as bottles amass around our bathroom sink.

			
				Our present day perception of beauty is parched. The focus is on the external. This vanity of the veneer has created an intense atmosphere that interferes with our body’s innate intelligence. Through the haze of this critical gaze, we chase unrealistic perfection and prop up these excessive ideals even though we know the standards are unreal. And boy have we been buying into it at $244 billion a year globally!1 Devouring the Fantasy, the Allure of the perfect contour; creating CoverGirl Complexions; lambasting in Lancôme lotions; dousing ourselves with the fumes of Shalimar, Opium, and Envy perfumes; frescoing our face with perilous paint; and attempting to Keep Up with the Kardashians’ surgical fashions.

			Over the last twenty years, thousands of women have come to me with their beauty questions. These women are distraught with dilemmas, and the nature of their questions is complex. “Beauty” has led us astray into dangerous terrain. It is time to declare a permanent fast from this pressing paradigm and reconsider the cultural creeds that cause us harm. It is time for a renegade vision of beauty.

			Renegade Beauty is not about skincare regimes, and it is not about twelve-step programs for washing your face. It arouses a new set of questions: Is beauty in the eye of the beholder, or are we beholden to live in a state of comparison to the chimera airbrushed images of plasticine-like skin? Is beauty flawless skin or a feeling from within? Is it an emerging inner glow, or something we don’t know?

			
				Inspired by the philosophy of vitalism, Renegade Beauty surrenders to the seduction of doing less and allows the elements and the life force of nature to revive the body, skin, and spirit. True beauty, healthy and lasting beauty, is expressed from within when we are nurtured by nature. When everything artificial, contrived, and synthetic falls away, the breathability and the beauty of our own nature can shine through.

			Yet, we seem to have lost our connection with the natural elements that sustain our body’s self-renewing systems. We begin our journey in the not-too-distant past when our lives were integrated with nature, and it furnished our health and beauty. I reveal the philosophy that caused our shift out of nature and briefly examine why and when we withdrew from the natural world around us, and the devastating health, emotional, and cultural problems that resulted. We will also briefly review the historical definitions of beauty from ancient Egypt to Plato, the Renaissance and Enlightenment periods, and the golden mean.

			
				The quest continues with an introduction to the energizing elements that support health and beauty, including the sun, fresh air, water, the earth, and the bountiful gifts of the earth, plants. Prepare to get personal, all the way down to your cells and bacteria. Beauty culminates in the millions of tiny cells and bacteria in our bodies. I invite you on a joyful journey of cellular rejuvenation. Along this journey, we get curious about common beauty complaints, and I explain what is occurring on the cellular level. I offer practical suggestions to rejuvenate the cells and reenergize health. Drawing from food science, I translate current nutrition research on what foods are health sustaining and what foods are best left uneaten.

			The sun, the moon, the wind, the rivers, the rain, the soil, the trees and leaves are all here to bathe in, on, and around us. They are the source of our beauty. These elements of nature replenish us because our bodies—our skin—are in relationship to the whole cosmos. This is the creed of Renegade Beauty.

			I think we must stop treating beauty as a thing or quality, and see it instead as a kind of communion.2

			Drink in the dew of perfumed petals, allow innate intelligence to inspire your life, and let nature attend to your Renegade Beauty.
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			Communing with the world-cosmos-earth grants us grace, strength, and vitality. Nature is the “Is” of what is real. The elements of earth, sun, water, and air and the botanical blessings of plants are here to help us care for our being. Sungazing, sunbathing, forest bathing, moon bathing, cold clear lake water bathing, lying-on-the-earth bathing, and fresh-air bathing nourish and revivify. It is my desire to rouse your inner-beauty compass, to lead you to your guidance, not be your guidance. May this book be a seed along the way.

			Where shall you seek beauty, and how shall you find her unless she herself be your way and your guide?

			Kahlil Gibran3

		
	
		
			
				Chapter Two
Beauty Is a Pathless Land
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				Do you know how beautiful you are?

				I think not, my dear.

				Hafiz1

			

			This book is an invitation, an illumination to dive into your being, to be the beauty and the beautician, the music and the musician, the desire and the desired. Beauty is a pathless land. There is no arrival. There is an is-ness. It’s a living thing, a light inside that is revealed. Beauty ripens as your relationship between you and your thoughts, between you and you, becomes unabridged.

			When we fear the unknown zones of our body, we swim in a sea of uncertainty that secedes us from our inner compass. Cultural concentration on the external has distanced us from the eternal engine of desire that calls forth life force into our beings. We focus on the smoke of the symptoms instead of the roots of solutions and simple ablutions that can care for and attend to feelings full of beauty.

			Beauty is caught in consumerism’s spin of acquiring and applying attractiveness with a cash-cow quagmire of chemicals that cannot see the beauty of the forest through the trees. The prompts to primp, polish, and perfect widen the wedge of self-doubt. These insecurities can stifle hormonal secretions of glands and can brittle bones by drying up marrow. Feelings of strife stagnate the blood. Anxious complaints taint the liquids of the liver and tighten the heart’s natural desire to expand.

			We are always comparing what we are with what we should be. This measuring ourselves all the time against something or someone is one of the primary causes of conflict. Now why is there any comparison at all? If you do not compare yourself with another, you will be what you really are.2

			When we compare, the world seems unfair. Comparing ourselves to ourselves causes us to condemn parts of our actions and appearance. We compare ourselves to the “more” of friends and to images in movies and magazines, constantly measuring ourselves against someone or something. Caught in a daily dialogue of inner conflict, comparison creates a rift that erodes confidence and breeds fear. Attempting to discover who we are through this divided thinking leads us to perceive ourselves through a fragmented reality. This inner schism between what is and what should be is a siphon that drains away our vital energy.

			Engaging with life without the lens of comparison creates vast clarity as the mind is immersed in life’s totality.

			
				In this sense, “Beauty is when you are not.”3 When we get out of the way, we observe without processing the perceptions of self-identification and without the clutter of comparison. There is freedom in our furrowed brow as limited thinking gets liberated. This brings equanimity to both the insult and the compliment. If you are looking in the mirror and scrutinizing your skin for the next place to scour or the next pore to pick, you are having fissured thoughts that can be fraught with doubt and judgment. Is it possible to lift the needle off the record spinning in our minds and get out of habitual grooves of thinking? Is it possible to stop a negative thought? Yes! By tuning in to our feelings, we can catch a ride on the compass of our internal guide.

			Find daily moments of time to divine awareness into the momentum of your mind’s mental chatter, the brain’s backlog of banter, and become aware of the contents of the river of your thoughts meandering in your mental spheres all day every day. By slipping into the stream of thinking, we can tune in to the feelings that go with these thoughts. If it doesn’t feel good, it does your body no good to keep on playing the song of the thought. Feelings are signals, our inner-compass clues, that a thought is out of alignment with our true tune, which is worthiness: complete and absolute worthiness.

			
				Focus on what makes you feel good. Think: what do I enjoy about my skin, hair, hands, my body, being, and senses? Start with general gratitude for being alive and having hundreds of body systems flow without you having to make it happen. This clears a space for the etheric grace of cosmic companionship.4

			The invisible mist of our thoughts has a relationship to the element of ether. Ether is the unseen fifth element, the substratum of space, the omnipresent emptiness, the void that impels source substance into being. Ether is intangible, whereas the other elements are tangible; ether is immaterial, whereas water, earth, wind, and fire are material. Ether is the ethereal catalyst that coalesces with vapors of thought. The mind is composed of ether: thoughts and emotions ride on waves of cerebral space; spirals of DNA store the ether of unseen cellular memory. Tuning in to the energy of all that is, merging with the wholeness of existence, fusing to the fulsome frequency of who we are, allow a full flowering of our worthiness. The “rose opens because she is the fragrance she loves”; the flowers’ fragrance arises “above all for their own sake, for what we enjoy of its sweetness as something external can surely be no more than a faint reflection of what is enjoyed by the living flower itself.”5

			
				The source that sprouts seeds into a kaleidoscope of colorful blossoms, into chalices of sweet-scented nectar, is the same source that breathes life into us human beings. Your worthiness is without an opposite; it is innate. A “feeling of unworthiness runs rampant on our planet, and much of human thought is directed toward lack, which only promotes more disallowance of alignment”6 to the stream of well-being that flows through our bodies. Grow the garden of your mind to commune to the tune of good-feeling thoughts, and discover an emotional invincibility that is a true reflection of your intrinsic worthy nature.

			Consider that you radiate. At all times. Consider that what you’re feeling right now is rippling outward into a field of is-ness that anyone can dip their oar into. You are felt. You are heard. You are seen. If you were not here, the world would be different. Because of your presence, the universe is expanding.

			Danielle LaPorte7

			The Benediction of Beauty

			Inhale. Exhale. Wherever you are at with your body, it’s all right . . . always, as the “benediction is where you are.”8 The benediction of beauty begins by surrendering the how and blossoming into the expanse of now. Unconditional acceptance of who you are, what you are, and where you are aligns heart and mind. Appreciation is the exquisite all-accepting song that attunes your body to you. Appreciation is the elixir of the adrenals, soothing the source substance of the kidneys. In appreciation we live in gratitude of the gift of our body, an elegant instrument to live in. In meeting life, we turn to face the sun as flowers do, and experience the eternal dew that everlastingly renews.

			I want to feel the divine pouring through me in every moment . . . Watch bees sipping juice from flowers. Do that with the mystery of presence. Let your body become honey made from that sipping. We are the unlimited wine you dream of, the reviving light. As you restore that in yourself, you will find fulfillment in every pleasure you pursue.9

			An Invitation to Illumination

			Charge your inner fountain of felicity with this invocation of body illumination that is a tonic to tone, an elixir of appreciation to feel good, and a cordial of communion to flourish the deepest wilderness of your being: from the visceral mixing of elements to the stellar constellation of your spirit. Gamble your life on living, and let the calibration begin.

			
				Enter in

				To your skin

				Enter into the formless wisdom of your heart and mind.

				Inhaling, exhaling

				

				I appreciate my spirit that brings beauty into my being.

				I appreciate my heart that lifts to the pulse of loving, bringing beaming radiance to my face.

				I appreciate my mind’s creativity, clarity, and innocence.

				I appreciate my lungs and chest that fill with breath, energizing my body.

				I appreciate my thyroid that balances my being.

				I appreciate my bones’ strength and mineral-rich marrow.

				I appreciate my liver’s fuel and all the substances it filters.

				I appreciate my blood and lymph’s ceaseless circulating flow.

				I appreciate my mitochondria and the wilderness of cells that light my body’s ways.

				I appreciate my microbiome’s design of diversity that is the terrain of my immunity.

				I appreciate my billions of beneficial bacteria that take care of me so beautifully.

				I appreciate my kidneys’ essential offerings of vital energy.

				I appreciate my stomach and intestines that deliver zest for life.

				I appreciate my playful flexibility and moving muscles.

				I appreciate my spine that is a scepter of my sovereignty.

				I appreciate my nerves nestled in their tranquil sensory web.

				I appreciate my veins’ verve and vigor.

				I appreciate my eyes’ clear luminosity and my ears that hear melody.

				I appreciate my nose and its ability to delight in a rose.

				I appreciate my mouth that expresses the beauty of my heart and mind.

				I appreciate my molecules of bliss that rain from the hypothalamus of my brain.

				I appreciate my endocrine glands and hormones that harmoniously secrete vital essences.

			

			Embraced by the fragrance of grace, my health flourishes in the wisdom of security and uncertainty. With each breath, I inhale the unknown and welcome it as a source of strength and nourishment. I revel in the infinite intelligence expressed by the deity of spontaneity in every cell and organ. I am thankful for all of my relationships and my relationship to creation, to the elements, and to the cosmos of all living things. I am thankful for the infinite stream of well-being that flows to me and through me. With my heart enraptured and spirit enthralled, I invite beauty to be my guide, to be the weaver of my thoughts and speech. My day-to-day play with providence is a revelrous reception and banquet of beauty that infuse me with the joy juice of love.

			Thank you.
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				Chapter Three
In the Beginning
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			Be the detective of your own life. Attentively discover your own mysteries and early whisperings that will lead you on the pathless path to where you want to be. Teach yourself your relationship to your inner system. Live life from this inner cosmos, and you will blossom in the world around you.

			These are thoughts that I share with my son, Leif. I know that these are simply words and that it will be his life experiences that foster his being. We talk about these things as I am hopeful that as he grows and flows with life, he may stay tuned toward self-knowledge and self-discovery. And then, as he sifts and sorts his way through life, he will understand his unique path that has been developing within since his earliest inspirations. As I gain hindsight, I am in deep appreciation of all the breadcrumbs along the way that led me to where I am now. Listening to the early whisperings, my being is imprinted by pindrops of moments creating a collage of confluence in present time.

			There once was a girl with a wild look in her eye and a smile that reached to the tip of her cheek. She cleaned up nice, yet her dress was often a mess with pockets full of acorns and findings from the forest, and there was always a curl that longed to unfurl. One day she sat—hands in lap—at the dining room table tuning in and out of the murmuring grown-up din. The raspberries gathered earlier that day had stained the fingers of her imagination. With a rosy glow she gazed out the window and saw friends of branches and birds sway, beckoning her foray. So without a sound, she slipped off her shoes, and her little feet whisked her away to the woods to play. Entranced by the galaxy in a patch of grass, she started to daydream and wondered if every flower was a flask of fun? If petals were spoons for pouring forth perfume? If there is a great pantry filled with ladles of moonbeams and goblets of sun? If bark is the bottle of a tree that holds the secret sap for a scraped knee? And so she asked on into infinity.

			She swished bottles and mixed brews, and wished to adorn everyone with garlands of nature. This is the story of how nature found her and how she found you with this book in your hands.
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			If the sun was out, so was I, and I was happy. Like most parents at the time, mine simply required me home by dark. I would stay outside as long as the sun did. We had a cottage on a lake by the forest, and I could play outside for hours examining closely the patterns of nature. Even when I was very young, I could spend hours on a patch of earth with an array of leaves, mushing mud, flowers, and bark from trees, or hang out in our tree fort in the middle of the forest. We often visited friends in Nova Scotia during the summer. There, the forest was replaced by the beach. The intersection of sea and land offered an array of entirely new elements—wind, waves, sand, shells of all colors, and big, bright-purple starfish. Enamored by these purple creatures, I thought I could take one home. I tried. Upon my return, I was carefully unpacking the bright-purple starfish I had wrapped in my clothes. My mother walked in and asked, “What is that smell?” It was the rotting purple starfish that hadn’t survived in my luggage.

			When I wasn’t outside, I explored the house. I loved to mix liquids, mostly from my mother’s bathroom cabinets, and I sometimes found bottles with the skull and crossbones symbol. I discovered that those particular bottles frothed and foamed when mixed. I often poured samples of my perfumed mixtures into shells for safekeeping until my mother would sniff them out and find them among my drawer full of pressed petals, acorns, stones, and dried leaves. I yearned to bottle nature so I could have it at home with me.

			School interested me when it intersected with nature. I attended St. Mildred’s School, an all-girls school in Ontario set by a small forest with a creek. I would stare out the window and yearn to go out for recess and lunch hours. We swept the forest floor for all we could find. We ran back and forth from the edge of the forest to the creek. We organized logs, leaves, and rocks in the forest and built a small community of forts to play in. We were constantly entertained and creating with the gifts of nature.

			As I got older, I still wanted to be outside, yet with different aspirations. St. Mildred’s was serious about order, and they were strict about the uniform. I was always trying to alter the uniform somehow, even slightly, to see what I could get away with—wearing penny loafers instead of oxfords or a cashmere sweater instead of the itchy polyester navy-blue sweater they required us to wear. Recess and lunch became an opportunity to sneak in sun and to test the boundaries of the uniform guidelines. We pursued sun as if it were forbidden fruit. One spring we began bringing books to lunch and recess. It must have puzzled a few teachers. Luckily, none of them asked questions or watched us long enough to realize that we were not turning pages. We positioned ourselves just right, backs to the school, facing the sun, opened our books, unfolded our aluminum foil bookmarks, and basked for glorious minutes in the reflected rays of the sun.

			I was a schoolgirl in the 1980s, and I had bottles and bottles of makeup. I was the youngest in my family and I accumulated hand-me-down bottles of lotion and makeup from my mother and sister. I had several palettes of eye shadows—one had thirty vivid colors, including electric ultramarine blue and Elizabeth Taylor violet. I would often bring my collection of makeup to school, and we would have so much fun applying Egyptian-style eyeliner accompanied with dragonfly-green mascara.

			
				Pop culture soon propelled me a step further into my preteen cosmetic creations. On the TV show Square Pegs, I heard a teenage Sarah Jessica Parker and Jami Gertz talking about their potential career paths. One asked the other, “What do you want to do when you’re older?” The other replied (imagine this in a full Valley Girl accent), “I want to name lipsticks—like Very Red, Very Very Red, and Very Very Very Red.” It was comical, yet that tiny moment struck me; the idea of a career of naming potions intrigued me. At the same time, I was enjoying a novel series called Sweet Dreams, which I am sure the faculty of St. Mildred’s would not have approved of. One of the characters was a high school girl who made her own makeup, and I found that fascinating. My potion-making past was revived, and I began making my own makeup concoctions. I loved the sheer-white lip gloss look from the 1960s, so I made some myself by taking white eye shadow and melting it with pots of lip balm. It was my first “product,” and I adored wearing it. I called it Moon Swoon. I am still making it, yet with much, much better ingredients.

			My creative evolution continued when we took a family trip to Europe the summer after my eighth-grade year. I discovered the pharmacies, especially in France and Italy, lined with bright bottles of exotic European designer ablutions. In Paris we went to Le Printemps, a grand department store, and they had hundreds of perfume samples in tiny replica bottles instead of little vials. I collected them all, took them home, and mixed them to make my own scents to wear. For better or worse, no one in my hometown smelled like me. My mother, Deirdre, was an art historian and award-winning interior designer, so she was keen on us visiting every architectural wonder and what felt like every church in Europe. The highlight of Paris was stumbling upon the quaint Fragonard Museum. Here glass cabinets glimmered with vintage bottles, apothecary jars, and perfume instruments. Imprinted on my mind was the history of olfactory arts and ancient aroma artifacts.

			
				The next school year, I began to find ways to integrate my perfume passion with my education. While trying to decide what to create for a science fair project, I found a book in the library on cosmetics making. The chapter on perfume included formulations and was fascinating. I was enthralled to read more about perfume’s true roots in nature and that these substances were available in present time, as something called essential oils. Now everything was connecting to the aroma artifacts at the museum; now I could gather my own substances, rather than mixing from bottled perfume. I determined that I would re-create Nina Ricci’s L’Air du Temps for the school science fair. My mom, always encouraging creativity, drove us to the health food store in Toronto. Here I inhaled my first oils of ylang, jasmine, neroli, lemon, and orange and I was hooked. It was a whole new world of fragrance; the aromas had a depth and a regal reality that I had not known in the 1980s aromascape of saccharine fruity fantasies of watermelon and strawberry bubblegum, powdery florals, fluffy candy-floss fragrances, and musky men’s colognes. I didn’t quite understand the discernment between natural and synthetics at this stage, yet these new plant aromas awoke an olfactory lightbulb of possibilities in my mind.

			
				My creative energy continued to develop, along with my energy to challenge convention. Limited by our uniform, my friends and I unconsciously became cosmetic activists at St. Mildred’s. I was in high school, obsessed with perfumes, mixing makeup, doing hair for my friends, and having nail-polish parties at lunch where we would experiment with French manicures and hues of Schiaparelli pink and lilac purple. The faculty at St. Mildred’s did not approve, and soon there was a no-color nail-polish policy. We continued to push boundaries with hair. One day we would show up with wild hair spiked up with gel. The next day a no-gel policy was introduced. As new loopholes in the Golden Rule Book were found, we would test them only to find new rules put in place.

			
				It was the 1980s. We were unaware that the wave of consumer culture was reaching its zenith—at least I was. I was wearing electric-blue mascara. There was no large-scale awareness of the danger of plastics or dangerous chemicals in cosmetics. There was little talk in the West of consumerism, except what to consume. It was time to explore, and there was so much to adorn! My grandmother gave me a subscription to Vogue magazine. I was intrigued by the scents in the pages and the avant garde ads. I was introduced to all the baubles you could buy and apply in pursuit of idealized femininity. It all seemed very playful and fun.

			
				Intentionally or not, the womenfolk at St. Mildred’s were shaping my destiny. Some teachers were simply boundaries I could bounce myself off of, though others inspired my young spirit and guided my growth. My sixth-grade teacher, Mrs. Murray, was one of these. I spent much energy generating giggles and laughter, which she (understandably) saw as disruption. Some teachers would pull me aside to lecture; others sent me to visit the principal. Mrs. Murray chose a different route. She kept me inside one day for recess. “You’re a leader,” she said. “How would it be if you used your leadership strength for good, as opposed to being the class clown?” She gave me a book called I Dare You! I vividly remember this little hardcover book inspiring and inviting me. Mrs. Murray was direct: “I dare you,” she said. “I dare you to be a leader.”

			
				I didn’t realize until years later that the book was a classic, and I give the writer, William H. Danforth, thanks for his shared wisdom, though I am still more struck by Mrs. Murray’s willingness to thoughtfully inspire and suggest that I take the innate energy that I had been using for fun and turn it into something that could benefit myself and others.

			
				I accepted Mrs. Murray’s challenge. I made attempts to use my powers for good, yet the improvement process was veiled by aluminum-foil tans, makeup, makeovers, and fun with friends. The next year, another feminine figure stepped into our school life. Ms. Palazzi replaced Mrs. Bull as principal. Mrs. Bull had been a classic girls’ school principal—stern at times, yet grandmotherly and sweet. She retired, and in strode Ms. Palazzi—a former model, over six feet tall, highly educated, and from New York. She was perfectly coiffed and styled. She wore pastel-pink linen suits and cream cashmere sweaters. “Stunning and unforgettable. Ubiquitous and inexhaustible. A force in education. Tall and imposing. Awe-inspiring. Action packed. Undaunted. That is Linda Palazzi.”1 She was forward-thinking and would talk to us about career paths and leadership. My frequent forays into fashion activism and class clownism provided me with several opportunities to sort things out in Ms. Palazzi’s office. Through all of these, she remained composed and exhibited leadership and grace.

			Then I was off to university. I focused my degree on philosophy and women’s studies, and I became the Women’s Issues Commissioner for the university. Leading a dynamic group of young women as the Women’s Issues Commissioner at the university was the beginning of a new season for me. Our primary goal was to raise awareness. We researched reports about the presence of dioxins that made tampons full of chemicals. At the time our province was talking about changing the laws so that women could have the same rights as men regarding being shirtless in public, and we brought in speakers to inform the community about this topless topic. I heard about a model, Marla Hanson, who had been the victim of a knife attack and was left with scars on her face. Her case had been a big news item, and we brought her in to speak about the modeling industry, deconstructing the media, and reading the undercurrent messages in ads.

			Finally, I found myself as interested in what was happening in the classroom and in my books as I was in the sun and flowers outside. I was challenged to develop skills in critical thinking, critical analysis, and writing. We wrote essays in high school, of course, yet I was more entranced by daydreaming about fun in the sun or the forest floor and what my friends and I would do after school. However, in university I had some intelligent and intriguing teachers, and I began to dig deep.

			
				Women’s studies was cross-disciplinary, so we learned about women’s lives through many cultural lenses—Women in Film, Women in Africa, Women in Judaism, Women in Literature, Women in African American Literature. We read Toni Morrison and Zora Neale Hurston, and we listened to jazz. We were introduced to and explored an array of new concepts—the male gaze, mimicry, the vagina dentata, Freud’s dark continent of the female body.

			The Beauty Myth by Naomi Wolf was one of our textbooks! I wrote a paper on the masterful masquerading of Madonna and her ability to flip the script of classic female objectification. I explored how her crafted image intertwined with disrupting the perceived excesses of the female body. This was my introduction to thinking about the health of the vagina, breasts, breast milk, menstruation, and how women’s bodies are perceived to be fluid and without boundaries. I was amazed and thoroughly engaged that we could learn about this in an “institute of higher learning.”

			
				We read Our Bodies, Ourselves, and learned about the horrors of IUDs and other forms of birth control. Interviewing midwives for a project helped me begin to understand the business of birth. I wrote about women in Taoist China and the Taoist sex practices. I wrote my thesis paper on the female orgasm, “Oscillating Orgasms: Beyond the Pleasure Principles of Female Orgasms.” We read about female circumcision in Uganda and studied the relationship between traditional culture, colonialism, poverty, and international aid. We debated whether or not it was a healthy concept to refer to the earth as Mother Earth, considering our historical treatment of women and nature. I remember coining the term “eco-misogyny” for a paper. For one class I researched and wrote about the role of female animals in farming. Of course, all factory-farmed animals are getting a raw deal, yet it is even more of a sad situation for the females, as they are the ones reproducing and being overmilked. I analyzed the relationship between hormones in cow’s milk and the pumping of hormones into women from the birth control pill to hormone replacement therapy (HRT).

			
				Along with the growing awareness in my academic work of all things female and natural, I was learning to be on my own. Instead of living in residence, I found a quaint cottage with a little woodstove in the backyard of a house. It was on a picturesque street with a humble health food store called Grains and Beans and Things that operated out of a barely transformed house. I dropped in every day after class and eventually bought every bean and book in the store.

			
				As I continued my school studies, I furthered new frontiers in food preparation. I read many health books, including How to Get Well and Swedish Beauty Secrets by European naturopath Dr. Paavo Airola and The Goldbecks’ Guide to Good Food by Nikki and David Goldbeck. This educational book took readers around the entire supermarket and deciphered the fine print on labels. It was revolutionary. I learned among other things that an ingredient on a label can be a placeholder for an exponential amount of hidden ingredients and that all-bran cereal was a health food farce because of all the strange, unnatural fibers and other elements that were added to the mix.

			These simple experiences in new ways of thinking and new foods were stirring my inner alchemy. The unadorned nourishment of my first flaxseed and rosehips porridge was a type of homecoming. Tasting this honey-infused flax breakfast warmed my heart, and it was the beginning of never eating processed food again. Soon I discovered the farmers’ market and the delights of freshly baked sourdough bread and shiitake lentil stews. A whole world of nourishment opened up as I discovered this portal to new palettes of possibility. It may seem to create a bottleneck in food choices, yet it really expanded my gourmet reality as it introduced me to edible herbs, unusual varieties of greens, new soups and stews to brew, making milk from oats, fermented cultures, farm fresh eggs, and an array of authentic fats and oils. I was in a whole new food heaven.

			
				One morning I came across The Phil Donahue Show on TV. He was talking about a book called Diet for a New America. The guests that day were John Robbins, Raul Julia, and Lisa Bonet. They spoke about not eating animal products and that there was a primary connection between food production, our health, and the health of the planet. In a sweet circle-of-life moment, years later, I was at a friend’s birthday party and a lovely woman approached me to say thank you. She had recently heard a talk I had given on breast health. As we talked, I realized it was Lisa Bonet, and it wasn’t until she walked away that I remembered how seeing her talk about the quality of food and factory farming all those years ago had been a pivotal moment, an encouraging game-changer for me to question the production of food and self-care products and then venture into making my own skincare creations.

			This encouraged me to decipher the cosmetic codes of all my bath products, which led me to my fuller understanding of the beauty industry. This compelled me into a product purge. I had been excited about The Body Shop, because their products seemed more natural than the classic beauty-counter brands. I had their pineapple face wash, body oil, and dewberry perfume. Yet when I started researching the nitty-gritty of ingredients, I realized how unnatural these items were and that there was no such thing as a dewberry in nature! It was understanding that the “cleaner” beauty brands were of the same ilk as the classic ones that brought me back to the wonderful world of essential oils.

			
				Determined to exclude processed bodycare from my life, I collected every book on essential oils and making cosmetics I could find. I was totally intrigued by ancient formulations and European alchemy of the eighteenth century just prior to the advent of synthetics. Among my favorite books were Perfumes and Their Preparation2 and Perfumery and Kindred Arts: A Comprehensive Treatise on Perfumery, which included a history of perfumes, a complete and detailed description of the raw materials and apparatus used in the perfumer’s art, with practical instructions, careful formulas, and advice on the fabrications of all the best preparations of the day, including essences, tinctures, pomades, powders, oils, emulsions, cosmetics, tooth powders, sachets, and essential oils.3

			The books described aromas I had never heard of, and my nose would not rest until it could inhale every pure ingredient on the planet. I dove into research and recipes; I wrote to consulates, distillers, and raw-material suppliers in foreign lands. I found exceptionally pure and artisanally crafted essential oils, oils that were distilled slowly and at lower temperatures that protect the oils from being oxidized and produce oils brimming with botanical constituents. I pursued the highest-quality raw materials and never settled. I found the best of the best. I was aware that I had been living in the synthetic world and could now discern the really real from the pseudo-real. Once I discovered the bright palette of pure, clean essences, I could not fathom using anything else.

			I started receiving samples of oils: neroli from orange groves in Tanzania, luminous ylang ylang from Madagascar, beloved bergamot from the Jasmine Coast of Italy, and very velvety lemongrass from Zanzibar right from the distiller. These were organic, artisanally distilled oils that were a whole new level of purity. This was when I olfactorily understood that most of the available essential oils on the market, including the ones at the health food stores, were using highly adulterated “essential oils” sourced from companies that were mainly based out of warehouse-laboratories that make “nature-identicals.” I learned by smelling. The scent trail led me to the purest oils and the fascinating realm of research and sniffing and whiffing essences from all over the world—and they all smelled leaps and bounds more beautiful than what was available on the shelves of a store. I sourced oils that were not even mentioned in aromatherapy books at the time, such as ravensara, manuka, and boronia, and I started importing quantities of quality oils.

			
				I fitted my cottage kitchen with beakers and blenders, bottles and jars. And I began to mix and melt, to brew and make balms, to pour and perfume my way to making skincare creations. Some of my first products were solid perfumes with jasmine and linden blossoms, lip balms, body massage oils in recycled wine bottles, chest balms with eucalyptus, and therapeutic blends like Waitress Legs for clearing up spider veins. From this I formed my first company, Artemis Essentials. Family and friends enjoyed my creations, and it was so fun to see my efforts bloom, encouraging me to dive in more fully.

			During those university years, elements of my early passions and current education merged into one. My desire to push past established boundaries developed into questioning established norms regarding what we put in and on our bodies. My love of nature guided me into identifying the healthiest path that values the vitalism of beauty and the cosmos.

			
				In my final year of university, I was so eager to graduate, because I knew exactly what I had to do. Within months of graduation, I opened my first store, Osmosis, on Queen Street in Toronto. It was North America’s first full-concept aromatherapy store. It was such a special place from the moment the doors opened. There was a striking mural on the back wall of Van Gogh’s Irises and a draped fabric ceiling that was welcoming. There was an exquisite blending bar with a menu that offered essential oils by the drop and personalized perfume creations. People would drop in to this scent salon just to relax in the aromatic ambience and to converge in conversations with people who had similar passions. I cherished those conversations—it was a beautiful place and a beautiful time. There was lots of media interest, and I found myself on television and in national newspapers and magazines sharing the vision. I began speaking at aromatherapy conferences, where it was delightful to meet pioneers in the field, Dr. Kurt Schnaubelt, John Steele, Robert Tisserand, Valerie Ann Worwood, Jeanne Rose, Dr. Daniel Pénoël, and Dr. Pierre Franchomme. I traveled to meet my essential oil distillers, and I taught workshops on making incense and medicinal blends and on skincare and crafting perfume. I lectured on smelling without thought, and on essential oils for family health care, for pregnancy, and for perfumery.
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			Another full-circle moment that percolated with the providence one discovers while being the detective in one’s life was the first time I met aromacologist John Steele. He was talking about aromatics in ancient Egypt and the Temple of Luxor. My great-grandfather, Marcus Worsley Blackden, had been the president of the London Egyptology Society and a member of The Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn. He was a gifted artist and intellectual. He worked on translations of the Egyptian Book of the Dead and worked as an illustrator on archaeological digs with Howard Carter, who later discovered King Tut’s tomb. I had grown up with these paintings of his of the goddess Isis and of the Temple of Luxor. So John was talking, and I was listening intently. As John talked about hypnotic blue lotus flowers and the design of the Temple of Luxor, I didn’t need to see his photographs—I knew it from the painting. Yet I had not known about the inside of the temple. John explained how the interior was architecturally designed with chambers to reflect the interior of a nose—the entire olfactory system. I was learning—absorbing new information—and I was also being fulfilled. It was an ancestral affirmation on my scent trail.

			
				[image: CH3IMAGE8ISIS.png]
			
			
				Clients and friends I met at Osmosis created serendipitous occasions to make meaningful connections. One of these happened in the early days of Osmosis. At the end of every day, I would turn up the volume and mop the floor. Alanis Morissette’s album Jagged Little Pill had just been released, and it became my mopping music. Alanis was on tour and came to town for a concert. She had expressed to a mutual friend that she wanted to visit a store called Osmosis. Her friend called me and we set up a midnight rendezvous after the concert at the store. It was so much fun! She was like a connoisseur kid in a candy store, delighting in every smell at the scent bar and picking up on the many subtle nuances of the essences. To this day in her scent library she still has bottles of Osmosis blends smelling as lovely as the day they were poured.

			
				The store could have continued to bloom, and there were offers to franchise, yet I longed to live in nature; I had to focus on finding a forest to live in. It was a difficult decision, yet I closed the store. That had been quite a run—studying, importing, and creating a store. So I lived like I was retired for a year, yet it was really just a pause . . . to think and to re-create. Although I still had a handful of private clients and worked on some perfume projects, I wanted to recalibrate for a moment. I composed a special project: making unguent perfumes in one-of-a-kind vintage compacts. These compacts were little gems, each one and each perfume unique in its shape, color, and texture. I called them Moisture in an Oyster, and they were featured in The Hollywood Reporter.

			During this semi-retirement, I had time and space to simply be. I went on many camping trips and immersed in nature. I camped in the deserts of Arizona and California to experience the skin’s relationship to the sun through applying infusions of jojoba and essences of tamanu, myrrh, frankincense, and seabuckthorn berry. A few years later, these botanicals became the ingredients that are in Everybody Loves the Sunshine. In the summer I would travel to the forests of Algonquin and Killarney, where I had canoed often in my youth. Then I met Ron.

			Upon our meeting, I was compelled by Ron’s life force and the crazy wisdom of his playfulness. Soon after we met, I was scheduled to travel to Arizona again for another conference. I told him I was ready to go, and he said, “I am coming with you.” It was a beautiful moment. It was the first month in our relationship and things were fresh and new, so I was a little nervous too. We went to Arizona together and while I was doing conference things, Ron gathered orange blossoms. He asked the hotel concierge for a needle and thread and then proceeded to sew orange blossoms into garlands for a necklace for me. I was blown away. It was such a loving, enchanting gesture. The next day we invited people from the conference to our room for a hydrosol cocktail party. We had rare distillations of blue lotus, pink lotus, rose, and frankincense hydrosols. It was a whimsical word-of-mouth invitation, and we had a crowd. One attendee was Horst Rechelbacher, the founder of Aveda, who had just sold his company to Estée Lauder. We talked briefly and he said, “This is fun! Let’s go out for dinner.” We left our party and went to dinner with an industry giant.

			
				Horst was a lovely man, and we had a great evening. He was starting to explore creating a new product line. He loved the innovations of my creations, and we engaged in lively discussions about natural beauty care. At one point he said, “You’re the real deal. It would be so much fun to work together.” Alas, there was no professional collaboration between us, yet it was sweet to be appreciated by somebody who had such a dynamic career. It was a great moment for Ron and me to be involved in that weekend together. We had joined forces in the Canadian winter when there wasn’t much nature budding to explore and appreciate. So we ventured over to camp in Joshua Tree. We made sun teas with chaparral and sage, we slept under the stars, and we hiked. He was absorbing and loving all the smells as we went. At one point he put sage up his nose as we hiked so he could really take in its aroma. I loved that he would do this, and I thought, “He finds a needle and thread and sews fragrant garlands. He just shoved sage up his nose in Joshua Tree. He is so the one for me.”

			Some nights we would stay up till dawn, imbibing essential oils, drinking exotic elixirs, and sinking into a world of luscious libations. It was on a night like this that Ron became impassioned about working together. So we did. We started making yoga truffles and chocolate bars, and co-created new perfumes and blends together. And the beginning of Living Libations bloomed.

			Then we took to the woods together.
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			With freedom, books, flowers, and the moon, who could not be happy?

			Oscar Wilde4

		
	
		
			
				Chapter Four
The Mystery and History of Beauty
From Milky Way to Microbiome
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			When we contemplate the whole globe as one great dewdrop, striped and dotted with continents and islands, flying through space with other stars all singing and shining together as one, the whole universe appears as an infinite storm of beauty.

			John Muir1

			Suggesting visions of ripe fruit, Euripides, an ancient Greek philosopher, defined beauty as “being of one’s hour.” He believed that even something or someone usually considered ugly can transform into a thing of beauty when that person steps into one’s own fullness of being by dwelling in the present.

			
				Greek society was very interested in the notion of beauty, and an influential ethic of beauty in ancient Greek culture relied on mathematics. There are three elements of beauty: proportion, symmetry, and coherence. This notion of beauty was more than an ideal; it was to be implemented, imitated, and revered in how they lived their lives and how they formed culture. Eudaimonia, often translated as “happiness through flourishing,” adheres closer to the spirit of the word, and is an expression of beauty well-lived. Aristotle proposed that virtue is fundamental for human flourishing and offered the golden mean as the sweet spot of virtue that exists between extreme character traits. The classic example highlights courage as the virtue, with recklessness and cowardice as the extremes. To the ancient Greeks, the golden mean was an ideal of beauty because it encouraged human flourishing via symmetrical virtue.

			
				Leonardo Fibonacci, a thirteenth-century monk, noticed a particular pattern that was repeated in nature: branches on trees, petals on flowers, and sunflower seeds. This pattern, now called the Fibonacci sequence, is “Nature’s numbering system”2 and it still awes and inspires mathematicians and scientists today. From this sequence the “golden ratio” (1.618), otherwise known as phi, was computed, and this ratio is often called the perfection of beauty and design. (We can also thank Fibonacci for displacing the Roman numeral system and popularizing our current numerical system and symbols.) There is more on the mystery and beauty of Fibonacci later in this chapter.
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			The Great Divide

			Early seventeenth-century ethicists have a lot of explaining to do. Until that point in history, life energy was a mystery of nature that commanded respect. Life was mostly agrarian, and the culture was organized to live with the land, and from that land people gained all that was needed for life. Humans still regarded themselves as human animals as part of nature.

			
				All this began to change with the arrival of two powerful philosophies in the late Renaissance period (fourteenth to seventeenth centuries): rationalism and materialism. These philosophies reduced the created world, including our bodies, to autonomous machines. Humans were allowed the privilege of souls and minds, though the rest of nature, plants and animals, was devalued to simple material substance: a series of pumps, joints, and levers devoid of a conscience, soul, or any divine energy. In this way, humanity was removed from the created order and elevated above it. This ethic slowly seeped into the beliefs of the cultural key-bearers—the church, the arts, and education—thus, it eventually seeped into the social conscience, and today it dominates public life and private sentiment.

			The Industrial Revolution began in the mid-1700s with the advent of machines, new standards of efficiency, mass manufacturing, and urbanization. As agrarian life shrank and the new mechanical view of nature infiltrated our basic assumptions, a wedge was driven between humans and the rest of creation. We became agrarian-agnostics unaware. For this, both humans and nature have paid the price.

			Along with these changes, the philosophy of beauty changed. Beauty no longer was considered an inherent characteristic of things—flowers, fields, people, animals. It lost its place as a cultural ideal or truth and became subjective, an opinion, a passing sensory experience: “Beauty is in the eye of the beholder.”

			Immanuel Kant and Edmund Burke, eighteenth-century philosophers, extended a difference between the classical or philosophical meaning of beauty and of the "Sublime". The sublime was recognized as a powerful, astonishing, almost fearful, physiological response to a vision or experience. For example, sublime is the emotional experience of viewing Gothic architecture, extreme mountain peaks, and powerful storms on the ocean. The experience of beauty, on the other hand, is pleasant and inspiring, such as viewing a field of wildflowers, a cozy library, and children at play.

			The ideal of beauty was not fully lost, yet. Beauty was a central concern of Friedrich Nietzsche, who argued that beauty is a personal ideal, an illusion that veils reality
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			Vitalism

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Sacred Geometry: Nature’s Grand Design
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			Totally Tubular: Toroids
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