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On my worst days  

as a 19 year old art school dropout  

who was trying to be a business person,  

I couldn’t get moving.  

I couldn’t get out of bed.  

I couldn’t imagine that the money I desperately needed to continue my 

business would arrive in time,  
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or that the collection would get produced efficiently and without any 

error.  

I couldn’t imagine how I could get people to like me.  

and not to be dramatic,  

but I wondered if I would ever find success and joy. 

And now on my best days, I’m giving a presentation about failure to a 

room full of talented and amazing people  

at a camp up in the mountains of California while some body has my 

phone  

locked away in a room full of 200 other phones for what feels like 

forever.  

I have thought a lot about this talk in the past weeks,  

How only one year ago, at this same camp,  

two people here taught me about confidence and public speaking.  

They had a lot of amazing things to say and share.  
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They made us all laugh. They spoke a lot about practicing and 

prepping.  

Well,  

I am a procrastinator.  

I wanted to put together a visual presentation for you.  

But truthfully, I decided  

that spending my free afternoon with my dad, drinking tea and sharing 

stories, was more important.  

If you are disappointed, you can take it up with him.  

Last May, after that class at CAMP, that was taught by Marguerite 

Moreau and Chris Redman, I walked outside into the beautiful Pine 

scented air, and said to my partner, Adam,  

the counselor with the big hair and bigger smile… 

in case you don’t know him.  

I want to come back here and share my story.  

Not just teach macrame, but share something more. 
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A few weeks ago, right after returning from a 3 week macrame tour of 

Japan, I received a small package in the mail from the unique camp. 

Inside, was a tiny SCOUT book that they had passed out to us at the 

end of camp (sorry if that’s a spoiler to you newbies..) 

One of the questions asked in the little journal was: 

Where do you want to be,  

One year from now? 

I wrote,  

I want to make macrame costumes for a Beyonce music video,  

and  

I want to travel to japan and teach macrame.  

well,  

I did one of those things, and if any one of you have connections to 

Beyonce, you let me know… 

What I am saying, is that you have to start somewhere. And often the 

place where you begin, and the place where your dreams and reality 

blend, look very different at first.  
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I want to share today about failure. 

My experience of failure.  

About those worst days.  

About the days leading up to where we are now. 

How failing shook me up, it broke me open,  

and created some space inside of me 

for something magical to show up. 

So, I ask myself 

What if failure is actually a series of pitstops on the road to success?  

Today I run a multi-million dollar company that makes the majority of 

its money selling rope.  

just kidding, it’s not a multimillion dollar company……  

not yet at least :)  but a girl can dream!  
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That is just my future self talking…and that’s an entirely different 

conversation.  

Really, I think I needed to fail in order to know what I really wanted.  

And that wanting evolves all the time.  

I believe that failure comes in as many shapes and sizes as we do.  

Some people let their struggles just roll off their shoulders,  

and to others that same tiny mistake,  

same hiccup, same tiny failure, is as big as a mountain. 

one of the many things that Richard Branson of Virgin fame said 

Do not be embarrassed by your failures, learn from them and start 
again. 

I’m glad he said that, because I’m going to tell you some honest and 

potentially embarrassing things about myself and what failure means 

to me,  

and how I kept going.  
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I attended art school at MICA in Baltimore because they gave me the 

biggest scholarship. 

I didn’t really have a plan for what I would study once I got there.  

But it was across the country from Portland where I grew up 

and sometimes you just really need to get as far away from home as 

physically possible,  

and it sounded exciting.  

While I was there, I learned a lot about people, painting, printmaking, 

asian movies, poetry. 

and then I quit.  

Some of it was for personal reasons.  

heart break and learning how to communicate in the world,  

friends taking sides, hurt feelings.  

at the time, those things blinded me from anything else.  

I still needed to make art, just in a different way. 

Leaving art school after only a year and a half 

didn’t necessarily feel like a failure to me, 
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but it looked that way to some people.  

Those same people encouraged me to apply to other schools.  

Some big name schools  

that would look good on a resume.  

I got into a few, but in my heart wished that none would accept me, so 

I wouldn't have to decide.  

And in the end decided not to go at all.  

Was that a failure? That I didn’t finish school? 

After traveling around Europe for 3 months, I moved back to Portland 

with my then sweetheart and we accidentally started a clothing line. 

one day I embroidered drawings of a skull and heart onto a vintage 

button down as a gift,  

and when I gave it to him,  

he pulled one out of his closet that he too  

had embroidered his drawings on. 
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The company called Bonnie Heart Clyde  

was born after the real name we wanted wasn’t available as a domain.  

Was that a failure? 

Or was it some kind of magic kismet?  

A stroke of luck perhaps?  

We could have been so upset about it. but we weren’t.  

Because in retrospect  

Bonnie and Clyde was just not as interesting sounding,  

and you know, built in devastation and failure… 

and Bonnie Heart Clyde rolled off your tongue in a weird and special 

way.  

Overnight, the line became a big hit in Japan, and here I was, a 19 

year old business owner who had no idea how to run a real business. 

But somehow, with no experience,  

we did.  

for about 3 years.  

I got to travel, meet interesting people, work at trade shows, learn so 

many things. like how to build a website 
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what a line sheet was. etc. 

How to ask your friends to model for you  

(a little side note. Gretchen jones who is teaching this weekend too, 

was one of my first ever models!)  

I was sewing my drawings onto clothing that I know for a fact 13 years 

later are still hanging in peoples closets as their most treasured 

garments. 

And then my partner in life and work and love and I split up.  

It was a really dark time, as any of you who have lost your love  

and your work at the same time will know. 

Was that a failure?  

our relationship failed because we became new people  

and it became apparent that the paths we were on  

were moving further and further away from each other.  

Bonnie Heart Clyde folded.  

I had no idea what I was going to do on my own.  
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was it a failure to let go of that business for personal reasons?  

I didn’t HAVE  

to shutter the company.  

He sold his share to me for $1. 

I could have kept it going, and it probably could have become a really 

successful company,  

and Instead of giving this talk, I could be on my private beach in the 

tropics right now.  

Not long after, I picked myself up and started a new clothing line under 

my own name. A line of sustainable women’s wear. 

It was a new kind of struggle. deadlines,  

and sourcing, staying in line with the fashion world and all its cycles. 

And trying to be cutting edge in the “green Market” 

I was an art school drop out with no idea how to navigate the rules of 

this mega industry.  
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I just knew I wanted to make beautiful things for stylish eco conscious 

women and do it in a eco friendly way.  

That shouldn’t be so hard, should it? 

I figured it out as I went.  

But there was something lacking. even with all the beauty, the press.  

Why was I in this industry?  

why was I designing clothing at all? 

I started to ask myself about the definition of failure.  

If you aren’t loving what you do, isn’t that the worst kind of failure?  

It was a thought that effected me  

every single day.  

I thought: 

I just don’t love this. Why I am working SO hard on something that 

doesn’t really matter to me? 

And then, just like a breakup  

where you should have been the bigger person and ended it long 

before shit really hit the fan,  
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the economy crashed. 

I struggled to keep the clothing line afloat.  

So many of the stores I sold to closed, 

 or couldn’t afford their orders.  

I had a big shipment that was headed to Anthropologie  

which was a totally awesome success in its own right,  

but they could only take half of it, and even then, only after I pleaded 

with them. 

I waited until I couldn’t wait any more. And then I filed for bankruptcy.  

I was a 27 year old bankrupt fashion designer. 

Emily Katz the fashion designer became just Emily.  

I had to start anew. start fresh. everything I had thought about myself 

at the time was no longer true. I was stripped of my previous identity. 

I worked in food service,  

and catering 

At the Ace hotel.  

I listened and watched and tried new things, and  

I asked ALOT 
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of questions.  

from 2008 to 2013 I really didn't have much of a vision for what I 

planned to do.  

I felt like I had really failed.  

And reinventing myself took lots of trial and error.  

I started so many projects during those years.  

Some that were crowning moments in my creative life, and others that 

never got off the ground. 

I conceptualized a DIY braid how to book, because I loved braiding my 

hair in crazy ways, and taking photos of the braids and then posting 

them on instagram. And people wanted to learn, so I thought, well 

maybe I can do this?! 

I started a jewelry line called Family Name, that was a relaunch of a 

line my dad had designed in the 1970’s,  

My sister and I collaborated on it.  

and we had samples, 

we had done a beautiful photoshoot,  

we had a website and branding,  
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All the pieces were in order, and still for some reason the line just 

never materialized. 

There are so many places in my life where inspiration has shown up 

but never really amounted to anything.  

lots of Tiny failures.  

But those failures also created space 

for amazing things to happen.  

Like a solo art exhibit of large scale embroideries 

and a fashion show inspired by dreams that brought tears to my eyes 

and connected me to a group of women who are to this day, some of 

my favorite collaborators.  

I started to get more excited about creating and designing but in a new 

way,  

I didn’t really know what that way was going to look like,  

I was just feeling excited about the possibilities.  

And at this point in the story, I still didn’t even know what macrame 

was… 
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It wasn’t until April of 2012 when I visited my mom in Connecticut that I 

learned how to make the knots that today are such a huge part of my 

life.  

just to give you a back story, when I was 9, my parents split up and my 

mom moved across the country. We didn't see very much of each 

other for nearly 20 years. a visit here, a birthday card there. 

I wanted to reconnect, but felt nervous about how the experience 

would go.  

and knew that she had made macrame plant hangers in the 1970s. 

She had made them to raise money to buy a 1976 Martin acoustic 

guitar. 

I asked her if she would teach me.  

I figured that if we had a craft to do together, it would make the trip go 

more smoothly. 

How do you spend 4 days at the home of the person who made you, 

but was absent for the majority of your life? 

So we gathered all the materials we needed, and went back to her 

house and got started on my very first plant hanger. We were standing 
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in the kitchen working on them, while my half sisters were baking 

cookies, and my boyfriend was sitting on the floor, serenading us on 

that very same guitar from the 1970s. 

it was such a beautiful moment, 

and if that had been all that came of that day, it would be a forever 

memory of happily being in the moment.  

We weren’t on our phones,  

we were just there,  

together.  

it was perfect.  

It turns out that the universe had other plans for me and macrame, I 

just didn’t know it yet. I went home and hung the plant hangers up in 

our guest bathroom and I forgot about them.  

Right after my birthday, the first week of December 2012, 

I was hired as a creative director for a local company  

I so excited about the opportunity to help grow this company and to 

help create a new story for them.  
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I was stepping into a role that was outside of my comfort zone, but I 

knew I could tackle the obstacles presented to me.  

On December 12th, 2012 12/12/12,  

As I was driving home, I was involved in a hit and run a car accident. 

Just 10 days after my 30th birthday and right after accepting this new 

and exciting job.  

At first the accident seemed minor.  

The car wasn’t really that damaged,  

But I felt off, out of my body, and unable to relate to people.  

I was moody, and dizzy, and unable to focus. 

I went to the doctor and they diagnosed me with a minor traumatic 

brain injury. 

I went into work a few days after the accident and realized that I 

wasn’t going to be able to do the job I had been hired for.  

I wasn’t capable of multitasking in the way i needed to  
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in order to be the best version of myself. which was what the company 

needed of me.  

However, They kept me on, in a new role, but I was disappointed.  

It was out of my control.  

My body was all: 

chill  

and I was rushing to become something.  

and my body was like: 

you don’t have a choice here. Just relax and hibernate.  

because something big is coming . 

I saw a quote recently that touched on this.  

it was something like: 

There aren’t any flowering plants that bloom nonstop. There is a 

season to everything. 

My body was trying to heal, but I still wanted to be on top of it all.  

I wanted Endless summer, while the winter was closing in.  

I wanted to be able do it all, but it was just not possible. 
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I was in a phase of building, gathering, collecting. sourcing.  

I spent a lot of my time sleeping, getting massages,  

(the only perk of being in a car accident is all the massages…) 

It was a really big challenge to just SLOW DOWN and do nothing.  

to be ok without constant output. 

So I spent my free time instead 

Rearranging our furniture. taking photos. sleeping in. recharging.  

And playing around with macrame. Just for fun. 

Those plant hangers didn’t come back into action until October of 

2013,  

way over a year after learning the knots from my mom in her east 

coast kitchen.  

A group of Japanese magazine editors came over to feature our home 

in a DIY Portland issue.  

They loved the handmade elements we had designed into the home, 

and when they got to the bathroom,  

they wanted to know where they could get the plant hangers.  
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I started to tell them the beautiful story of how my mom and I had 

reconnected over making them together, but they just wanted to know 

where they could get them.  

I suggested they go to some second hand shops, or vintage malls,  

since in 2013 macrame was barely a thing and you really couldn’t buy 

it online or anything.  

After they left, I thought,  

I bet I could teach those guys how to make a plant hanger.  

So I invited them to come back the next day, 

and I taught my very first macrame workshop to Japanese magazine 

editors. 

Its funny to think about  it now, but I totally could have just told them I 

would sell them some instead of teaching. I still can’t figure out why I 

decided to teach them instead of making a quick bit of cash.  

That fall, I started teaching macrame classes in my living room. The 

very first one sold out. It was so much fun to connect with people and 

host them and create a beautiful experience for them.  
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A few months later, Instagram selected me to be a featured 

photographer, and all the love I had put into taking pictures, all of a 

sudden became something I was widely recognized for.  

I gained more than 20,000 followers over the course of those 2 weeks.  

With this new following, I decided to take my macrame workshops on 

the road.  

The local classes were doing so well, and people on Instagram kept 

asking me to teach in other places.  

I had a friend of a friend who worked for Urban Outfitters, and she set 

up 4 classes for me in Los Angeles.  

The very first class I taught on my very first “macrame tour” was at the 

Malibu Urban Outfitters.  

When I got there, the employees had NO idea what was going on.  

And literally only one person showed up.  

But she showed up. She had driven 2 hours just to be there. 

She  ended up with a special private lesson.  
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was that a failure? on some level it was, I barely covered any of my 

travel costs on that first tour. But I was doing it.  

It was totally worth it.  

I know some people who are successful musicians. And I always think 

of something someone said about touring.  

When you are playing music on the road, sometimes 500 people show 

up, and sometimes only 3 people come out to see you play.  

But you have no idea who those people are, or how your music might 

effect them, so you have to just play your heart out, regardless of how 

many people are in the room.  

On that first tour, and on every tour since, that sentiment is my mantra. 

Be yourself.  

Do the best you can.  

Move through the world with love 

there is no such thing as failure. 
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And even though that first class on my tour was a bust for me, for that 

lady who showed up, it was a special experience. 

I saw that it could work.  

I knew that I could do this.  

All through teaching 

and connecting with people  

I found something that I truly loved.  

And now I have traveled all the way to London, Amsterdam, 

Copenhagen, and Japan to teach this craft that I love. 

Even if I bought the cheapest plane tickets,  

and literally ran through airports  

to  

just barely  

catch my plane on more than one occasion… 

through trial and error. ups and downs.  

through successes and through failures.  

I found something, for now, that I truly love.  

And it is still evolving  

all the time.  
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And I will still make mistakes,  

lose bids 

I will still fail.  

And I hate to say it, but so will all of you. 

Now,  

I would like to guide you through a mediation about failure.  

I would like everyone to close their eyes. plant both of your feet on the 

floor.  

Take a few deep breaths.  

Now imagine a time in your creative life where you were stuck, when 

things felt really hard. When you had a problem that seemed 

insurmountable.  

Look at that feeling.  

Observe how your body feels as you remember that time in your life. 

is there tightness? where is it? 
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stuckness, stiffness. discover those places and just look at them 

don't judge the feelings.  

Now shake out your hands  

soften your jaw. 

……. 

Now take another breath in.  

And then breathe out.  

Let all of those feelings go. 

imagine a waterfall of glowing light 

cascading around you 

washing all of those moments of failure off your skin,  

watch it start at your head,  

cascade down your neck and shoulders 

over your eyes and face 

through your chest,  

the light pouring through your internal organs, down your arms 
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through your legs 

down to your toes 

and into the earth. 

As those feelings of failure are washed away,  

Thank them for all they have done to make you who you are today.  

thank all the tiny or not so tiny failures  

for getting you to where you are now.  

Thank the roadblocks,  

and the bankruptcy,  

the breakups and the car accidents.  

Thank the rejection letters,  

Thank the you aren’t good enough's 

and the times when someone else got the job. 

Thank the gray chilly rainy weather,  

Thank whatever it was that was hard,  

thank the struggle and the chaos, the blood, sweat and tears.  

And imagine that glowing light now full of all those moments  

watch it flow away. 
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Now take another deep breath. 

Envision a moment in your creative life,  

something in your work or play that would not have happened  

if something hadn’t gone “wrong” the first time around. 

That missed opportunity that actually made space for a better one 

A chance meeting in an unlikely place.  

Not getting a job that would have made your life crazy and stressful. 

You are free. imagine all the opportunities that are still to come. 

===========(breath) 

Now that you have thanked all those tough moments for carving you 

out, like the rushing river carves through the canyon,  

now 

you are ready for beauty and opportunity to flow into you.  

Think about about something you are so so happy about.  

Something that makes your heart glow.  

a dream that you have of the future,  

imagine that feeling growing inside you.  

let it fill you up. try to see what it really feels like.  
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is there a color, or a taste, or a sound that surrounds you? 

Bask in it and take it into your entire being.  

when you are ready. you can open your eyes.  

How did that feel? 

I would like everyone to turn to their neighbor, and share with them a 

moment in their lives where they felt like they had a failure that turned 

into an opportunity. 

just a brief description, not your life story.  

Then after a couple minutes we will switch. 

Does anyone want to share with the group? 

thank you for sharing.  

Its funny, because in all honesty,  

I actually don’t believe in failure at all.  
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If it weren’t for all the things that happened in my life up to this 

moment,  

I wouldn’t be here talking to you guys. 

I think we need a new definition of failure.  

Maybe what it really means, is: 

letting go of something so that another more awesome thing has the 

room to show up.  

Because, when you have a positive attitude,  

and can truly see the beauty in your experience,  

failing will just feel like another part of your day, 

like my hemp milk matcha latte. 

So,  

Try to focus on what feels good.  

And if you are having a particularly tough time,  stop what you are 

doing and take a break.  

When I am feeling frustrated or things aren’t going as planned, 

I step away from the task at hand.  

I change my perspective.  
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I take a walk, or a nap, or sometimes if the thing that’s bugging me 

feels so overwhelming, like writing this speech … 

and I can’t get out of a funk,  

I just cry for a moment and let it pass.  

the feeling always passes. The sun always comes out again. 

These tiny failures that sneak up on us, are reminders to keep going, 

that everything happens for a reason.  

They are reminders that we cant bloom all the time. That seeds need 

time to nestle into the dark earth before they can become flowers.  

So I thank my failures everyday.  

I thank them for making me who I am.  

I don’t let them rule my life, but I acknowledge them.  

Failure is invited to the party, she just doesn’t get to choose the music, 

or the dancing shoes.
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