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This book contains personal, inspiring, sad, weird, crazy, downright mad, and hilarious stories that I’ve mined from my crazy-ass life that will make you LOL and PEE (as in urinate in your pants) in a good way, and show you that your next creative project can be sparked from any life experience. I’ve burned myself with a glue gun so many fucking times I’ve lost count . . . of my scars. Do these projects without fear. Failure is totally an option and it might happen, but it could also be an epically beautiful failure. Dare to surprise yourself. Dare to delight in yourself—because, why not!





Epigraph


I think one of the most important things following your blog has done for me is help me to embrace the moment and free my spirit. I am very Type A, and I need a reminder every once in a while that it sometimes takes making a mess to create something beautiful.

—comment posted on the Mr. Kate blog
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INTRODUCTION: MR. KATE?
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My name is Kate, I go by Mr. Kate. And no, I don’t have a penis.

Supposedly I didn’t cry when I was born. My mom claims I just felt the air with my tiny hands, wiggling them in this new weird world. That was on June 4, 1983, and by now I’ve gotten my hands into a whole lot of weirdness.

I’ve built a successful lifestyle and design business around the name Mr. Kate, where I inspire people to think outside the box and create our own unique identities through style and design. I think traditions that don’t sit well with you should be challenged and redefined to fit your lifestyle. “Because that’s how it’s done” doesn’t fly with me. . . . I like to do it myself, and I apply that philosophy to everything.

The personalities who formed and nurtured me were my oddball, down-to-earth mother, who can make anything from a hand-sewn gown to custom furniture and is more into flannel than diamonds; my grandmother, a champion thrift-store shopper; and my father, who grew his career from struggling comedian to one of the most powerful people in Hollywood. The by-product of his success—money—became the gas that fueled a wildfire of craziness in my childhood, but amid the dysfunction of Hollywood, I’ve managed to separate myself from the penis cars and facelifts to define my own wacky life.

Vintage found objects—my passion—and my own artwork decorate my walls, and my love of thrift stores and DIY projects helps fill my closet. I have a laugh- and love-filled relationship with my former boy-bander, hot-ass soul mate and business partner, Joey. My life is by no means perfect and it’s often messy, but armed with a glue gun, it’s uniquely mine.

My yins and yangs are humor and intense ambition, prettiness and roughness, weird and real, rhinestones and dirt, feminine and masculine, Mr. and Kate.

Come with me on a romp through life’s follies while wearing fabulous shoes, and celebrate your inner weirdness. Not the bad kind of weirdness—the best kind! The kind that makes you giggle with joy or take in a quick breath of delight. The feeling you get when you put together an outfit that makes you feel so “you” or see a room design that makes you gasp with wonder and say, “I want to live there!” It’s about making and doing and cultivating your artistic expression inspired by the beautiful details in this outlandish thing we call life.

Because . . . #WhyNot.
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Chapter 1

CULT OF THE CARBOHYDRATE


Around the age of fifteen, my tummy had gone from prepubescent flat to looking like it had the slightest layer of padding, filling me out a nearly imperceptible amount. I showed my mom my stomach. “I feel like I might be getting fat,” I informed her, looking in the mirror and evaluating myself.

She waved off my concern. “It’s adipose tissue,” she assured me, always a vocabulary snob. “Everyone stores a little extra fat after puberty. It’s normal!”

“Normal” was becoming a foreign concept within our household, with my parents’ marriage hitting rock bottom. Our home life was tense, and I was always put in the middle of their arguments. I was like Switzerland, although my new post-puberty chunk was making me feel like the entire European continent. My parents would communicate to me and through me, but not to each other.

“You can eat all the bacon you want,” my dad said, explaining the Atkins diet to me. “Carbohydrates are the real demon!”

In the midst of a midlife crisis, my dad had doubled down on his efforts to get rid of his slight paunch of a belly by exercising aggressively and increasing his intake of red meat. He held his wife and teenage daughter to his new standards of fitness.

“So you only eat meat?” I asked my dad, suddenly starting to analyze my teenage eating habits, which were whole and balanced, thanks to my mom’s healthy home-cooked meals. But I guess the carbohydrate doesn’t fall far from the tree, because his intensity and focus made sense to me, and I was entranced.

“Not just meat—you can eat dairy and vegetables,” my dad said, apparently wanting a partner in this diet adventure he was about to tear his canines into.

“What’s wrong with bread and fruit?” I asked, aghast. “No pasta?”

“Nope.” He shook his head resolutely. “They all make you fat.”

With that one remark, I joined the ranks of other tortured souls on this lifelong, miserable path that is being obsessed with what you eat. I became consumed with counting carbohydrates, eating bacon, and, in general, not eating.

My new diet consisted of:

Breakfast: Black coffee and bacon

Mid-morning snack: Diet Coke

Lunch: A couple of bites of chicken breast and more Diet Coke

Afternoon snack: Coffee

Dinner: A few bites of steak and a tiny salad (no dressing!)

Late night snack: A spoonful of sugar-free Cool Whip

My mom was beside herself, furious that my dad had usurped her and was now dictating my eating plan.

“You’re losing your cute butt,” she said, analyzing my quickly shrinking frame after I had declined her offer of brown rice stir-fry, which I used to love. “Your cheeks look gaunt,” she said, shaking her head. “Don’t get obsessed, Kate!”

Too late. I was the thinnest I’d been in my teenage years, and my dad kept telling me I looked “great!”

Ironically, I had done an oral report on eating disorders in the eighth grade and had visited a treatment clinic to interview one of the counselors. I was actually very well informed about what I was doing psychologically with my “Miraculous Disappearance of Kate” project. I knew that I had become obsessed with food and my appearance in the mirror because they were the only things I could control in my crumbling family life. I knew this, but it didn’t make me stop.

The annoying thing about not eating is, you get hungry.

My severe calorie restriction worked for a couple of months, and then I started binge eating. I would not eat all day and then come home and have an entire tub of Cool Whip up in my room, or my favorite, decaf coffee with whole milk and dark chocolate Milano cookies.

One night, I drank five cups of coffee and ate two entire bags of Milano cookies. I felt so bad about myself that I decided I had to barf it up. I remembered my research for my oral report; I’d learned that some girls gagged themselves with their toothbrush to make themselves throw up.

I went into my bathroom and tried jamming my giant Sonicare electric toothbrush down my throat. It didn’t work. My throat was raw. Then I remembered that some bulimic girls used laxatives instead of making themselves throw up. This sounded way better to me than barfing, so I rooted through the medicine cabinet in my parents’ bathroom and found a bottle of Philips’ Milk of Magnesia. The dosage on the bottle was 1 to 3 teaspoons to relieve constipation, but I wanted extra-quick results, so I chugged half the bottle.

What came next can only be described as hell. My tiny stomach, full of acidic coffee and sugary Milanos, was attacked by this milk of death. Rather than making me poo, it gave me the most intense cramps. I was doubled over in pain but couldn’t go to my mom because she’d demand to know how I’d gotten myself into this mess and blame it on my dad.

That day, I learned that laxatives, taken in bulk swigs after eating two whole bags of Milano cookies, don’t make you poo—they make you throw up, violently.

I guess I got what I’d hoped for, but the whole experience was beyond traumatizing, for me and my toothbrush. I started to cry, glaring at my tear-stained reflection in the mirror, and went to find the only person I thought I could confide in: my crabby grandma, who was visiting us at the time.

I sat her down and confessed my sins. She patted me on the back, cussed out my parents for putting me through too much stress, and made me a comforting bowl of pasta.

It took me a few years of fluctuating weight and weird eating before I decided to look in the mirror and get really real with myself.

“Kate,” I said, staring at my naked reflection. “Pay attention! You’re not fat, you’re short. Boys tend to like you, but you don’t like yourself. Working out is good for you—it will save you from a heart attack later, so you should keep doing that—but this whole eating thing has to get under control. Stop obsessing, and please acknowledge that you’re not a supermodel and never will be. Your body wants to have some adipose tissue on your tummy and some cellulite on the backs of your upper thighs, and will never let go of that little bulge between your armpit and boob that puffs out just so when you’re wearing a tank top and bugs the shit out of you. This is your reality, now go love yourself.”

Easier said than done, but currently I’m at ease with my body, I don’t eat bacon, and I can’t even look at a fucking Milano cookie.

#WhyNot Stop judging your reflection in the mirror and instead eat off it. Put a pretty plate of hors d’oeuvres on your elegant DIY Mercury Glass Coffee Table.




DIY Mercury Glass Coffee Table
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PREP IT
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Glass-topped coffee table (make sure the glass can be separated from the base)—I found mine at the thrift store

Drop cloth

3 cans Krylon Looking Glass spray paint

Spray bottle, filled with half water and half white vinegar

Paper towels

DO IT!
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1. Remove the glass top from the coffee table. Lay the glass on the drop cloth with the underside facing up. Spray a layer of the Looking Glass paint evenly over the glass and let it dry (it will take only a few minutes).

2. Spray the vinegar-and-water mixture over the spray-painted glass. Use a paper towel to blot and wipe up the drops of vinegar-water. Tip: When blotting, vary your rubbing pressure to leave more or less paint in areas for a natural look.

3. Repeat steps 1 and 2 with multiple coats of spray paint and blotted vinegar water until you have your desired aged effect. I used five coats of spray paint.

4. Flip your glass over and place it back on the table base so the painted area is on the underside. This will give it that mercury glass effect and protect your paint from wear and tear.

[image: image]

DO IT Elsewhere! Create a mercury glass vase by using the same technique on the inside of a clear vase. Make sure the paint is fully cured before you add water for your flowers.





Chapter 2

HOOKER WITH A HEAD OF GOLD


My early twenties were a mess. My best friend was a high-priced hooker. She was introduced to me as twenty-six-year-old Alex, who worked in fashion. I didn’t know her true profession until after our friendship ended years later, when I found out she also had a fake name and was six years older than she claimed. Alex was lovely—funny and charming, with a laid-back beauty—and we would laugh nonstop together.

Alex had this amazing laugh—a loud and genuine cackle. It was the laugh of a girl who didn’t give a shit what people thought of her. Her signature look was her long blond hair, which she wore in messy, beachy waves. She drove a Mercedes and had a realistic-looking boob job and lithe friends, which should have raised a red flag to her actual profession, but to naive, twenty-year-old me, she was an intriguing and fantastic friend. At the time, I was acting (a.k.a. auditioning once in a while) and living in Los Angeles while also making my way through undergrad as a part-time film production student. My flexible schedule allowed me to accompany Alex, who split her time between New York and Chicago, on some of her various adventures around the country. She told me that her apartments, fancy cars, racks of designer clothes, and frequent stays at the Four Seasons were funded by an inheritance from her wealthy grandfather. Being a well-off girl from the land of La La and subsidized children, I didn’t think twice. I was happy to eat lemon ricotta pancakes and indulge in the beautiful dream that was her life.

My adventures with Alex brought me to places I’d never been before, like Mallorca, Spain, and the time we went to St. Thomas to celebrate my twenty-first birthday. One adventure found us in Arizona staying at Canyon Ranch, a health retreat where you take workout classes all day, eat vegetables, and wear your hair in messy buns. Alex and I took to bribing the waitstaff for larger portions and smuggling coveted oranges to our room for late-night bingeing (I know, it’s a sorry excuse for a late-night snack but when you’re starving in the desert, in a $1,000-per-night resort, shit is tough). Everything we did was hilarious; we could get the giggles anywhere, especially in an interpretive dance class taught by a man in a loincloth. Alex and I would laugh so hard we couldn’t look at each other for fear of a laugh-induced (and calorie-reduced) heart attack. (She also let me feel her saline boob implants, to see what they felt like—they felt pretty real, although I was dissuaded from getting my own by the odd ripples that appeared when she leaned forward—that, and the fact that I’m a pint-size human and adding to my body in any horizontal direction is a “no, thank you!”)

On one trip to visit Alex in Manhattan, she told me her “friend” Frank wanted to have lunch with us and then treat us to a massage.

“Wait, what?” I asked “Like, how is this going to work?”

Alex threw back her messy tresses, laughed a big open-mouthed guffaw, and said, “Trust me, I know it sounds creepy, but he’s totally harmless. He loves my company because I make him laugh, and I know he’ll love you because you’re hilarious. He’s married! All we have to do is go get a yummy lunch with him and then go up to his giant suite and get massages by professional massage therapists. We can even have our own room!”

I looked skeptical for a second, but then realized that the restaurant served one of my fave Crab Louie salads, and who was I to say no to an hour-long, full-body massage?! So, trusting Alex and her twinkling green eyes and golden locks, I set off with her to our (creepy) lunch.

Frank was already sitting in the plush booth when we got there. He was about sixty, a portly man wearing a giant brown leather blazer-like jacket and black sunglasses. He didn’t remove his sunglasses the entire time we had lunch, even though we were inside—gross—and although he was friendly, I wondered what he was hiding under those Foster Grants. Alex and I entertained him with stories of our adventures and my sarcastic commentary on life’s problems, such as Alex’s tendency to buy two of every designer piece of clothing that she liked and my plans to use the discarded doubles to make a quilt from that she could use on her $20,000 mattress. My rapid-fire conversation was less about impressing him and more to cover my nervousness about the impending rubdown. What if he gets naked but leaves his sunglasses on!? I wondered. I shuddered at the thought of his overly tan belly all greased up with massage oil. But I bravely giggled as Alex cackled and Frank polished off an entire steak.

After Frank paid the bill, it was time to head up to the hotel suite that he had gotten specifically for our massages. I was trying to remember if I actually knew any jujitsu moves, in case I had to go all Jackie Chan on his naked old ass. I could taste the Thousand Island dressing rising up my throat.

Would you believe that nothing weird happened? I mean, beyond the creepiness that this old married dude wanted to pay for two full-body massages for us. I hate to end this story without a big finale, but the truth is, when we got up to the hotel room, there were three white-uniformed masseuses—excuse me, massage therapists—two in the bedroom for Alex and me and one set up in the living room for Frank. Alex and I got undressed in the closed room, hopped up on our massage tables, and had a delightful—and very professional—massage from Rosie and Stella, while Frank got his quietly in the other room! It all seemed suspiciously okay, and in hindsight, I’m not sure that all of Alex’s “clients” wanted sex. Maybe some of them have a fetish for expensive, professional massages and just want her company. I don’t know, I’m not a high-priced hooker!

After Frank paid for the massages, he hugged us good-bye and told us to order room service and charge it to the room. We did just that, and hung out in our hotel robes, relaxing and smelling of massage oil and comped indulgence.

#WhyNot Hooker or not, I must say Alex always had those perfectly messy waves. Save the saline boobs and flaunt your natural texture with this DIY Beachy Waves Spray to give yourself hair worthy of a high-priced hooker!




DIY Beachy Waves Spray
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PREP IT
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1 tablespoon Epsom salts

½ teaspoon coconut extract (find it at the grocery store—it smells amazing!)

1 teaspoon argan oil

1 cup warm water

Measuring cup

Measuring spoons

Spray bottle

DO IT!
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1. Mix the Epsom salts, coconut extract, argan oil, and warm water together in the measuring cup and pour the mixture into the spray bottle.

2. Spray on damp hair and scrunch with your hands in an upward motion, creating tousled waves and enhancing your natural, messy texture. Let your hair dry naturally or blow-dry with a diffuser.





Chapter 3

IT SMELLS LIKE RAISINS


I got my period in art class. I was twelve years old and my verbose mother had already given me the “birds and bees” talk and alerted me to the impending crimson wave. I knew Aunt Flo was coming.

Earlier that year, I had been jealous of my sixth-grade classmate who had gotten her period. She bragged to a group of girls at school that she had started that morning. She got in trouble for continuing to talk about it during class. The teacher moved her to a seat in the back corner of the classroom, which happened to be close enough to my seat that she could keep saying “the oil is leaking” every few minutes and throw me a knowing glance. I felt left out and wanted some oil to leak out of me!

I spent that summer, as I spent most of my summers, at a little beach house my parents rented in Malibu. It sounds glamorous, but it was kind of a shack of a house. The outside was a gorgeous swath of California coast filled with celebrity neighbors.

My mom had enrolled me in a summer art class down the street, where we were taught the art of chalk pastels. The teacher claimed that true black did not exist in nature, so I was forced to use every other color to make the dark spots on my leopard drawing. It was frustrating, but in the end, it gave depth to my drawing that would probably have not been there if I had been able to use a black pastel.

It was in this class, while trying to create black, that I created brown in my panties.

My stomach had been hurting me, so I went into the bathroom, worried that I was going to have diarrhea in a public restroom. As a general rule, I do not go number two in public bathrooms. Fearful that I might have to break this rule to relieve my cramping, I sat down on the toilet, only to discover, to my horror, a very found-in-nature shade of brownish red staining my Tuesday underwear. I was mortified at first because I thought I’d crapped my pants. But then I paused and thought, Maybe I’m leaking oil! Not yet knowing the folded-toilet-paper trick, I pulled my pants back up and went out to finish my art class with my legs tightly squeezed together. I didn’t want to leak on my chair!

My nanny picked me up from class. Tanya was a twenty-two-year-old blonde with big boobs. I didn’t feel close enough to her to tell her that I may or may not have started my period. I rode home smelling the salt air through the open window and discreetly massaging my cramping belly.

Back at the beach house, I found my mother and pulled her into the bathroom.

“Momma,” I said, “I think I might have started my period . . . or pooped my pants.”

“Oh!” my mom exclaimed excitedly. “I’m so proud of you! Does it smell like raisins?”

I looked at her, disgusted.

“What?” I said quietly, fearful that Tanya could hear our conversation.

“Smell your panties. Period blood smells sweet, like raisins. That’s how you’ll know for sure.”

Holy ugh, my mother had never told me to smell any naturally occurring brownish stuff before. But I had to know for sure if I had just become a woman.

“Okay, get out of here and I’ll see what it smells like,” I said, pushing my mom out of the bathroom. I proceeded to sniff my panties, and sure enough, it smelled kind of like raisins! Not at all offensive, but a mild, warm, sweet smell.

Upon hearing the final verdict, my mom celebrated with another hug and asked if she could tell my dad when he got home from work. I told her she could, but not around me and to not make a big deal out of it. I wanted a toned-down first oil leaking, no public celebrating allowed.

The next couple of days, I busied myself with figuring out how to cram a maxi pad into my bathing suit—tampons were way too scary still, but I wanted to enjoy the ocean. My dad hadn’t said anything to me, but two days after Raisin Gate, he took me out to a nice restaurant, just the two of us. After we were done with our meal, he gave me a large black velvet jewelry box and told me to open it.

Nestled inside was a beautiful strand of white sea pearls. My dad told me that “just like a beautiful pearl,” I had blossomed into a woman, and he was proud of me.

I was embarrassed but touched, and I’m sure I turned a very found-in-nature shade of pink.

#WhyNot Celebrate the colorful stains of life with these gorgeous DIY Watercolor Curtains.




DIY Watercolor Curtains
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PREP IT
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Measuring tape

Silk fabric, enough to cover your windows plus a couple inches

Iron-on hem tape

Iron and ironing board

Plastic drop cloth

Watercolor paint in the color(s) of your choice

Artist’s palette or small cups

Medium to large artist’s paintbrush

Curtain rod

Curtain rings with clips

DO IT!
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1. Measure your windows with the measuring tape and cut the silk fabric in panels to fit, leaving an extra inch for a hem on the bottom.

2. Hem the bottom of each panel by folding an inch of fabric around a piece of iron-on hem tape and ironing to seal with the iron on a low heat setting. Tip: Use a damp cloth between the iron and silk to help the hem tape bond faster.

3. Lay the silk flat on a drop cloth or in an area you don’t mind getting painty. Prep your watercolors by squirting a bit of each color on the palette and mixing with water.

4. Paint your curtains with patches of color, letting the brushstrokes and paint run organically. Use more or less water to intensify the pigment and spread the color. Tip: Experiment with different strokes and techniques, knowing that there’s no wrong way to paint these curtains! Let dry thoroughly.

5. To hang your watercolor curtains, attach the unhemmed end of each panel to the clip rings and slide the rings onto the curtain rod. The raw edge allows for more flexibility when hanging if you need to adjust the length.

[image: image]

DO IT Elsewhere! Create wearable art by watercolor painting a thrifted silk blouse! Just make sure to dry clean only!





Chapter 4

PARTY SHOES


When I was little, I used to call my patent leather, Mary Jane–style shoes that had various rhinestone or ruffle embellishments on the toes “party shoes.” My party shoe addiction totally raged from age two to age five. My daily ensemble would usually involve a short frilly dress, in ivory or pink, although I wouldn’t throw a cherry red or turquoise out of bed, either. The frilly skirt would give way to some lace tights or, on hot days, socks with ruffles. Then came the party shoes, always matching perfectly, of course, to complete the cupcake-topper look that would have made Liberace jizz in his cape.

My mom would attempt to lay out an outfit for me, only to have my discerning toddler self waddle over, give it the once-over, and head back to the closet to start fresh. My parents eventually ceded full control over what I wore to me, which evolved in my teen years to vinyl pants, feather boas, Kool-Aid-dyed hair, blue lipstick, and booty shorts. The one purchase from my parents that I totally approved of was a cha-cha dress they bought for me in the Mexican part of Downtown LA. That thing was the tits! It had more ruffles than Louis the Fourteenth’s codpiece and flared out like you wouldn’t believe.

No outfit is complete without a good pair of party shoes, and to this day I believe that whatever shoes make you want to party should be the ones you wear every day! My tiny patent leather Mary Janes took me to fifth birthday soirees, then gave way to neon Converse high-tops that took me to awkward mall hangouts. Soon came patent leather Doc Martens, towering platforms (to which I’m still addicted), and underage drinking. Nowadays I spend my time in anything from vintage boots to animal-print wedges, the gaudy shoes my husband, Joey, gives me (which I can’t not wear) to the occasional designer heels, all of which I never throw away, leaving my closet looking like a drag queen’s version of Hoarders.

One time, I put my party shoes through someone’s windshield. I was in eighth grade and we were piling into my friend James’s dad’s station wagon to go hang out at his “party house” after school. James had an older brother in high school, which meant hanging at his house allowed us to bum cigarettes and flirt with his older brother’s friends.

My party shoes that day were a pair of kelly green Doc Martens with steel toes. Against my mother’s rules, I decided it was okay to share the front passenger seat with James. I was trying to cram my junior-high-size butt (not large, mind you) into the bucket seat next to him by using my foot on the front windshield as leverage . . . you know, genius-style.

Well, what do you know? Suddenly there was a popping sound, and a large crack extended from where my steel toe had come in contact with the glass. It was quite beautiful, actually, the shimmery, weblike glass wound, but my momentary aesthetic distraction gave way to horror when I realized I’d created a three-foot-long crack across the entire windshield! James had been facing our other friends packed into the backseat and turned around just after the veins had spread like the crack on a dangerous icy pond. He looked in horror at it, then at me. Immediately tapping into acting roots I knew I had (my mom was in commercials in the seventies, you know), I quickly tucked my short leg down under the dashboard.

“You totally just broke the windshield!” James yelled.

“What?” I exclaimed. “That crack? No, that was there when I got in,” I lied. “I saw it!”

Disgusted, James shook his head as his dad opened the driver’s side door and sat down behind the wheel. James looked really worried as he asked his dad if the crack had been there before.

His dad frowned and peered at it. “No, definitely don’t remember that being there. What happened?” he asked as he looked skeptically at both of us. I was about ready to nervous-pee all over our shared seat. James looked at me expectantly and I knew it was time to . . . keep lying.

“I swear I saw that crack when I got in. It specifically caught my eye because I was going to ask James if someone threw a rock at








DIY Metal-Embellished Shoes—Two Ways

Studded-Heel Boots




PREP IT





DO IT!





Noodle Bead Sandals


PREP IT





DO IT!
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*Shortly before the publication of this book, my dad sat me down in another swanky restaurant and told me he and Dakota were getting divorced. My thoughts drifted momentarily to my now ex-stepmom, whom my future children would never call Grandma. I then replied, “Aww, bummer, Dad! . . . Can you pass the bruschetta?”
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