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About the Book

‘For me, the word “bloom” encapsulates the idea that anything is possible when you put your mind to it. It’s a word that hints at becoming who you are meant to be.’ ESTÉE LALONDE

What makes you happy? What makes you you? What defines your style? In Bloom, Estée Lalonde shares the moments, people and things that have made her who she is today. She reveals her life lessons and offers her tips for surviving life and finding you.

Celebrate your bloom story and what makes you unique.
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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO MY GRANDPA CLIFF, WHO WAS ALWAYS THE VOICE OF REASON AND A SYMBOL OF STRENGTH AND PERSEVERANCE IN MY LIFE.


Preface
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HELLO! BEFORE WE START I JUST WANT TO SAY ‘THANK YOU’ FOR HOLDING THIS BOOK IN YOUR HANDS. JUST THE FACT THAT YOU’VE CHOSEN TO PICK UP THIS ONE FROM THE VAST SEA OF OTHER WONDERFUL BOOKS MAKES MY HEART GO PITTER-PATTER, SO THANK YOU FOR CHOOSING TO READ WHAT I HAVE TO SAY.



While writing this book I spent an afternoon reliving a lifetime of memories by going through my ‘baby’ boxes. I never understood why my mom wanted to keep all of my childhood paraphernalia – homework, little shreds of paper with lists and thoughts of mine, and artwork from over the years – but she would always say with confidence that I would want it all one day. And she was right; that day did come. Among the old photographs and school test results I found a list of things I wanted to do when I grew up and one of those things was ‘write a book that sells’. I was an ambitious little seven-year-old. I’ve always considered myself a determined person, but to see this ambition written down from a time I don’t remember was fascinating.

When the opportunity arose for me to write this book my first reaction was, ‘Absolutely not!’ My underlying feeling was that I was too scared to do something so momentous. I’m scared of everything – even filling up my car with petrol scares me. What if I can’t get the gas tank open? What if my card gets declined? What if I don’t park my car close enough to the pump? That being said, I like to challenge myself. I feel empowered by the motto ‘feel the fear and do it anyway’. So that’s why I decided to write this book. I also wanted to make my seven-year-old self proud, and I want to inspire others to take a chance on those things that scare them.

If I let fear dictate what I could and couldn’t do, I would be in a very different place to the one I am in now. For one thing, I definitely wouldn’t have moved across the world to be with the person I love at the age of 19, and I definitely wouldn’t have made my first YouTube video for the world to see.

For my friends and supporters, I want Bloom to give some insight into the parts of my life that I don’t necessarily talk about all of the time, and I want to do it because I owe it to you. I consider this book to be one big thank you letter – I hope it comes across that way.

ESTÉE


Introduction
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WHEN I WAS TRYING TO THINK OF A TITLE FOR THIS BOOK I WENT BACK AND FOURTH FOR WEEKS SEARCHING FOR THE PERFECT ONE. THEN ONE SPRING AFTERNOON I WAS WALKING MY DOG WHEN I NOTICED THE FIRST SIGNS OF LIFE SPROUTING FROM THE GRASS AND I INSTANTLY THOUGHT, ‘BLOOM! THAT’S IT! THAT HAS TO BE THE TITLE!’ IT INSTANTLY FELT RIGHT.



I have always looked forward to the flowers blooming in the spring because it creates an energy in the atmosphere, as if to say, ‘The cold months are over – now it’s time for some fun!’ I’ve worked very hard to be able to silence the static and tune in to the voice inside my head that is always right when it comes to things like this.

Bloom is the idea that anything is possible when you put your mind to it. I’ve done a lot of growing up and a lot of changing in a relatively short amount of time, which has been a very interesting journey. I used to look in the mirror and see an unsure, nervous and self-conscious girl staring back at me, but now I see a confident and passionate businesswoman. This book is exploring my ‘bloom journey’: the journey I went on to blossom into who I’ve become today, including some of the high and low points that inevitably pop up along the way.

I’ll be talking about the things that make me excited to be alive, such as travel, friends and family, as well as beauty and fashion that, to me, are more than meets the eye. I want to express why these things are so meaningful and hopefully my experiences will help others on their own paths. Everyone has their own lane and their own track, and I’m interested in making that journey as fulfilling as possible.

I wanted to write a book that was honest and that people of all ages could relate to. Bloom is for teens who are working through their own bloom story now; I know I would have found a book like this helpful when I was younger and I hope that sharing some personal stories will encourage a younger audience to keep doing their best at whatever their passions are. But Bloom is also for women who might recognize their younger selves in parts of my journey. Sometimes it can be a wonderful thing to walk down memory lane and give yourself a pat on the back for all of the cool things you have accomplished.

Bloom is a snapshot of where I am now in my life. It’s the beginning of a very long journey that I’m so excited to be on. Bloom is where I’ve been – and I’m looking forward to where I’m going.
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Life is all about balance and I’ve learned that if things in my life are unbalanced, my emotions will be too. I want to live the kind of life that I look back on and think, ‘Well done for doing whatever the hell you wanted to do.’ I want to live a life free of limitations and filled with happiness.



I am not always a positive and upbeat person, but I focus on trying to be as positive as I can be without ignoring my feelings. I’m convinced that super positive and perky people are all ignoring their inner grumps, whereas I embrace the fact that sometimes it’s good to be a moody old bat.

I grew up with my grandparents always being around, which helped shape my outlook on the world; they taught me to take things slow, to stop and smell the roses, and they also helped me see how the little things in life can bring so much joy.

What is happiness anyway?!

Everyone wants to be happy and even if you think you’re happy, you want to be happier. What does it mean to be happy? I think everyone feels happiness in different ways.

What makes me happy isn’t going to be the same as what makes other people happy, which is why self-discovery is so important. For a long time I tried mimicking the things that made other people happy, such as going out to fancy restaurants or getting dressed up and going to a swanky event, but those things don’t make me truly happy. Sure, they’re cool experiences, but what about the everyday stuff?
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Legal highs

You don’t always need grand gestures to make you feel better about life. I’ve worked out ways to appreciate the moment I am in, to help me focus on positive things rather than the things that weigh me down. These are my legal highs, my instant pick-me-ups:


	Perfect cup of tea in the morning

	Seeing my dog run around

	Fresh flowers and plants

	Waking up with the sun shining

	Seeing a puppy

	Afternoon nap after a big meal on a Sunday

	A spotless kitchen

	A fresh haircut

	When you put your music on shuffle and love every song

	Finishing a great book





The year I stopped laughing

Talking about mental health is important, but it’s not always easy. I have never publicly spoken about my struggles with anxiety and depression because I was afraid of judgement or not being taken seriously. It’s something that I always considered to be very personal, but I’ve learned that talking about these experiences can be very helpful to other people. If my story can make someone feel like they’re not alone or that there is a light at the end of the tunnel, then I consider it my obligation to be open about it.

As you will gather from reading this book, I am a very anxious little creature. It’s in my nature to be worried and I get worked up about small things very easily. I guess it’s one of my endearing qualities (at least that’s what other people tell me), but I think a lot of people don’t know the extent to which anxiety has affected my life. To me, anxiety feels like that uneasiness you get in your stomach just as you’re about to go around a loop on a rollercoaster, but sometimes it hits for what seems like no reason at all. I’ve had to cancel many events because I physically couldn’t get myself there. It’s a type of fear that paralyses you even though you know it’s irrational.

I remember getting my first panic attack in the hallway of my high school and thinking I was going to die right then and there. Everyone experiences panic attacks differently, but I personally lose the ability to breathe and talk for what feels like an eternity. It is very frightening, especially when you have no idea why it’s happening or when it’s going to hit you. I told my mom about my panic attacks and she thought I was being dramatic. To be fair to her, I am very dramatic and, at times, a hypochondriac, but this was very real. I suffered in silence with my anxiety for a number of years and figured out ways to deal with it to make it a little easier. Years later, my mom and I were driving down the street during one of my trips back to Canada. It was a totally ordinary day until my mom started breathing very heavily and had to pull over. As someone who has had anxiety attacks regularly for years, I somehow did not put the pieces together that my own mother was experiencing a panic attack for the first time. I spoke to her calmly and we both thought that maybe she just needed to go home and get some sleep, so we cancelled our plans and, once home, I took her up to her bedroom. She seemed so fragile and I had absolutely no idea what was wrong.

A few minutes later I went back to check on her and she looked terrified. Sobbing, she grabbed me as tight as she could. At this point I was scared as well and I didn’t know what else to do but take her to the hospital. We got into the emergency room and as I was filling out the paperwork I glanced over to see how she was doing – and what I saw will haunt me for ever. Her neck was no longer supporting her head, her eyes had rolled back inside her head and she was beginning to convulse.

I dropped the clipboard and ran over to her screaming. ‘She’s having a stroke!’ I shouted, ‘Somebody help!’ The nurses ignored me and no one around me was alarmed; it was the most surreal thing I have ever experienced. It felt like a nightmare. I noticed a doctor walking through the corridor, so I ran towards her and physically pulled her towards my mother. She wasn’t responding to any questions, but after two to three minutes (it felt like years) my mom made eye contact with me. She was looking at me, but it was like she wasn’t there at all.

Time stood still as I tried to make sense of it all. The doctor told me not to worry as we wheeled her into a private room; apparently it was just a panic attack. So that, ladies and gentlemen, is what a panic attack can be like.

My mom is still shocked that all of that happened to her, but now she understands anxiety and what it can entail. After that ordeal she told me that she couldn’t believe that is what I had been dealing with for years, but I assured her that my anxiety never got to that level of scary. Even I didn’t know that was possible. Thankfully my mom is okay now, and my own anxiety is much more under control and no longer dictates how I live my life.

Learning to manage my anxiety took time, support and finding the courage to try to overcome it. It also took me reaching rock bottom after months of struggling to cope with depression by myself.

My move to England was a very confusing time because, while on paper I should have been happy, I was hurting so much mentally and emotionally. They say you should do one thing per day that scares you. Well, when I moved to England I was doing about 50 things a day that terrified me. It probably took me about two years to fully acclimatize to British culture after my initial move to Cambridge.

I was battling with what I considered the loss of my old life. I had a few part-time jobs, but I wasn’t emotionally stable enough to take on much more than that. All of my work contracts were for very minimal hours; for instance, just working on Saturdays, usually for four-hour shifts at the most. I was very fragile and left work crying at least three times because my manager had raised his voice at me. It was such a contrast to my old job in Canada where I was super close with everyone I worked with.

Once Aslan walked me to work one Saturday and as soon as I saw the shop I burst into tears and refused to go inside. My anxiety was sky high and I just couldn’t take another day. My hands were shaking, I felt dizzy, I was upset, and just generally felt sad and scared. Poor Aslan; I don’t think he knew how difficult I was finding the transition until that morning. He hugged me and we walked back to our flat together where he made me a cup of tea and we watched some good old morning TV. I felt much better.

Sometimes I wouldn’t leave the flat for two weeks because I was so scared to face the outdoors. Fear is a funny thing because sometimes you can feel afraid even when there’s not necessarily anything to be scared of. The best way I can describe the fear that anxiety brings to someone who has not experienced it is this: you know the phrase ‘I’ve got a bad feeling about this’? Well that’s how I felt constantly. I wasn’t sure what could go wrong, but I knew there was a chance something horrible could happen. What if I went outside and someone got hit by a car? What would I do? What if my mobile phone didn’t have reception and I couldn’t call for help? What if I didn’t know what street I was on and I couldn’t give the ambulance driver directions? These types of fear-driven thoughts would go through my mind at every turn. Our flat was my safe haven; nothing bad could happen there: it was my base camp.

Anxiety doesn’t always make sense and at the time, even though I had suffered from panic attacks before, I didn’t know what I was experiencing was anxiety – that’s what made it so much scarier. I felt broken.
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One sunny day I woke up with a more positive outlook and I thought I’d seize the moment and try to cheer myself up by treating myself to a few new make-up items. I went online to research which British products might be good as I still hadn’t had the pleasure of walking through the aisles of the British drugstore. I didn’t make it to the shops that day because I was so enthralled by what I had discovered online: the big new world of beauty blogging. That was the beginning of my life changing for ever – the day I decided to start my own blog. But it didn’t fix everything. It’s not as simple as that, unfortunately.

Depression and anxiety go hand in hand, however, I never thought I would experience depression. I’m not sure why I thought I was immune to it, especially because it’s something that every single woman in my family has dealt with. Looking back, I definitely had bouts of depression throughout my teenage years.

I’m calling the time depression hit me the hardest ‘the year I stopped laughing’, because I did in fact stop smiling and laughing for almost a year. I feel like depression kind of crept up on me.

I was very emotional, lethargic and nothing interested me. I felt worthless, useless, I was emotionally unavailable to everyone around me, nothing mattered to me; I was not in my body … I was a ghost of myself.

I remember one day I was in the bathroom and Aslan asked me, ‘Are you okay in there?’ and I broke down into tears. I promised Aslan I would make an appointment with the doctor, but I think I was so deeply in denial that anything was medically wrong with me that I never made the appointment. I had no idea what was wrong, but I felt guilty for feeling so down because I had everything I had dreamed of at that point in my life. I knew I was lucky to have the life I had, but for some reason none of that mattered. About eight months into my low mood, something came over me. I was exhausted and tired of putting on a brave face every day. I couldn’t do it alone any more. I felt very scared and looked all over the house for Aslan.

When I finally found him in the shower I ran into his arms, fully clothed as the water washed away my tears. I think Aslan knew that I had reached a rock bottom of sorts and he did exactly what I needed him to: he let me stand in the shower with him and cry. Once he convinced me to get out, he dried me off and put me into some dry clothes. Even I was shocked at myself – how could I have let my depression get to this point?

The next morning I made an emergency appointment with the doctor. We discussed how I was feeling and then he prescribed some medication that would help me. I felt humiliated and it took me a few days to pick up the prescription, but eventually I realized that depression is like any other illness. I didn’t get embarrassed when I got a throat infection, so I should not be embarrassed about this.

Medication isn’t always necessary, but it was the difference between night and day for me. All I knew was that I couldn’t continue to wake up feeling like I did and I couldn’t do it alone any more. I became hopeful, more positive and excited about things again.

If you are going through depression, just know that it’s not for ever. I know it feels like you’re going to be unfixable, but you’re not. Everything is going to be OK – just talk to someone about it.
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How to pick yourself up

Not everything is positive in this life (although Instagram would lead you to believe otherwise). Sometimes life gets you down and it’s hard to get back up again. When it comes to tough times, it isn’t always the easiest thing to open up to someone and tell them how you’re feeling. That being said, I think it’s the most helpful thing you can do. I’m the type of person who likes to mull over emotions a bit on my own before sharing them with others. When it came to my depression, I made the mistake of not talking to anyone about it for a very long time. As soon as I did mention it to Aslan it felt as if a weight had been lifted off my shoulders; I was not in this alone any more.

As well as deeper mental health issues, things like comparing yourself to others or feeling like nothing is going right are also valid emotions that can be helped if you discuss them



An ode to dogs, especially our greyhound Reggie






Who rescued who?












Finding you











WHAT I WOULD SAY TO MY 17-YEAR-OLD SELF NOW



THINGS I KNOW ABOUT MYSELF BECAUSE I STEPPED OUT OF MY COMFORT ZONE


	I don’t like camping as much as I wish I did

	I love drawing even though I’m terrible at it

	I’m passionate about empowering other people to do their best

	One of the most important things about me is that I need alone time to be my best self

	I’m a bit of a control freak, but it’s okay to give up some control




Dancing otter on sparkling water








Me time
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