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‘m weird.

I really am.

If In Style magazine were to peg my look, I'm sure they would
call it something like “Creative Casual” or "Eclectic Flegance”
(although In Style would never feature me, because there is not
much in to my style).

What is yourstyle? Is it Disheveled Diva—wakingup at the last
moment, tossing on whatever fell out of the closet, throwing on a
favorite pair of earrings, rushing out the door to get to school,
glossing up those lips in the car, and running to first period with
wild bed-head hair? Or maybe you are a Sporty Starlet—heading
to class in the latest Nikes and a zip-up hoodie that matches the
swoosh on your shoes, and modeling a permanent ponytail hair
crease. Or are you trendy, artsy, earthy, classy, or just not inter-
ested? We all have alook. What's mine? Well . . . it’s weird.

We think of fashion as our style, but ¢’'mon, our style is so
much more than that. We also accessorize with our crazy habits,

silly quirks, and faithful beliefs. They are the accessories in our
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lives people see when they look past our clothing style and into
our true style. The ones our best friends see because they know
us so well. The ones God sees. But I have to be honest. Inside and
out, my style is weird.

In fact, if [ made a list of all my strange habits and quirky
traits, I would bet a hundred bucks that my list would be so long
it could wrap around the earth like a ribbon on a Christmas pres-
ent. Although, let’s face it, the circumference of the earth is
about 25,000 miles. No one can be that weird . . . or can they?

You judge. Here's the short version of my “Why I'm Weird” list:

1. Guess what my number one makeup must-have is? Go ahead.
Did you guess Clinique lipstick? Bobbi Brown blush? M-A-C
mascara? All very nice, but no, no, and no. The one thing |
never leave home without is . . . Vaseline. Yep. Vaseline. | go
through a tub of Vaseline faster than | munch a bar of Hershey
chocolate. I love it! It’s my all-purpose miracle ointment. | use
it as a lip gloss, a makeup remover, and a lotion. If I've got
some flyaway hairs, | just slick them down with a little
Vaseline. For me, it is just as necessary as water and oxygen.

It is one of the essential elements to my look.

2. There is one color that is banned from my look—pink. | really
dislike pink. I don’t care if Teen Vogue says it’s “in.” | don’t
care if Glamour calls it “the hot color.” | won’t wear it. | don’t
like to decorate with it. If pink were a smell, | would plug my
nose. If pink were a holiday, | wouldn’t celebrate it. If pink were
a food, | wouldn’t eat it. It’s great for others, but it’s not okay

for me.
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3. Instead of squealing when a cute pair of shoes goes on sale at
the mall, I'm the weirdo who actually gets excited when the
king-size Snickers or Whoppers go on sale at the gas station.
There’s not a day that goes by when | don’t pop sugary good-
ness into my mouth. In fact, I'm chewing on Sour Patch Kids
right now because | started drooling all over my keyboard just
thinking about candy. | would prefer a bag of Jelly Belly’s over
a Chanel crocodile-skin clutch any day.

BEAUTY TIP

Vaseline Fixes

Okay, you may laugh, but I think Vaseline is very under-

appreciated. Check out these cool uses of my miracle ointment:

- cuticle cream - makeup remoyer
- foot cream (Be sure to put - lip gloss

socks on after applying;

carpet and Vaseline is - lotion

not a good combo!)

- flyaway hair

- eye moisturizer controller

Who would 've thought there’d be all this magicin one little

affordable jar of petroleum jelly?
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The cool thing is that I'm not alone in my weirdness. Every
one of us girls is weird in our own way. Just think about it. What
are some of the essential elements of the look that makes you
feel like you? Does everything have to coordinate? Do the belt,
shoes, purse, skirt, and even the hair band and socks all have to
match? Is makeup a dirty word, or is Barbie a superhero? Maybe
you only wear dark-colored shirts so pit stains won’t show. (Or
is that just me?) How about some of those habits or traits that
make you unique? Sleeping with five pillows? Watching Full
House reruns after school? Always wearing red underwear on
game days? Brushing your teeth by counting to 1387 Not to 140,
not to 150, but to 138.

Take a minute and list a few of your habits, likes, dislikes,
personality traits, and essential elements of your unique look. In

other words, what makes you weird?

My Unique Traits: Essential Elements of My Look:
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See? You're weird too! But it’s okay. Weird is beautiful!

Weirdness is what makes you . . . well . . . you!

BEAUTY TIP

Embrace Your Weirdness

One of my biggest fashion faux pas was trying to be someone
other than my weird self. Trying to be someone you are not is
not a good look. For one, it’s not natural, and, two, it seri-

ously takes too much effort. So embrace your own weird,

beautiful self! I promise, you look better as you!

WHY WE’RE WEIRD

I used to wonder why we are the way we are. Why am I weird?
Why do some people eat mayonnaise on peanut butter sand-
wiches? Why do some people only wear baggy jeans? And how do
fashion divas become fashion divas?

Here's my conclusion: I can trace almost every weird trait
and almost every unique element of my look back to the influ-
ence of someone in my life.

For example, my questionable obsession with candy comes
from my mom. She always stocked candy in the house when [ was
growing up. She would buy it in bulk. She had a fixation for

Atomic Fireballs—round, red, jaw-breaking candy that’s as hot
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as a jalapefo. But because she only liked the hot part on the out-
side of the Fireball, the sweet centers were left out all over the
kitchen counters. Everyone knew that if a little white ball was
rolling across the floor, Mom had been sucking on her favorite
candies. She would pop in one after another, filling the trash can
with plastic wrappers. To this day, I don’t understand why the
hotness of the Fireballs didn’t paralyze her taste buds for life.

And why do I hate pink? Well, in kindergarten I was sitting
on the school bus next to my friend Mary. She asked me what my
favorite color was. When I told her that it was pink, she made fun
of me: "Pink is a stupid color! Only dummies like pink. Purple is
the best color in the world.” That day, my pink world shattered.
I went from being a pink lover to a pink hater. No polka dot of
pink or stripe of pink can be found in my closet!

Isn’t it silly how such a seemingly insignificant event like
that actually shaped a part of me? But those little memories,
people, and events in our lives influence us more greatly than we
think. They can really shape our personalities.

People can influence us in very destructive ways as well. I
have a list of fears and insecurities that runs just as long as my
“Why I'm Weird” list. And just as I traced my weirdness back to
someone’s influence in my life, I also tend to find a face at the
root of my insecurities. These negative traits affect my look just
as much as my quirky fashion tendencies do. After all, our look
goes deeper than what’s on the outside, doesn’t it? It's about how
we carry ourselves, how we feel others perceive us, and the dis-
position or attitude we display. Here are some insecurities [ deal

with from time to time:
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1. 1 expect that people won’t like me. This is obvious in the way
| try too hard to impress people. And it goes back to fourth
grade when | had a crush on this boy named Steven. He was
my first love—after the country singer Randy Travis, of course.
| did everything | could to get Steven to like me. | tried being
funny. | dressed cute. | prayed every night that he would like
me. | thought | was getting somewhere—and then . . . it hap-
pened. My best friend, Amy, told me that he had asked her
to be his girlfriend. | remember sitting by them in church
when he gave her a ring made out of the foil wrapper that
hugs a Juicy Fruit piece of gum. My heart shattered. It only
took a dumb foil wrapper ring to plant the idea that | wasn’t
pretty enough or good enough and that | had to try even
harder to make people like me. Even now, | sometimes wear
myself out trying to come up with something clever or inter-
esting to say just so others might think it’s fun to hang out
with me. Other times, I’ll even tell myself in advance that a
certain person won’t like me, so that if he or she doesn’t, |

won’t get hurt.

2. |l am a people pleaser. | will do anything to avoid conflict with
people. Whenever | had to do a group project at school, the
group project always turned into a solo project. | was always
the one who volunteered to do everything—and my classmates
knew it. So anytime they wanted a break from schoolwork,
they all knew that they could call me and that | would assume
the burden. My mouth has a hard time saying the word no,

and | don’t stand up for myself so | can avoid conflict.
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3. | have a fear of failure. Anytime | am facing a new responsibil-
ity or opportunity, | have this overwhelming urge to run home
and cry in my pillow because | am terrified that | will mess
everything up. | catch myself imagining the worst rather than
shooting for my dreams because | am afraid of the potential

catastrophe. That kind of fear can be crippling.

4. | used to struggle with my appearance. At times, | still do. The
insecurities started in middle school when every girl was get-
ting boobs except me. | was what my mom likes to call a “late
bloomer.” Well, | was sick of the long winter! | was the only
one in my circle of friends who didn’t have anything blooming
on her chest. | remember finding corners in the locker room so
that no one could see my training bra. When | got older, |
focused on my flaws all the time, thinking that | wasn’t skinny
enough or my face wasn’t clear enough. | was never content
with my clothes. | was insecure about my look, and | chose to
focus on the negative parts of my physical appearance instead

of finding the good.

What about you? What are some of your own struggles and

fears? What insecurities do you battle?

I feel insecure about . . .
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Where does this stuff come from? Well, for me, a lot of the
worries and fears [ just shared go back to a negative influence
that someone had on my life.

For example: My middle-school piano teacher was not a
self-esteem booster.

Whenever I looked at him, I saw Beethoven—a brilliant
musician in dire need of anger-management counseling. Even
his hair was wild like Beethoven’s. I cried before every piano
lesson and begged my mom not to make me go. My fingers would
hover over the keys, tremblinglike abowl of JELL-O in the hands
of a two-year-old. [ knew if I messed up, my teacher would yell
and bang his fingers on the keys [ missed. During the few years I
spent with him, my fear of failure grew and grew.

Later on, whether a teacher glared at me for an incorrect
answer or I missed the last serve in a volleyball game, the disap-
pointed faces of those around me stirred up that fear of failure.

So often I wish that what people say or think about me would
not affect me. I long to feel so loved, so complete, and so beauti-

ful that no one’s hurtful words could bring me down. Ilong for a
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confidence in who [ am—a confidence that is strong enough to
stand up against the stones that people throw at me, and the ones
[ think they'd like to throw at me. Do you ever want that?

When I went to college, | met a girl who radiated confidence.
Her name was Melanie. She loved everyone, and everyone loved
her. She was a natural leader who had a lot of friends. Every time
I ran into her, she took time out of her day to listen to my prob-
lems, encourage me, and make me smile. She never wore the
trendiest clothes. Come to think of it, [ never even saw her put on
makeup. But she had alook that said, “I am comfortable with who
I'am. I am secure and confident.” That confidence was a beauty I
hadn’t seen in teens my age. It wasn’t the kind of look found in

magazines or on the Style Network, but it was a look I wanted.

GETTING THE Look

How can we get Melanie’s look? How can we feel so secure in our
skin that our slouching shoulders straighten, our darting eyes
focus, our fears disappear, and our insecurities about boys and
friends give way to unwavering confidence?

I'd like to add Melanie’s secret fashion accessories to my
look. But before I can get what she has, I've got to make a little
room. Something has to go. I go through phases when I am bored
with all of my clothes. I get sick of my look. Anytime that hap-
pens,Igoonacleaningspree. I start cleaning out every centimeter
of my closet. I toss out old shirts, shoes, and purses that remind
me of my old look.

You and I are about to go on a cleaning spree, but I'm not
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talking about cleaning out a closet. And you might be surprised
at how this new look can influence everything in your life. Plus,
it’s free! We're going to clean up our hearts a little. Let’s get rid
of all the bad stuff that prevents us from having a fresh look—a
look that radiates joy, that sparkles with confidence, and that

says, "I am beautifully and wonderfully made.”

It’s time to redefine beautiful.
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