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BRIDGET FONDA

MODEL, IT-GIRL
I THOUGHT I WOULD HELP OUT CLAUDIA SINCE SHE

REALLY WANTS TO BE A BLOGGER. I HELPED GUIDE HER
THROUGH MANY PHOTOS, TO MAKE SURE EACH ARE

PLEASING TO THE EYE AND ENJOYABLE.

BRIGITTE BARDOT

INTERNATIONAL ICON
PARDON MY ENGLISH, TRUTHFULLY I DO NOT HAVE A

TASTE FOR IT. THOUGH I THOUGHT I WOULD SAY HELLO,
AND LET EVERYONE KNOW HOW PROUD I AM OF
CLAUDIA AND HER EFFORTS TO MAKE THIS ALL COME

TOGETHER, BONSOIR!

BRIDGET JONES

AMERICAN SWEETHEART
MAKE SURE YOU ALL COME HERE AND DOWNLOAD A

NEW LOOK-BOOK EVERY MONTH! OR WHENEVER
CLAUDIA PUTS A NEW ONE UP ON THE WEB! I SPENT A
LOT OF TIME CONSULTING HER ON ETHICS AND THIS

DESIGN, EMOTIONALLY MORE THAN ARTISTICALLY.



FROM THE EDITOR

With this attempt, I hope you all get a closer look at who I am. This Look Book is a
diary of sorts, creating a little world month after month to gently remind me oflife’s
beauty and how important it is to take a breath and jot it all down. Throughout every
page, you'll digest my two cents on just about everything. I've learned it is important to

romanticize all the occasions in life, from work to pleasure, I seck only joy.

We wonder what’s the price for joy, simple joy. Is it bought for one and sold for
two? How much of a deal am I getting? With Blahniks on my feet, it’s safe to say I've been
around so I know joy couldn’t come cheap though I'd love to know the real cost.

Until next time.

BEST REGARD
Clawdia Clark
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“DON’T WRECK A SUBLIME CHOCOLATE EXPERIENCE BY FEELING GUILTY.

CHOCOLATE ISN'T LIKE PREMARITAL SEX. IT WILL NOT MAKE YOU PREGNANT.

AND IT ALWAYS FEELS GOOD.”

When I was a teenager, I had a cellphone

that was a piece of shit. I could slam it

on the ground, and the most that would

happen was the battery would fall out. I
would dust it off and pop it back in like it was
a Nintendo video game. The phone never
seemed to have a signal to text anyone or call
my mom if T lost her in the middle of the

mall.

And to think my phone now rules my world,

the bane of my existence, attached to every

little web that determines my next move.
Today, just from a phone, fortunes are made
from rise to fall — well-beings are destroyed,
and life becomes meaningless. In recent
times, there has been a lack of reaction for
many things on my side of the fence. When I
hear of troubling news, my brows rise, the
adrenaline rushes in -- but only stays for three
seconds tops. I have found myselfin a deep
dream, lost in an emotionless world, swiping

phones endlessly with sanitized fingertips.
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There is a coldness now; I feel the world has
lost its grip in this machined society, content,
margins, tears, laughter; a fun-filled haze of
chaos. I haven’t been around for the last
couple hundred years, so I wouldn’t know if
the past upstages the present times. Nostalgia
could only be an illusion as well.

I could be nothing but a complainer
afraid of what's to come with minimal
knowledge of history. I suppose I am afraid of
all the opportunity, the potential to be

anything and do everything; especially when

you have access to things that were once a
luxury. These days my belly is full of options
— I question if I should fear if the
gatekeepers of the world will one day flip the
switch and take the internet away from us,
something so essential but once a luxury you

had to travel to a cafe to experience.

Since spending some time in
Montreal, I have discovered the perfect
breakfast: soft scrambled eggs inside a fresh

croissant. My life has changed ever since;
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“ONE CANNOT THINK WELL, LOVE WELL,
SLEEP WELL, IF ONE HAS NOT DINED WELL.”

ABOVE
Nails Red...

BELOW
Lips Red...
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I waltz throughout the kitchen on those days.
Now I only experience romance when I eat.
The meaning of it all hits me like a brick,

I suck in the air, and my eyes nearly pop out
of my head, my figurative tail wags, and the

feeling of existence eases me.

When I step out of my Airbnb, the sidewalk
rolls out for me, the air is soft, and the sky
resembles a painting from Monet. There is
nothing to complain about, so long as 'm
never on an empty stomach. When I wake up
hungry, ’'m back in the matrix; I can see the
ugly in the world, the lack of contrast, the
smell of my morning breath, my hair looks
beyond repair, the car horns sound like pots
and pans smacking together, and when I walk

outside all I notice is dog shit. The new cure

to distract me from the world’s new pace of

life has been well-prepared food. It slows
everything down. While eating, I tend to
think less about the changing times. If the
world has gone mad, so be it, but I will make
sure I celebrate it with a bite to eat with a
meal I could never create in my own kitchen;
ingredients that would be hard to findin a
grocery store, a dish that deserves applause or
a kiss. I can see more clearly now since
spending some time outside of America;
there are much more developed worlds — I
was a fool to think I was in a place that was
the center of the universe. New York can
seem to be a statement people think: Well, I
live in an expensive city, a lofty one that holds
a weight on my shoulders, yet here I am
thriving, walking in central park in a two

thousand dollar coat.
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CALL ME WHAT YOU WANT

BUT...

DON’T CALL ME WHEN I AM EATING...

“I AM NOT A GLUTTON - I AM AN EXPLORER OF FOOD."

I think the place is Instagram before
Instagram. Although I will be returning, I
think some much-needed time away is well
overdue. I have lost my sense of romance

while on the east coast, I’ve become slow to

react to movies, world news, even babies

don’t excite me anymore.

I’ve been healing with eggs Benedict and
French shortbread with an old flame I met in

Montreal a couple of years ago.
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We reunited at Cinema du Parc to
watch French Dispatch, a Wes
Anderson film. This is when I fell
in love with life again, my candle
that burned out from both ends

was reignited.

I felt rich in that theater while
doing my best to wrap my head
around the film's plot. My old
flame would go on and on in my
ear whispering about nothing, his
confusions, his critiques on the
obscurity or the lack of
explanation. He wasn’t aware
that I was in a closed-off paradise,
secluded in a world with whom

seemed to be “the chosen few.” I

felt so lucky, so zestful in this new .
Y> longer have the desire to be one. I
developed world where it is a ABOVE .
Artis for the eyes. still have no answers, but I know

standard for locals to speak more . .
for certain these questions are

than one language. . 1
guag BELOW nothing like wishing you were

So open them...

This new life that T had was taller or skinnier.
nothing but usual for my old When you’re an expatriate you

flame. I was jealous but lucky at feel out of place, and the only way

the same time. Jealous that [ had A R T I ST S out s lots of paperwork, learning

missed out for so long but lucky a new language and way of being

w H O M A K E until all the people you once

knew distance themselves from

theater and headed for a bite to " P I E C E S n you — placing you in a new box

eat. I was mainly in my head,

to have had a taste. I dug deeper

into this feeling while we left the

in their minds. I have yet to find

questioning what is to be .
my concrete answer if

“American” and why do I no
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“out of the country” for good will be the best
decision; I have more growing to do that

involves much more eating.

I can now say I have a healthy
relationship with food; after all, I love it. It
makes me see things that I couldn’t before, I
become renewed — much more than
restored. There is a sort of introspection to it
all, you want to find the root of more things,
constructively, you become sick of sob stories

and FOMO. Later in the evening, the two of

us discussed our childhood and our favorite
meals. I told him in confidence that when I
was a child, I had 20-20 vision. But later on in
life, I learned that all T had was eyesight and
no vision at all. I could only see what was in
front of me, anything further — or what
would involve an imagination was out of the
question. I mentioned how when I was ten, I
purposely failed an eye test for attention even
though I could see as clear as crystal. It was
my third time doing this, the first time at s,

the second time at 7, and the third time led to

“I HATE PEOPLE WHO ARE NOT SERIOUS ABOUT MEALS. IT IS SO SHALLOW
OF THEM.”

a pair of glasses. I would never wear them; the
glasses didn’t suit me, all they did was make
things blurry, my present and my future. I
expressed that when looking back on that
moment, the attention I was looking for were
answers to questions I was too young to

articulate.

Instead, I was stuck with glasses, a “four-eye.”
A pair that went along with sunglasses that
looked like they were purchased at a gas

station. I had zero style, but I did my best for

a ten-year-old. I had a crush on a boy that
wore the geekiest looking things, and I
needed some easy material to build rapport; I
thought having a pair would do me some
good. Eventually, I threw them away, never to
make a connection until in Montreal.

I'sat back and let my old flame do the
talking, I began to stuft my face some more,
and all the colors in the room intensified, my
sense of smell sharpened, and there was no
longer a desire to reach for something that

wasn't there.
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LEFT
Waiting for food.

RIGHT
Enjoying the food.

BELOW

Dreaming of more.
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I had officially found contentment and clarity, and
surprisingly enough it wasn't at the bottom of my wine glass.
I had reunited with my true self at the restaurant, going
turther into detail about films that have shaped me as I've
grown all the while getting closer to the reason for my urge to

leave the country.

America has made me so judgmental I'm prepared to judge
anyone that comes my way, harshly upfront, scanning them
like they come with a barcode. Some would think it’s a

defense mechanism. Others don’t care what it is; they only

prefer me to stop altogether, but I have no time for a shrink

or the patience to stop; I can only carry on doing what “suits”

me best.

AT o g o o

EAVELL[NI 1914-2014 Perhaps all of us have a role in society; some are meant to

enjoy what others create, some are meant to destroy what

others have built, with the tiniest little sliver of people that
judge all of it. They only see what they prefer not to see until

something puts a smile on their faces every once in a while.

I have had enough of this reality, as well as the role; I can no
longer sit back at a restaurant with my legs crossed, proud to
| be a pseudo-intellectual, it has eaten at me long enough. My

old flame and I came to a conclusion over dinner; food, the

"IN
,. TERNM IONéL POSTAGE 3:_3 right food, changes everything. Your IQ is bumped up at least

a couple of points after a proper meal. I began to sit back and
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think of what would have happened if T had

continued to eat like shit every day, as well as what

would have happened to me if I had learned this
sooner. Would I have a better life? Would life have

been easier? Would it make judging people and

things more effortless? Would I never leave New
York and be thriving somewhere in the villages,
richer than ever, larger than life with sight and
vision and everything in between? I thought more

about this over dessert...
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The following morning, I woke up
I later in the day on an empty stomach.
I turned over, ready to bite the head
oft of the first person I saw; I felt like a
vampire only pleasant to be around when
satiated. I thought to get up and make myself a
small batch of soft scrambled eggs with feta
cheese, onions, and chives, but it was best to go

for a walk and change my mood with pleasant

thoughts before stuffing my face.

I noticed I walked differently, in more of a
hurry, feeling bothered in a sense, paying more
attention to what could be done rather than
what was already been accomplished. I wasn't
able to marvel at the architecture like I would
when my stomach was full. I laughed realizing I
was looking at life the same as I once did in New
York. While in New York, I would problem
solve on each block, considering a more practical
approach to recycling and what to do with the

piles of trash that fell over into the streets.
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J,fThere seems to be no trash at all in Montreal no matter how hard I searched; it was a struggle
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to find the uglys somethlng to give mea reason that I Il never be completely happy or "full" _
with anything. I moseyed about in a park Ad watched the'werld go by, allowing time to :
become irrelevant. I closed my eyes every'so ofen undyl was o longer fidgety or looking back

%

and forth every other second.
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The world eventually spun slowly for the rest of the day. To this day, I still cannot wrap my
head around the idea of living somewhere else; I never thought I would, and for life to be
easier never seemed like a possibility. I would have assumed I would never feel the urge to
explore beyond New York City, I would only soak in a bathtub, drift off and travel in my

imagination.
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I'm left surprised to be here taking my time
while chewing the perfectly baked croissant
with soft scrambled eggs. From time to time I
have the urge to express my feelings with
friends back home but I fear they will never
understand what exactly I mean when I tell
them that eating has given me new eyes. I'm
sure one will only laugh it off and
congratulate me for traveling and seeing

something new.

My judgment was enhanced, and it felt

needed. The world could be a better place

with a sharper vision, if not the world, at least
my own. It was the idea that I could see more;
it brought me to realize that I wasn’t looking
at all. I was underwhelmed with what was
around me, only paying attention to the
things that could give me a quick release or
sparkle right away. I've been rewarded by
traveling, finding peace, and all I want to do is
eat, and for some reason, I haven't gained a

single pound.

- Claudia
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“YOU CAN’T JUST EAT GOOD FOOD. YOU VE
GOT TO TALK ABOUT IT TOO. AND YOU VE
GOT TO TALK ABOUT IT TO SOMEBODY WHO
UNDERSTANDS THAT KIND OF FOOD.”

ABOVE
Smiling is always easier than

frowning.
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