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For everyone who has spent so long believing their shirt really was blue.

It’s time to see the pink again.
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Letter to the Reader
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Greetings!

A few years ago, I was on a podcast talking about feelings we stuff down, apologize for, or quickly dismiss so we don’t make anyone uncomfortable. In the middle of that conversation, 


I said, “When someone tells you what you should feel, it’s like they’re looking right at your pink shirt and insisting it’s blue.”


The host went quiet. I went quiet. In that silence, a missing puzzle piece finally clicked into place, and a word jumped into my mind.


Gaslighting.


Isn’t that what emotional invalidation feels like? Gaslighting? Telling someone that they can’t believe what they are seeing or feeling? Someone sees your emotional truth — your pink shirt — and tells you it’s not pink. 

After enough of those moments, you don’t just doubt the color of your shirt. You start to question your own eyes. You learn to doubt yourself.

What happens when you spend a lifetime being told your honest feelings are wrong?

Your life stops living in its full spectrum of color. 
You start living in the “Blue Paint” of everyone else’s comfort.
This book is a journey back to the part of you that always knew the truth — the part that existed before the corrections, the dismissals, the “shoulds,” 

and the blue paint.

As you read, you might flinch. You might feel a surge of anger or a wave of grief you thought you’d buried. Take a breath. That isn’t a sign that you’re “too emotional.” It’s a sign that something inside you is waking up.

No rushing. Forget perfection. Just grab your favorite beverage (mine is Diet Coke, no ice please), pull up a chair, and let’s get that paint off your shirt.

— Leslie
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Before You Learned to 
Doubt Yourself
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A short story 
about pink shirts and blue paint

Comfy chair and favorite beverage at hand? Good. Now, imagine something with me. 

You’re wearing a pink shirt. It’s your favorite shade — (mine leans toward magenta). You love how it feels, the way the fabric moves, how you look when you catch your reflection.

[image: ]That beautiful pink shirt is your honest emotion. It’s the part of you that knew exactly what you felt long before anyone corrected you, dismissed you, or told you to feel something else. It was your shirt’s original color.

Now, imagine the people around you — parents, teachers, siblings, friends. They aren’t monsters. They are people you love, but they are all carrying wide brushes and heavy buckets of blue paint.

Every time you expressed an honest emotion — a pink-shirt moment — they reacted.

When you were hurt, and they said, “You shouldn’t feel that way,” swipe. A streak of blue goes across your shirt.

When you were grieving, and they said, “Don’t cry,” splatter. More blue.

When you were excited, and they said, “You’re being dramatic,” or “Stop making such a big fuss,” they didn’t just speak. They painted.

They didn’t do it because they were mean. They did it because they were taught that pink was “too loud,” “too much,” or “wrong.” They were just trying to make you match the blue of their emotional world.

After a while, something devastating happened. You looked in the mirror, and you couldn’t see the pink at all. You didn’t even remember your shirt was pink. You believed the lie. You started insisting to yourself: “My shirt really is blue. I am fine. This is just how it is.”

But here’s the truth that’s going to change your life:

Your shirt was always pink. 

The blue isn’t the fabric. It’s just the paint, the cover-up. 

And we’re going to start stripping it off.
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PAINTING YOUR SHIRT
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​How you learned to doubt your own emotions

[image: ]





​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Pink Shirt That 
Was Never Blue
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The Moment of Doubt
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Someone cuts you off in traffic. A coworker makes a comment that lands wrong. You call your best friend, and they say:

“You shouldn’t feel that way.”

Your face feels hot. Your stomach drops. 

That drop in your stomach isn’t just about today. It’s muscle memory. It’s the same drop you felt when you were four, or ten, or fifteen. Your body is reacting to all the paint strokes your shirt has endured over the decades.

Your body protests — loud and honest. 

Your mind nods along.

And a swipe of blue paint is added to your pink shirt.
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How Innocent Moments Become Internal Rules
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Think back to your childhood. The moments didn’t have to be dramatic — just ordinary. 

You fall and scrape your knee. It stings. Your eyes fill with tears. Before you can even register the pain, an adult swoops in:

“You’re fine. Stop crying.”

But you don’t feel fine. Your knee throbs, your chest tightens, and you’re trying to make sense of the pain in your body and the words coming at you. The adult insists their version is the true one. Your body insists on something else. 

Because you’re a child, you believe them. 

Then your favorite toy breaks. Real sadness fills your small body. You look for comfort. Instead, you hear:

“It’s just a toy. Get over it.”

Again, your body says one thing, and the adult says another. 

The adults meant well — they were repeating what they had been taught. But the unintended lesson becomes clear:

What I feel must not be right. 

Other people know better than I do. 

No one intended to pour blue paint on your pink shirt. But each time your internal truth was replaced with an external instruction, a new layer was added. And without realizing it, you started trusting their words more than your own feelings.

Over time, these lessons become predictable. You don’t think them; you live them:

The ‘I’m Fine’ paint stroke: Used when we were told our physical pain wasn’t real

The ‘Quiet’ paint stroke: Used when our emotions were called “too much.”

The ‘Approval’ paint stroke: Used when we learned that a smile earns acceptance, but a tear earns a scolding.

Each time the adults denied your feelings, they reinforced a lesson:


Emotional honesty is something you hide to stay loved.
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The Body Never Forgot the Pink
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Even when the adults insisted you were fine — and even when you started nodding your head in agreement — your body didn’t read the memo. 

Your knee still throbbed. Your chest still felt like a knot was being pulled tight. The tears were still burning behind your eyes, even if you managed to swallow them.

Your mind was listening to the people with the paintbrushes, but your body was fighting to protect your pink shirt. You’ve spent years learning how to ignore your feelings, but just because you have your own paintbrush doesn’t mean your body has stopped feeling.  

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Your Shirt
Was Always
Pink

Why Your Feelings
Were NEVER the Problem
and How to Start Trusting

Yourself Again

Leslie Lindsey Davis
Author of Bestseller
You Can't Eat Love





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





