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            Dedication

         
         
            To my mother, Dora Capers Smaltz

            To my father, Raymond Bailey Smaltz Sr.

            To my brothers, Raymond Smaltz II and Kenneth A. Smaltz

         

         
      
   
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            Divine love always has met and always will meet every human need.

            —Mary Baker Eddy

            Amen. A woman.
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            Foreword

            by Michael Kors

         
         
         I have always been attracted to people with a big presence, people who like to break the rules and forge their own path. Growing
            up, I was a fashion-obsessed kid who would grab anything that covered fashion, from Vogue and Harper’s Bazaar to W, The New York Times, Ebony, and yes, even Playboy magazine.
         

         
         I was always excited to see the coverage of the Ebony Fashion Fair, a traveling fashion event that took the Paris couture,
            along with looks from Black designers like Willi Smith, Patrick Kelly, and Stephen Burrows, and staged fashion shows in cities
            across America, bringing all of those remarkable designs to life for Black American audiences who might not otherwise have
            the chance to see that kind of artistry up close and in person.
         

         
         Later, when I went into business in my early twenties, I met Audrey Smaltz for the first time and was immediately knocked
            out by her sense of style, positive energy, and oversize personality. To top it off, I found out that she’d been a fashion
            editor at Ebony and was the legendary commentator for the Ebony Fashion Fair for much of the 1970s. It was like hitting the jackpot!
         

         
         When I started doing fashion shows back in the 1980s, I was definitely flying by the seat of my pants, with no experience, no budget, and just a roll-up-your-sleeves attitude. I would rustle up friends and my small staff to help get the models dressed and out onto the catwalk. In those days, models would often change five times per show, not like today where most models wear one, maybe two, outfits in a show. You can only imagine how haywire it was getting a small group of models dressed—changing that many times, trading three or four pairs of shoes between them, all with the models doing their own hair and makeup. Talk about chaos! 

         
         I like to believe that, even amid the chaos, there are islands of calm—and for me back then, that calm was Audrey Smaltz.
            In 1977 she’d founded the Ground Crew, a fashion show management company and a brilliant idea that brought a sense of professionalism,
            polish, and energy to the entire crazy backstage fashion show experience. Audrey always assembled an amazing group of fashion-obsessed
            dressers who made sure that every model was perfectly turned out, feeling their best, and ready to hit the catwalk on time.
            I loved that Audrey and her crew would gather in a prayer circle right before the show started, sending out positive energy
            and the best vibes, with a real showbiz can-do spirit.
         

         
         Audrey and her Ground Crew were backstage with me at so many shows I can’t even count. And Audrey, without fail, looked as
            glamorous as every model on the catwalk. She’s been at the intersection of style and culture for as long as I’ve known her.
            From fashion to music to sports to politics, somehow Audrey is always there.
         

         
         To use the word unicorn with Audrey is an understatement. Her journey and story will educate and inspire generations to come.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Introduction

         
         
            To my dearest and truly fabulous friends,

            I write to you from a deep-seated admiration for each of you. Did you know you have boundless potential and brilliance? Your
               presence enriches this world in unimaginable ways simply by you being who you are. As I uncover the intricate layers of my
               life within the forthcoming pages, I find it only natural to regard you as friends. You are about to travel through the intimate
               halls of my life—those spicy, profound secrets I have kept close to my heart, shared only with those nearest to me. Now that
               I am sharing them with you, I feel that I can call you a friend.
            

            I would like to say thank you for picking up this book, for turning its pages, scrolling on an electronic device, or listening
               to the audiobook, and for allowing yourself to embrace my story. The memory of my life exists here, and I have so much joy
               that I can share it with you.
            

            As I reflect on the many years I have spent on my personal and professional journeys, I am amazed at all the triumphs, highs
               and lows, acceptance and rejection. This memoir will give you a look behind the scenes of the evolution of fashion and the
               moments that have shaped me as a woman of color in the fashion industry.
            

            What makes my story unique is that through the Ground Crew, I pioneered a business that did not previously exist in the fashion industry. Recognizing a glaring gap, I developed a solution that not only resolved a widespread issue but also inspired a new market niche. This venture flourished, employing hundreds, enriching lives, and, ultimately, generating millions for me, redefining my path and influencing the industry at large. 

            You might wonder how a Black woman from the vibrant heart of Harlem, New York, found herself enmeshed in the luxurious folds
               of haute couture and high fashion. When I began my career in fashion, the industry was quite different from what it is today.
               It was less colorful, less inclusive, and far less willing to acknowledge that talent is not dictated by the color of one’s
               skin or the origins of one’s story. As a young Black woman, I felt stepping into this world was like stepping onto a stage
               where the lights were not meant to shine on people like me. But I was determined to redirect those spotlights.
            

            As we navigate the pathways of my trailblazing career, experiencing passionate love affairs, embracing dear friendships, finding
               hope in life’s most heartbreaking moments, and exploring self-discovery in surprising ways, I want you to have some context
               of who I am as a person. I am by no means conventional. I chose to live my life on my own terms in spite of my race, my gender,
               my class, or any other category. To me, a life worth living should be done with freedom and fluidity.
            

            Each chapter of my life, as recounted in this memoir, is an honest and vulnerable retelling of my experiences. Through it
               all, fashion remained my steadfast companion—and my ultimate form of expression. Through my fashion career—including modeling;
               commentating; writing; and founding the Ground Crew, my fashion dressing business—I found a way to say to the world, “Here
               I am, and here is my truth.”
            

         

         

         
            You may be wondering why I am choosing to share my story now. First, there is the obvious reason: my age. I am now in my eighties and, like most people who are fortunate enough to reach a certain age, have begun to reflect on the past. I believe I have wisdom to impart to others from a lifetime of extraordinary choices and their ensuing ripples, good and bad. This wisdom is not reserved for the young but for anyone seeking insight into a life lived with daring authenticity. 

            Storytelling is an art I have refined over the years, especially during my tenure as a commentator for the Ebony Fashion Fair.
               Under the tutelage of Mrs. Ophelia DeVore, a pioneer in the fashion industry and the first Black model to grace the halls
               of Vogue, I learned not just to speak of fashion but to create narratives. As a commentator, I could describe any outfit in
               the most fascinating way.
            

            Let me offer you a challenge: Think of your favorite outfit. Now imagine its colors, the way it curves around your frame,
               the places you could go in it, the people you will meet while wearing it, and what it reminds you of. Every garment tells
               a story.
            

            Now try describing it.

            In my fashion commentary, I delighted in going beyond the apparent. Let’s say you had a bright-colored shirt with hues of yellow, pink, and orange. Rather than describing the obvious, instead you could say, “This shirt is what you call ‘delicious.’ Take a look. Reminds you of sherbet, doesn’t it? Only it won’t melt.” Or picture a fur coat sweeping down the runway. Instead of merely noting its luxuriousness, I would spin a tale: “Gentlemen, when all else fails, try a little tenderness . . . What could be more tender than a gift of fur?” 

            Your attire tells a story, a prelude to the grander narrative of your life. But more importantly, we all have stories to tell
               about our lives. There is immense power in storytelling. I urge you to take the time to chronicle your story, even if it is
               to share it with only your closest circle of family and friends. We all have legacies that we will inevitably leave behind.
               What will yours say about you? Take control of your narrative, and, through it, teach, inspire, and connect.
            

            As you read my story, I would like for you to first and foremost enjoy it. Laugh at my craziness, cry with me in my sadness,
               rejoice with me with my successes in life, and learn from my adversity. May my experiences resonate with you, echo through
               your thoughts, and, perhaps, inspire a reflection of your own life. Whether you are a dreamer of big dreams, someone who loves
               fashion, or a fellow creative, know this journey is about you. Your support helps to sustain this industry and drive the change
               that we now see toward more understanding and a deeper appreciation of every person’s unique story.
            

            Remember, it is our differences that make us beautiful. Welcome them, accept them, and celebrate them with pride, as boldly
               as you would the most exquisite garment.
            

            My friends, you are special to me, and I am trusting you with the most private details of my life. This journey of mine continues
               to evolve, and I am thrilled to have you by my side. Thank you once again for sharing this adventure with me.
            

            With all my love and deepest gratitude,

            Audrey

            Unapologetically and Proudly, Every Inch a Lady

         

         
      
   
      
      
         
            1
Dressed to the Nines

         
         The brisk air refreshingly kissed my face as I emerged from the vibrant yellow taxi. Shielding me from the sting of the morning
            chill, my Oscar de la Renta Lunaraine mink coat embraced my body as I navigated the bustling sidewalks with swift steps, my
            Chanel shoes tapping the concrete. I occasionally glanced upward, captivated by the vast and robust skyscrapers towering into
            the blue sky. Hundreds of people brushed past me, bound for their destinations, while a symphony of honking cars hummed in
            the street.
         

         
         To all outward appearances, there was nothing extraordinarily different about that New York City day, but for me, it represented
            the dawn of endless possibilities. The year was 1982, and the manifestation of my dreams was finally going to come true. With every step drawing me nearer to my destination, my heart quickened its pace as I scanned the numbers located on the building awnings. Pausing momentarily, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a restaurant’s glass window. The sunlight reverberated off my medium-size diamond hoop earrings, which cast radiant sparkles that mirrored the excitement in my eyes. My tanzanite-laced ring with two rows of diamonds bedazzled my finger, giving me a confidence boost, and I could not help but think to myself, Damn, I look good! It is a whole attitude when you are dressed to the nines.
         

         
         Self-assuredly, I entered the small reception area of 530 Seventh Avenue, the boutique-like office of Tiktiner. This fabulous
            sportswear firm was known for its fashion-forward/risqué string bikinis and resort wear, including swimsuit cover-ups and
            après-ski looks. They were high-end and high-quality with couture-level pricing. Most importantly, this business was my very
            first potential client for my newly rebranded business, the Ground Crew.
         

         
         I was about to be interviewed by Miquette Tiktiner Viterbo Shrader, daughter of the esteemed French clothing designer Dina
            Tiktiner Viterbo. Miquette was not just fashion royalty but also the wife of Mort Schrader, son of illustrious fashion manufacturer
            Abe Schrader. She managed the American side of her family’s business, using her skills and education as an international attorney
            in the role of president of the company.
         

         
         My steps carried me across the room to a vision of ’70s glamour—an auburn-haired woman in her late twenties with a Farrah
            Fawcett feathered hairdo. Seated and typing at a small brown wooden desk with a marker labeled “bookkeeper,” she was focused
            with her head down, typing intently. Gradually, she raised her eyes from her work, locking them with mine. She greeted me
            with a warm smile and invited me to one of two plush turquoise tufted chairs to the right of her desk.
         

         
         Peering over at me, she kindly said, “Ms. Smaltz, I just want to say how much I adore your coat.”

         
         “Thank you,” I replied as the feeling of butterflies started to lessen in my stomach. I discreetly wiped my palms with a cloth
            from my purse, trying not to let my nerves consume me. This was my moment, and I was going to succeed.
         

         
         The front desk phone rang.

         
         “Thank you for waiting. Mrs. Shrader will see you now,” the young woman announced.

         
         With a deep breath, I stood up, grabbed my Chanel bag, and stepped forward. I was dignified, elegant, dressed to impress,
            and ready to seize the opportunity.
         

         
         Looking directly into the hazel eyes of Mrs. Shrader, the woman who held my immediate future in her hands, I noticed her appearance
            turn from a beaming glorious summer day to black ice on a cold winter night. A lump that felt like the size of a golf ball
            formed in my throat as I took my seat.
         

         
         Miquette Schrader, a fair blond woman, furrowed her brows and shriveled her nose up at the sight of me, causing me to twist
            a little in my chair. The uneasiness in my stomach, very different from the nervousness I felt before, slowly crept up on
            me. Never willing to submit to defeat, I sat up straight and politely greeted the woman. In return, she looked me up and down
            and slightly rolled her eyes. The discomfort and disdain on her face were almost unbearable.
         

         
         Mrs. Shrader’s grimace was all too familiar to me. I had seen it before and was quite sure I would see it again. I was being judged. The tension that grew on my forehead revealed the intensity of the moment. It was as though my body knew I was being rejected before my mind could fully comprehend it. 

         
         The interview, if it can be called one, consisted of only a few short questions about my experience and knowledge about dressing
            services. Mrs. Shrader finally put into words what I felt all along: “I don’t believe this is a good fit for you, Audrey.
            I honestly don’t know why you’re here. You clearly do not need a job. Look at how you’re dressed,” she critiqued me, her hand
            sweeping from my feet upward, a gesture aimed at my attire. She was obviously bothered that I had, in my opinion, outdressed
            her (which was not an easy feat). I could also detect a hint of envy.
         

         
         “Also, your prices are too high. Why do you charge so much money when you’re wearing a ring like that?” she said, looking
            down at my finger. “I won’t be needing your services after all. Have a good day.”
         

         
         In a slight state of shock, I rose from my chair and left. The temperature in my body rose as if I were a striker’s puck hitting
            the bell in a carnival game. The blend of devastation and anger was overwhelming.
         

         
         I kept my head down as I quickly walked past the bookkeeper, avoiding any eye contact and barely holding it together. Just
            as my fingers grazed the cool metal of the doorknob, a gentle voice sliced through the tense air.
         

         
         “Excuse me, Ms. Smaltz,” said the soft-spoken voice, interrupting my escape.

         
         My eyes met the aqua-blue eyes of the bookkeeper.

         
         “ ‘All our dreams can come true, if we have the courage to pursue them,’ ” she said.

         
         “What?” I looked at her, puzzled and not interested in small talk. She repeated the quote.

         
         “Just a Disney quote I like to say. I hope you have a nice day!” she said, winking at me as I exited.

         
         I felt the weight of a thousand lifetimes on me. The sidewalk became a dark, empty tunnel. There was so much passion inside
            me, and I had no way to free it. A flashback of how I’d ended up in this moment replayed in my mind.
         

         
         

         A silver silk dress gently grazed my face as it was tossed from the hands of a young brunette woman into the arms of a slender
            woman wearing a red dress. The scene was a mixture of urgency and elegance, full of fabric and color present through the energetic
            atmosphere of preparation.
         

         
         “We’re missing the shoes to outfit eight!” shouted a petite young woman with sweat glistening on her brow, positioned in front
            of a half-naked model.
         

         
         “Where in the hell is her blouse?” yelled a middle-aged woman with dark brown eyes.

         
         A model draped in a black mink coat and bright pink satin dress was being guided to the side of the runway. She let out a
            short yelp as she nearly tripped on a silver stiletto on the floor. Gathering her balance, she squinched her eyes in frustration
            but tried to snap back to focus on the business at hand.
         

         
         Peeking from the side of the curtain, the thin fabric cloaking the models from full exposure, I could see distinguished men and women in their furs, cashmere, and black-tie attire filling up the room. The dim lighting was just enough to see the person standing an arm’s length away, but the illuminating bulbs from the vanity mirrors filled in the gaps of darkness, revealing the cluttered mess. The makings of artistic beauty being built from the frenzy absorbed me. 

         
         Hands reached everywhere as several women and a handful of men grabbed dresses, jackets, shoes, and whatever else you could
            think to wear as they shouted back and forth to one another. I was enamored by this chaotic vision. The year was 1977, and
            I was taken in by the whirlwind of high fashion, standing behind the scenes of a European fashion show.
         

         
         Traveling to the fashion capital of the world, Paris, with businesswoman Eunice W. Johnson, the wife of John H. Johnson, was
            always an exciting adventure. The Johnsons, one of the most powerful Black couples in the United States and my employers at
            the time, founded Ebony magazine in 1945 and Jet magazine in 1951, publications that successfully promoted positive Black media. Mrs. Johnson’s affinity for fashion led her
            to create the Ebony Fashion Fair, the largest traveling show for African Americans, which raised millions of dollars for charities
            in the country.
         

         
         I was the fashion editor of Ebony; therefore, it was my job to immerse myself in haute couture and all things high fashion. Mrs. Johnson would bring me along
            during her overseas trips, as she made it a point to stay up-to-date on the latest fashion trends, conducting business with
            top designers, including Yves Saint Laurent, Hubert de Givenchy, Christian Dior, Karl Lagerfeld, Valentino Garavani, and more.
            Mrs. Johnson ensured her Ebony models were always top-tier.
         

         
         Although staying in luxurious suites at the Hôtel Plaza Athénée on avenue Montaigne, shopping at couture salons in Rome, Paris, and Milan, and meeting with all the fashion gods was an amazing, cultured experience, it was actually done out of necessity, and, frankly, racism. Discrimination was alive and thriving in the United States. American retailers refused to lend samples or sell high-fashion brands to Black people, as though it lessened the retailers’ value. As a result, Mrs. Johnson did what many Black creatives had to do at the time: She traveled to Europe for opportunities and to broaden her horizons. 

         
         Treading the path made by many Black notables like Josephine Baker, who moved to France to make strides in the performing
            arts; W.E.B. DuBois, who studied in Germany; and James Baldwin, who found liberation as an intellectual and writer in France,
            Mrs. Johnson traveled to Europe to expand her vision for her fashion shows. As an act of radical dignity, she purchased directly
            from the European collections.
         

         
         Initially, in my opinion, the highly acclaimed European fashion designers were hesitant to let Black models wear their creations
            for fashion shows; however, when they realized Mrs. Johnson was neither begging nor borrowing but rather offering cash to
            buy their clothes, they changed their attitudes.
         

         
         They did not see Black or white, only green!

         
         I remember writing a check as large as $50,000 on behalf of Mrs. Johnson . . . An enormous chunk of change at that time.Mrs. Johnson would purchase a minimum of two hundred garments during our trips. Most designers could not comprehend two Black women lavishly spending tens of thousands of dollars on their clothes. Occasionally, when a designer would question why we were spending so much on their garments, my response would be “Well, she’s buying it! Does it matter?” 

         
         They never contested it, and honey, we kept writing those checks!

         
         

         There was no conception of, nor respect for, the energy and the fun that glorious Black models would bring to the fashion
            designers’ clothes. Through our purchases of their collections, we not only celebrated the flair of these garments but also
            paved the way for them to grace countless runways to the delight of Black America.
         

         
         Whenever Ebony was invited to fashion shows, and I say “whenever” because we did not always get invitations, we would get only one ticket.
            We were not Vogue or Bazaar, or The New York Times, so why would they give us more? We were just some little magazine in their opinion. Nevertheless, Mrs. Johnson still wanted
            me to accompany her to the shows. I would use my tall, six-foot, slender honey-brown modelesque frame to slip right through
            the back door to blend in with the models. I was always “designered down” with my wardrobe, so not once was I ever questioned
            about being backstage.
         

         
         Backstage, surrounded by the glory of clothes being tossed left and right and filled with the sound of frustrated shouts,
            was where I observed everything. I would watch how the models stole things. After the shows, it was not an abnormal occurrence
            for nearly half the models to leave with clothes, sunglasses, shoes, jewelry, and other valuable pieces. After all, who would
            not want a Dior bag or a Givenchy dress free of charge?
         

         
         There was a need for order. Back in those days, fashion designers were accustomed to using secretaries, bookkeepers, or friends as fashion show dressers. In fact, designers would bring along just about anyone interested enough to help for minimal or no reward. The thought of using trained dressers had simply never occurred to any of them. 

         
         

         In 1977, I came up with the grand idea of founding Audrey Smaltz Inc., a fashion-production business with the goal of professionalizing
            the chaotic world behind the scenes of fashion show curtains. I called as many designers as I could reach on Seventh Avenue
            to hire me. When a phone call was not good enough, I sent letters, followed by cards. I visited offices and scheduled interviews.
            I tried every conceivable way to sell my vision.
         

         
         Every single designer, and there were hundreds of them, declined my services. The word no became a constant echo. The designers felt as though they did not need a fashion-production business. They seemed content
            with the status quo, relying on a mix of friends and family, even at the risk of losing half their merchandise to disorganization
            and theft. A few designers suggested I consider doing lighting and staging services, then there would be an opportunity for
            me, but I was not interested.
         

         
         Rejection was brutal. After five grueling years of failure, I had to go back to the drawing board, thinking about my experiences in the fashion industry. I had to come up with a new way to promote my idea. Meanwhile, the mayhem behind the scenes of the high-fashion runway shows was still rampant, a problem in dire need of a solution. Somehow, I had to convince these designers they needed me and my services. 

         
         1982 marked the renaissance of Audrey Smaltz Inc. It was a transformative rebirth, including a full makeover and rebranding.
            Reimagined with the new name the Ground Crew (TGC), my company would have a distinctive identity of being a fashion dressing
            business. This rebranding was more than a mere change of name; it was an homage to the visionary words of the great civil
            rights movement leader Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. during his Nobel Peace Prize acceptance speech of 1964. He marveled at the
            magnificent jumbo jets of the 1960s and preached, “You honor the ground crew without whose labor and sacrifices the jet flights
            to freedom could never have left the earth.” Like the jet ground crew, my fashion foot soldiers were going to ensure the flawless
            execution of fashion shows worldwide; at least that’s what I hoped.
         

         
         Once I committed to this new name, I directed my attention and time to the relaunching of my business. A friend of my mother’s,
            who operated a quaint print shop in Harlem, became my collaborator in this creative renaissance. Together we crafted a new
            visual identity, designing a logo and the most distinguished quarter-size postcards that introduced TGC to the world. Working
            within the parameters of my small budget, I revisited my list of the top one hundred prominent high-fashion designers in the
            United States and abroad. I started all over again, with a new vision.
         

         
         With determination, I eagerly followed up with calls to the fashion luminaries with the hope someone would be interested.
            After about a month, I had received only three responses. All rejections. No interest from anyone. It was hard, repeating
            the same torturous experience from before.
         

         
         But I did not give up.

         
         Then, a breakthrough—a single phone call pierced through the silence of anticipation. It was Miquette Shrader’s bookkeeper,
            representing Tiktiner, signaling an interest in working with TGC! The pure joy I felt receiving that news caused a surge of
            energy that propelled me to my feet, hands clasped on my cheeks as I shouted in triumph. I was finally being given a chance.
         

         
         

         The jubilation I had felt from finally having people interested in doing business with my company to being completely rejected
            was an awful turn of events. Returning to my apartment, I threw off my Lunaraine mink coat, kicked off my Chanel shoes, cast
            off my ring with a vengeance, and plopped onto the sofa. The woodsy scent of my French green Rigaud candle permeated my cozy
            Manhattan apartment living room. The faint sounds of Hall & Oates’s “I Can’t Go for That” played from the back room, an unintentional
            soundtrack to my moment of reflection.
         

         
         As I sat there, contemplating the day’s events, I could not help but ponder how I’d let the opportunity slip through my fingers.
            Had I really been judged for being too fancy for a businesswoman? How in the hell could I have predicted there would be repercussions
            for my fabulousness?
         

         
         In one single breath . . . well, maybe two . . . I released the anger. That interview was not going to define me or my plans for the future. I still had hope. After all, what had that bookkeeper said? Something about dreams coming true, if we pursue them? Her words were a reminder of the power of persistence and the possibility of dreams realized through tenacity. 

         
         In my heart, I believed Mrs. Shrader finally reached out to me because she truly needed help. This fact did not change because
            I perceived that she did not like my appearance. I had to find a way to help her see me, to persuade her to realize I would be an asset to her team. I needed to change her mind.
         

         
         In a moment of quick-witted resolve, I called the bookkeeper and pleaded with her to help get me another chance. To my surprise,
            it was not hard to convince her to side with me, especially when I realized she felt the same way I did. She knew my dressing
            services were needed because she was tired of having to do it herself. She hated dressing for the shows! I cleverly persuaded
            her to write a letter of endorsement to give to Mrs. Shrader. She agreed!
         

         
         To this day, I do not know exactly what the bookkeeper wrote in the letter, but by some miracle, I got my second chance with
            Tiktiner, and I was not going to blow it. It is amazing what you can accomplish with a little self-determination, kindness,
            and empathy.
         

         
         Clothed in simple all-black attire, I walked in to the Tiktiner office for the second time. Greeted once again by the pleasant
            and comforting smile of the bookkeeper, my saving grace, I took a seat and patiently waited for my meeting. I think Mrs. Shrader
            was taken aback by my new, modest appearance because occasionally she would look over at me with a subtle furrow of her brow.
            She definitely recognized the difference in my outer appearance from the last time.
         

         
         With my plain attire, I was able to secure the deal with Tiktiner, my very first client, while walking away with a lesson
            on power in business. 
         

         
         On that day, I learned to never outdress the person I wanted to hire me. I felt that I had to adapt and yield a bit of my true self to appease my client
            and adjust to their standards. I wondered how I would have to adapt in the future to see my business prosper and how I would
            avoid losing my true self in the process.
         

         
         Inch of Wisdom #1: Adaptability is an advantage.

         
         
      
   
      
         
            2
The Makings of a Confident
               Woman

         
         With a luxurious stretch and a deeply satisfying yawn, I unfurled my arms and welcomed
            the new day. My fingers grazed the polished mahogany of the nightstand beside my bed,
            nearly sending a glass of water toppling onto the floor. Outside, the night surrendered
            to the first light of dawn, with streaks of soft gray floating across the sky, visible
            through the curtains. 


         I quietly slipped out of the satin sheets. My feet found solace in cozy slippers, and I
            cloaked myself in a plush black robe, its fabric gently resting against my emerald silk
            nightgown. A thrill of exhilaration and a silent cheer ignited within me. Tiktiner, my
            dream, my fashion show, was no longer a mere fantasy. 


         In the quiet sanctuary of my closet, I reached for my
            trusted all-black ensemble neatly hung on the hangers, ready to be ironed. In theater
            productions, the stage crew usually wears all black to remain inconspicuous on the set.
            Taking a page from their playbook, I decided that the Ground Crew would do the same by
            keeping it simple. No more fashion missteps for me. 


         Cool water splashed from my cupped hands onto my face, perking me up as I stood in front
            of my bathroom mirror. I attempted to transition from my state of grogginess after the
            evening’s slumber to the vivacious person I needed to become later on in the day. The
            reflection showed a precocious little brown girl, her eyes wide with wonder. I rubbed
            the water


         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         

         
            	Report to work on time.

            	Always dress according to Ground Crew standards.

            	The Ground Crew badge is worn at all times.

            	Upon arrival at the show, check in with the supervisor.

            	Place your coat and personal belongings in the designated area.

            	Listen to instructions from the supervisor or designers, designer’s assistants,
               etc., but direct all questions to your Ground Crew supervisor. 

            	Know who your model is.

            	Review your model card.

            	Mind your own business and stay focused on what you are doing.

            	Come to work prepared and with your prop kit (scissors, a lint brush, a shoehorn, a
               sewing kit, a headscarf, a static guard, a seam ripper, double-sided tape, markers,
               safety pins, wipes, hand sanitizer, a stapler, whiteout, a steam iron, starch, cards,
               extension cords, and aspirin). 

            	Remember haste (RUSHING) makes waste (MISTAKES).

            	Dress your model from the bottom up!

            	Do not hold your model’s next look. Keep your hands free to undress/dress your
               model.

            	When asked, state your name and speak up.

            	When the show is over, your work increases.

            	We are more than dressers, and we work as a team.

            	Always present a pleasant face, smile, and attitude.

            	There is no such thing as a silly question.

            	Most importantly, HAVE FUN!
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