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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      The term “Weekly Diva” was an accident. I was looking for a name for my author newsletter and had decided to start sending it weekly. I have always known the J. Lo version of my name is D-Va (phonetically “diva”) so I became DiVa.

      For a while I considered and discarded the moniker because of the negative connotations, but once I embraced it, I started to love it in an ironic way. I don’t feel like a diva. I don’t act like a diva. But thanks to the name my parents gave me, I am a diva.

      In the first year of sending the Weekly DiVa to my readers, I experienced my first major health crisis. A long-term romantic relationship ended. I served as president of a national non-profit, parted with my literary agency, and published my twenty-fourth book. I felt empowered simply by sending an email once a week, an email that did little more than connect me with a group of people I otherwise may never have known existed.

      But when a change in lifestyle drove me to more frugal choices, I knew I could take care of myself. Being a weekly diva is not spending wildly or pinching pennies. It’s somewhere between the two. It’s curating your decisions, choosing to be choosy, and choosing yourself. We may be women every day, but I challenge you to be a diva at least once a week.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Truffles

          

          (Fashion and Beauty)

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Remembering Yesterday

          

        

      

    

    
      Fashion is a funny business. No matter how successful an event is—a fashion show, shopping party, annual sale, or unexpected trend like leg warmers—before it’s over, you’re already worried about how you’re going to top those results. Good reviews and big sales numbers are celebrated for only a fraction of a second, almost always followed up with, “What’s next?” In short, you’re only as good as your most recent success.

      The business of fashion is about change, sure, and the “What’s Next” keeps it moving forward. Upcoming fashions for spring are already in the past for designers ironing out their visions for next fall. Their long-term vision embraces tomorrow as a fact of life, while looking to the distant past for inspiration.

      I have no issues with tomorrow. In fact, I think a belief in tomorrow’s potential is what gets most people to their goals.

      But what about yesterday?

      Maybe in our haste to get what we want, we spend too little time feeling good about what we have. Maybe pausing to savor the small success in our recent past is like stopping to smell the roses, reminding us that everything we want won’t happen overnight, but that we’re on the right track to get there someday. And when we’re in a slump, not motivated to thread a needle that keeps breaking, strategize for next month’s big shopping event, or re-edit the manuscript that can’t quite get past the gatekeepers of the publishing industry, revisiting recent success might give us what we need to keep going. Maybe, just maybe, we’re too eager to trade last year’s neon for this year’s camel, too quick to give up on legwarmers when they try to make a comeback, too focused on the finish line to see how far we’ve come since we started playing the game.

      Let’s face it. The potential for tomorrow is greater because of what happened yesterday. We mostly look forward because we have goals, we have aspirations, and their realization lies in the future. But maybe we need to dig out some forgotten piece of fashion that we kept, not because it’s back in style, but because it’s connected to the yesterdays that helped define us and get us to where we are today.

      Maybe it’s time to dig out those legwarmers.

      Or maybe not. It’s hard to say.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sweatpants Are Never the Answer

          

        

      

    

    
      I remember it like it was yesterday. March 20, 1990. The only time in my life (not related to a sporting event) where I was caught in public in sweatpants. And I’m not talking about the chic designer jog suits trend that lurks at the edges of the style spectrum. I’m talking about heather-gray cotton/poly blend with the elastic at the ankles.

      I shudder at the memory.

      I was planning to sleep out for tickets to Madonna’s Blonde Ambition tour. It would be Madonna’s and my third tours together. Other tour tickets had been procured by getting up really, really early. But this time, I was prepared for an adventure.

      I changed from work clothes to comfy sweat clothes and parked near the Ticketmaster mall door. A few other people dotted the sidewalk with coolers and quilts; at 7 p.m., I wasn’t the first in line (but close enough).

      Now here’s where it gets a little messy. My at-the-time boyfriend (destined to become an ex, and don’t think there’s no coincidence) drove to my car and picked a fight with me. One of those “you-don’t-have-your-priorities-straight” fights, because I’d chosen sleeping out for Madonna tickets over bowling with his friends. And while maybe the priority thing could be said of me in other instances, this was Madonna. Blonde Ambition. 1990. All things considered, my priorities were straight as the shortest distance between two points.

      But this was a relationship still in its relative infancy, and fights happen for a reason. And maybe, just maybe, if I showed this future-ex that he was more important to me than Madonna, we’d get past this. I got out of line, emotionally drained myself through the ensuing forty-something minute long rehash of my priorities, and somehow ended up hanging out with future-ex and his friends that night. In a bowling alley. In sweatpants.

      Tim Gunn calls it a Sweat suit alternative. Stacy and Clinton from TLC’s What Not To Wear call it Chic Mom on the Go. Stylists all over the world have a catch phrase for acceptable, run around, be comfy-but-attractive attire. While they may never agree on whether orange is the new pink, how much leopard print is too much leopard print, or the political implications of low-rise jeans, they agree on this: there is always a better option than sweatpants. Take it.

      Do this now. Find at least one outfit that is comfy and cute. A no-brainer. One that can take you anywhere. One that answers yes to these questions:

      

      
        	Can you wear it to an unexpected invitation?

        	Can you sleep in it?

        	Can you walk a mile in it?

        	Would it get ruined if it got wet?

        	Can you fight in it? (This point remains untested but seems like good sense.)

      

      When you can answer yes to these five questions, you’ve answered one of life’s most important conundrums. And now you’re a little bit closer to peace.

      I bought those Madonna tickets the morning after wearing those sweatpants, but the concert wasn’t destined to be. Madonna canceled that tour due to a sore throat and refunded the money. She rescheduled for later that summer, but I didn’t attend, and I haven’t been to one of her concerts since.

      It’s for the best. I changed a little that night, wearing sweatpants in public. I gave up a piece of myself and could never go back.

      Learn from my mistakes, folks. Don’t give sweatpants a chance.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            It Started with a Chanel Suit

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve been thinking a lot about my writing journey lately, probably because six years ago I published my first book. But before that, before having a book to publish, before getting my very first rejection letter, was a moment I remember clearly. It started with a Chanel suit.

      Allow me to provide some background info. When I graduated from college with a degree in fine arts, I, shall we say, lacked direction. I didn’t know what life in the grown up world would be like, but it seemed wise to set goals for the future. I set myself three goals to achieve by the time I was forty:

      1. Swim the English Channel

      2. Run a marathon

      3. Own a Chanel suit

      Now, while one and two might seem a little out of left field, I should also mention that I’d been a competitive swimmer for fifteen years (that first year, when I was six, was more like playing around in the water), and that my college tuition was funded by a partial scholarship. My specialty was long distance and my niche specialty was open water swims. Yes, it was a stretch, but it wasn’t like I pulled it out of a hat. Running a marathon was slightly less within my grasp. I’d been known to run to stay in shape, though the longest I’d managed was seven miles. So more of a stretch than swimming the English Channel, but not entirely outside the realm of possibility.

      The suit, well, I’ve always loved clothes and a Chanel suit is the brass ring of status symbol/quality/out-of-my-reach pipe dream desires.

      Fast forward fourteen years. The English Channel swimming and the marathon running were but vague concepts. But I worked in retail management. One of my areas of responsibility was the Chanel salon. And, I had a discount.

      Here’s the part I remember clearly: one day I was at the store, working on the displays inside the Chanel salon, when it hit me. As expensive as a Chanel suit was, the reason I didn’t own one wasn’t because I couldn’t afford it. My household monthly bills exceeded the cost of a Chanel suit: mortgage, two car leases, cable, credit card debt, cell phones, landline phones, and various other expenses I can’t even remember. Every time I’d been promoted at work, my lifestyle had shifted upward and quickly sucked up any of that extra money, which kept me constantly working toward the next promotion almost from the minute I achieved the most recent one. The problem here was I didn’t care about any of those things.

      I was married to someone with different values than I had. It had always been my joke: I’d rather spend money on shoes than on a car; they’re both methods of transportation. But somehow, the car(s), the house, the luxury items, and the aspirational wealth had become my way of life. I had no money of my own because it all went to the other things, including the debt. I’m certainly not the only person who has lived this way, but standing there in the Chanel Salon, surrounded by beautiful clothes that I had always hoped to own, knowing I was at a level where I could afford it yet didn’t have the control over my finances to actually do so, I realized something.

      If I wrote a book and made money from that book, that would be my own money, and I could spend it however I pleased.

      Okay, fine, nobody publishes to make a zillion dollars. But still, the idea that I had something within me that I could do that could lead to my own thing—not something anybody else could claim shared credit for—left me feeling exhilarated.

      Shortly after that, I had the idea for Samantha Kidd, former fashion buyer turned amateur sleuth. She gives up her glamorous and successful career in order to move back home and rediscover who she once was and where she got off the track to her own happiness. There’s a lot of me in Samantha Kidd, though at the time I didn’t realize I’d be following in Samantha’s footsteps a few years later.

      The Chanel suit came, too.

      If you’re wondering if I ever got the suit, I did. It was marked down 75 percent, plus my employee discount, and still cost more than the rent on my last apartment. I still have it, I still wear it, and I still love it.

      My advice to you is this: it doesn’t matter what motivates you. You don’t even have to tell people why you’re doing what you’re doing. But if you’re unsettled, if you’re looking for a change, if you realize that somewhere along the line you lost your passion, you should do something. Figure out what your carrot is and then dangle it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Hemming and Hawing

          

        

      

    

    
      Not too long ago, I had my favorite pair of harem pants hemmed. My goal was to find that sweet spot in length that would work with either a flat shoe or a heel. The fitter pinned the left leg (with me in the heel) and told me they were perfect and left me in the fitting room to admire them while she wrote up the price ticket. I took that shoe off and slipped a flat sandal on and the pants buckled on my instep and covered my heel—not the look I wanted.

      (It might be a good time to define harem pants: think I Dream of Jeannie/ Arabian Nights, not MC Hammer/ Lisa Bonet in The Cosby Show.)

      I called the fitter back into the room and she declared again that the length was perfect. I tried to explain that this wasn’t your basic wide leg pant, blah blah blah, and that for a harem pant you needed to see the balloon of the fabric. She suggested I get another opinion, which I did. They agreed with the fitter. Once again I launched into my exposition of the harem pant and the stylistic demands of such an item. If I simply wanted a pair of wide legged pants, I would have bought them.

      The fitter suggested if I didn’t trust myself, that I walk into the store and ask other coworkers. And that’s when it hit me. I did trust myself. I trusted my
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