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Welcome to Blossie’s Books! 

Blossie’s Books are for you, beautiful someone, as you wake up to the wildly awesome person you are. 

Every Blossie’s Book is a quick read of simple ideas for how we can live our lives happy, healthy, sane and more awesome than ever. Read one with your coffee or lunch and start using the ideas right away. 

The Gift of No, Dream Come True, You Know What I Should Have Said? and The Becoming Journal were just the beginning. Stay tuned, there’s much more to come! 

Write to me at diana@blossiesbooks.com. I so want to hear your awesome story! 

And thank you, THANK YOU for buying one of Blossie’s Books! 

Now go be awesome! 

[image: ][image: A drawing of a person's head with flowers in her hair

Description automatically generated]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Contents

[image: ]



	The Story of You, Beautiful

	9


	
	

	But first...

	33


	
	

	Self-care:  Prioritize your well-being

	49


	
	

	Self-love:  Feel as beautiful as you are

	97


	
	

	Self-esteem:  Live with power and confidence

	155


	
	

	That’s all for now!

	191


	
	

	About Diana

	193




	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

[image: ]The Story of 
You, Beautiful


[image: ]


A

handful of images has always stayed with me: my first cat having kittens. My brother’s face as we push the foot pedals of our antique player piano and sing “By the Sea” at the top of our voices. My husband placing the first kiss of our five-minute old daughter’s life gently on her forehead, then two years later laying our newborn son close to my head so I could see he was here and safe after a tough delivery. And for some reason, perfectly round drops of water on the back of a fuzzy caterpillar the first day I didn’t feel sick after a long illness.

This one too: early morning Cape Cod, a girl running down a sandy path. Her hair is wild, her feet bare. Her dress is formless, with the thrown-on look of just-grab-anything-so-I-can-get-outside-and-start-my-next-adventure! 

Seeing her, the first word that comes to my mind is free. She’s not worried about what other people think. Her weight. Her abs. Whether she put sunscreen on. I imagine her limbs and joints are loose and relaxed. Her shoulders aren’t up by her ears the way mine are most of the time. Even from a distance, I can tell her face isn’t contorted into a people-pleasing expression that says, “I’m here for you and only you. I have no purpose except whatever you need.” 

I named her Clemmie, and I can still see her running barefoot down that sandy path.

[image: ]Of course, Clemmie is beautiful. And of course, that’s the last thing she’s thinking about. In our grown-up world, beauty is external. It’s the impression we make on other people: subjective, open to the interpretation of others, and waaaay too often about appearance. Clemmie’s way of thinking about beauty is experiential: the freedom she feels, the fun she has, the colors she sees, the ice cream she tastes. Her external beauty, the impression she makes on the world, doesn’t matter. 

It never even crosses her mind.

Clemmie is herself. Comfortable inhabiting her small body. Using it to experience her life, seeking out all the juice and joy the world has to offer. 

She is my hero.

Relaxing into ourselves

“All fine and good when you’re seven, but not at all realistic when you have a job, family, home, and reputation... Now, what people think of me really does matter. I can’t ignore it.”

I get it, I do, and you’d be right to think so. But what if Clemmie’s way of being could evolve with us as we take on the responsibilities of our lives and join families, friend groups, companies, and communities? 

What an amazing victory this would be for us, beautiful someone. Being able to relax into ourselves so we can enjoy life and help the people around us do the same. Not judging ourselves by our appearance but instead seeing our real beauty: the light that shines from the inside out.

And now, I hope, through this book will dawn this understanding: it’s our deepest responsibility to tend to this light. 

We owe that to ourselves and our world. 

And no one else can do it for us. 

Peas and peaches

[image: ]One more image for now: the Amtrak train from Boston to New York. I am in college and headed home for Thanksgiving. A long time ago, but a memory lingers.

Two other young people sit on the other side of the train. Facing them is an older, unkempt woman making something on a dented crochet hook, gathering yarn that looks like it came from unraveled old sweaters out of a shopping bag at her feet. Her crochet hook has a handmade handle fashioned out of what may have once been duct tape but is now just shiny gauze, worn smooth by her hands.

She sits comfortably, relaxed in herself, making no apologies for her appearance and apparent difficult circumstances. 

The train ride from Boston to New York is five hours, and in that time, an amazing thing happens: the couple changes from giving this woman a wide berth out of fear of her differentness to sharing their lunch with her and planning to meet on the steps of the library the following week. They promise to bring hard rolls with butter along with what they say is the best coffee in New York City. 

The woman is lovely. Sweet, kind, gentle. As she pulls the knobby old yarn out of her bag, she talks in a melodious voice that sounds like she’s telling a great story: about Missoula, Montana where she was born, her family’s farm that grew both peas and peaches, and her recipe for cobbler. Clearly, her life now wasn’t easy, but it had been wonderful, and she took genuine joy in talking about it. 

Regardless of externals and circumstances, she was, no way around it, beautiful. She knew it. And by the end of the trip, they knew it too. 

We value beautiful things 

Try saying, “I am beautiful.” 

Uncomfortable most likely.

Now try saying it in your underwear in front of a full-length mirror — without looking away. 

Yeah, I know. 

Maybe it’s the word beautiful that’s the problem. What does it even mean? By definition, the word beauty has something to do with being aesthetically pleasing. It can be used to label pretty much anything. An idea can be beautiful, as can an elegant solution to a thorny problem. Someone can have a beautiful heart. A room can be beautiful. A song can be beautiful. The sound of a bird chirping or whales singing in the ocean...these are beautiful. A moment of forgiveness can be beautiful. 

Beauty is not just in the eye of the beholder, but in the ear and the tastebuds and the memory and the history of the beholder too. Heavy metal music can be beautiful to someone but straight up noise to someone else. Slate gray on a wall can accentuate clean lines that make a room beautiful for one person but feel freezing and depressing to another who likes warm yellows and reds. Enjoying a craft beer with friends can be a beautiful afternoon for one person, while it would be an exhausting and frustrating experience to another who’d rather sit alone with a book and a latte. A poem can be beautiful to someone while to someone else, it’s a collection of words that’s irritatingly difficult to understand. 

Still, one thing is definitely true: when we consider something beautiful, we value it. It matters to us. We treat it better, with more love and respect. 

You see where I’m going with this: anything beautiful we take care of. We love and respect it. 

Including ourselves. 

Let’s try that again 

“I am beautiful.”

For sure, most of us cringe or feel ridiculous looking in the mirror and saying these words. We think first, not true. (Says who?) And second, that’s so vain. (Why, exactly?)

Believing that we are beautiful can feel strange, even dangerous. It’s a radical act that pushes up against arbitrary expectations and standards of external beauty set for us by others, all of whom have an agenda: “Your appearance makes me uncomfortable. I don’t like looking at you,” or too often: “You’re not good enough! You know what would help?... this cream, these shoes, this ab machine!”

[image: ]There’s more: we’re taught that it’s vain to think of ourselves as beautiful, valuable, worth nurturing with a positive, loving, and kind self-image. A “good” person is selfless (this usually comes from those counting on our selflessness). A “good” person takes time for themselves only if (and that’s a big if) there’s any left over after they’ve taken care of everyone else. A “good” person doesn’t shop for themselves and if they do, they feel appropriately guilty and make sure to buy something for someone else because thinking only of yourself is so...well, selfish. 

Why have we been conditioned to believe that taking care of ourselves is selfish? It could be something as simple as going for a run on Thanksgiving morning when there’s “so much to do.” It can be the judgmental tone someone takes when we spend money on ourselves — healthy food, cycling classes, a fresh haircut, new glasses, or anything else that constitutes healthy, balanced self-care (“You wasted money on that?!”). It can be feeling guilty about sitting down to read a book or listen to music with a glass of wine or any other activity that refills the well emptied by the day’s activities and (more often than not) outpouring of selflessness and generosity.

The inability to say, “I am beautiful” morphs into other forms of self-disrespect. It makes it impossible to trust ourselves and know our ideas have merit. We don’t believe that our honest reactions are valid. We doubt that our likes and dislikes are real and worthy. We question whether our boundaries should be respected.

The truth is, beautiful someone, that we are entitled to look, think, talk, love, believe, and create authentically, boldly. We don’t need to conform to anything, any external standard, in order to be acceptable. 

In fact, the less we worry about fitting in and going along, the more beautiful we are. 

And the more uniquely beautiful we become. 

Spiritual physics

It’s Monday morning, and the weekend didn’t go well. Maybe you got into a fight with someone you really care about over something stupid like Saturday plans or the best color to paint the kitchen. Maybe you ate or drank too much. Maybe you didn’t accomplish anything, not even reading a chapter of a book or making a couple of calls or paying bills, doing laundry or returning texts. Maybe you wasted Sunday afternoon at some get-together that you really didn’t want to go to, but just did not have the confidence to say “no.” 

And now Monday dawns. You’re probably mad at yourself, uncomfortable, frustrated that you wasted an entire weekend on nothing, and maybe stressed about undoing the damage. 

The phone rings, and it’s Mom or school or work, and you get a question you can’t answer, or a piece of news that doesn’t thrill you. Reaction pretty much guaranteed: “I’m so not in the mood. I literally can’t deal with this right now.” 

Then, no surprise: you’re mad at yourself for snapping at the person on the phone. The thought comes, “What is wrong with me?”

A much better question: why do we expect ourselves to take care of other people, to respect other people, and to be loving toward them when we feel terrible ourselves? We’re trying to give from an empty bucket, but it’s spiritual physics: we just can’t. We can’t care about the person on the phone in a healthy, balanced way without caring for ourselves. A more tangible example of the same principle: we can’t give someone the $500 they need if we haven’t spent enough time on our own success, so we don’t have a dollar to spare. 

We can’t give away what we don’t have...

...and what’s true for money is also true for care, love, and respect. We can’t, in a healthy, balanced way, love and respect other people without doing the same for ourselves — first. 

If we don’t see the value in ourselves, we can’t see the true value in other people. If we judge ourselves harshly as unworthy of love, we see others as unworthy of it too. If we don’t respect ourselves, our boundaries, our gifts, opinions and unique ideas, we can’t in a healthy, balanced way, respect anyone else’s. We need to be well-nourished physically and emotionally before we can give



















	We are the supportive friend with the confidence and energy to help someone out of a bad situation. 

	We’re the one with the confidence to stand up in a community meeting and challenge an unfair policy, inspiring other people to be similarly motivated. 

	Through our happy, healthy, sane words and actions, we are the reason someone believes in goodness and hope.
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