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To my entire family, past and present


For all the relationships I had or ever will have


And especially to my brother Clyde


During the time that I was writing this book, my big brother, Clyde, passed away. For me, he was the greatest big brother one could have. When I was little and his friends complained that he was bringing his little sister everywhere, he would say, “Either she comes or I don’t go.” We remained very close in our early years, and then kind of drifted apart for many reasons in our twenties and thirties. In our late thirties we came back together; he became my driver and my confidant for years. The adventures were many. Somewhat wild. And nothing we can talk about in this book.


As you may know, my family was very small. It was just my mother, my brother, and me. And there’s something to be said for the Three Musketeers.


The loss of Clyde was a big surprise, and something that I’m sure won’t hit me fully for a long time. I’m dedicating this book to him because what I write about here evolved over a lot of conversations he and I had together on these very subjects.















INTRODUCTION



Hey! I’m really glad you picked up this book.


People had a lot to say when they heard I was writing this: “How dare you,” “Why do you think you can write this?” “You’re not a shrink, you’re not even a TV Judge.” Well, that’s all correct. I’m just Whoopi, who has a lot of fun and who has made a few mistakes along the way, and I hope to help you steer clear of the common mistakes we ALL seem to make.


I came to the conclusion that for me the things that are required in a relationship are not things I’m willing to do. Wow! I don’t know if I’ve heard anyone say that out loud or if I’ve read it in a book anywhere else.


What I hope, though, is that you read this and say, “Hey, I’m going to try that, it makes perfect sense,” or “Maybe not” and then you can move on to the next chapter. I can’t be everything to everyone all the time, so some of this may not work for you. These are just suggestions.


You can read this book in the bathroom; no one will have to know. You can quote it on occasion to other people who are making the same sort of jumps or “mistakes” that you’ve already made.


The point is, this is what I figured out for me. If it works for you, great, and if it doesn’t, there is always another book for you somewhere else.


So, read on, and I hope for you the very best.


 


Whoopi Goldberg


NYC 2015















CHAPTER ONE



Leave It to Beavers


For the past seven or eight years, I’ve have been sitting on The View, a supposed women’s talk show that deals with what women want. I have to say I’ve been kind of surprised by a lot of women’s responses to things said on the show. And I thought this was odd, because I am a woman, right? Still, a lot of the things I have heard—and still hear—on the show regarding relationships just don’t make a lot of sense to me. And if what I am hearing from other women about what they want makes no sense to me, there is clearly a disconnect. So I feel I have to address this.


Before we get into the nitty-gritty, let’s start at the very beginning. That’s always a very good place to start.


We’ve all been brainwashed with false expectations.


That’s right. Brainwashed.


For example, when you’re watching the Nature channel and see animals that have mated—lions, let’s say. So with lions, you know there’s the pride, which is the lions’ big extended family or pack: the big mammy lion and the papa lion and the baby lions, and they are all together, right? They don’t futz around, I don’t think. The mammy lion goes out and gets the gazelle and brings it back, and she eats first and then she leaves the rest for the papa lion—or the other way around. But the point is, they are one big happy family.


And penguins. You know how cute they are. The mother penguin walks across the tundra to lay the egg, and the father comes and sits on the egg, and the mother goes and swims, just like in Happy Feet. Then the mother comes back up with a draggle of food to feed everybody. And they’re all one big happy family.


You look at the monkeys. Monkeys mate for life. And whales. And wolves. Plenty of animals mate for life: Gibbons and titi monkeys. Swans. Black vultures. French angel fish (but not American angel fish, which seems backward, given the French’s tendency for mistresses… ). The albatross. Termites. Bald eagles. Barn owls. Bats. Prairie voles (which look like little rats). Turtle doves. Schistosoma mansoni worms.


My point is that from the time you’re a little kid, you’re getting all these signals of what love and marriage and family are supposed to be. Some people even bring religion into it and say that’s the way God intended it. That two people are supposed to be together forever.


But not every species mates for life.


Dolphins do not mate for life. They do, however, have the ability to create strong, long-lasting relationships with one another, and some species of dolphin may even travel with several generations of family members. For instance, the killer whale—actually a dolphin, by the way—may be found swimming with up to three generations of family members within its pod. However, these dolphins will mate only with partners outside their pod, in order to prevent intercourse with other family members—what we humans would call incest. In fact, most species of dolphins are very sexual animals and are known to mate with several partners throughout the course of a year. Some dolphin species may even choose to have sex at any time of the year, unlike some of the whale species, which hook up only during their mating season. Not all dolphin species mate equally during the course of the year, though.


Yet, given the mythology of relationships I’d been exposed to, I thought dolphins mated for life. Until I did my research and learned that, in fact, most species do not mate for life.


What you may have noticed missing in these descriptions of animals that mate for life, and what the research makes clear, is that nowhere on this list is Man.


And nowhere on this list is Woman.


We, I think, are the only species that can choose when to have sex or whom to have sex with. We’re not like other animals, who are doing it to procreate and get stuff done.


Except the apes—they love to fuck. They just do. I don’t know why. Chimps and bonobos, in particular. They will bone everybody and anybody. Apes just happen to be our closest relatives in the animal kingdom, which isn’t to say we will bone just about anybody and everybody. Although some of us will…


Anyway, as we look at these lists of who mates for life, we see that humans are nowhere to be found. I think that’s a big deal. Maybe if we knew that when we got together with someone or got married, that it didn’t have to be for life, perhaps we would be better at it.


When I was growing up, there was this whole Leave It to Beaver ideal we were all supposed to live up to. I grew up in a housing project in Chelsea, New York, and there were all sorts of people there—blacks, whites, Asians, yellow people, brown people, orange people, gays, straights, big people, little people, you name it (if I’ve left out your ethnic group, shoe size, or orientation, just insert it here)—all living together.


And single working mothers were the norm. My mother raised my brother, Clyde, and me on her own while going to work every day. She was elegant and smart, but she wasn’t Donna Reed.


Wait, do you even know who Donna Reed is? No? How about Carol Brady?


Anyway, my mother was better than these idealized moms. She was tougher and stronger and stricter, and it took just one look at her to know she was no-nonsense.


And if my mother wasn’t Carol Brady, my elder brother, Clyde, was no freckle-faced Beaver Cleaver… or Bobby Brady. If we each have a personal soundtrack following us around in life, Clyde’s would have been the theme song from Shaft. He was that cool.


My mother and my brother gave me everything: they loved me and supported me and gave me the confidence I needed to go out in the world and do what I do. I felt like we were normal. But for some reason, in today’s world, the kind of family I had isn’t considered normal.


This idea of being “normal” and having a so-called “normal” family doesn’t really ring true for a whole lot of folks. If for anyone. Yet we are told that’s what we are supposed to strive for.


Meeting someone and staying with them forever, or however long you live, has been ingrained in all of us somehow, and yet, up until the last century, who lived past forty? They didn’t have time for more than one or two spouses. They had no choice but to stay together, because they were dead before they knew it…


Okay, maybe that’s too harsh, but you get my drift.


Today we live much longer, and therefore have more time to screw things up, and we do. We oftentimes set ourselves up to fail, men and women. No one is spared… except… sometimes… maybe we give men a pass when they screw up because we figure they can’t help themselves and just want to plug a hole—even though we know there is more to them than that.


As a grown-up, I kind of feel you have to look at a person as a person. Each person is their own special individual.


Awwwww.


There’s nobody more complicated than a human being. Straight, gay, black, white, or “other”—it doesn’t matter. The position we put ourselves in is incredibly complicated—mostly because we complicate it. My search in the last several years has been for how to be in an uncomplicated situation (aka relationship).


As you read this book, know that these are my solutions. They’re what I learned for me. I’m sharing them with you ’cause I would have liked someone to say to me a long time ago, “Hey, think about this!” This is what I would like to have said to myself, if I could have written a letter to my younger self.


Along with, “Keep the bra.”


What I learned is I have to be honest about what I want.


For most of us, when we were little, we had this sweet idea—whether you’re a guy or a girl—that we would have this fairy-tale relationship, and the little birds would fly up to us and eat from our hands, and we would walk off into the sunset, and it would be brilliant and fantastic, and we would be perfect for each other.


But it usually doesn’t work like that, does it?















CHAPTER TWO



I Want to Know What Love Is




Spoiler alert: This chapter doesn’t have any real advice. I just go on a rant about where these crazy ideas about relationships come from. So stick with me.





When you think about all the cultural factors that influence you in terms of setting expectations for the kinds of relationships you look for, it can blow your mind. I grew up in the sixties and can pinpoint, specifically, the impact the Beatles had on me. When you listen to “She Loves You,” or any of their songs, you just want to… well, let’s put it this way: that’s what you want. You want that kind of relationship. “And I Love Her” is also one that just gets you. It’s crazy. And “Love Me Do.” I could go on and on. All those songs lead you to believe that this is what’s out there waiting for you. That if you’re careful and you’re smart and you’re loving, you’re going to find it.


When you listen to any of Sinatra’s songs, it’s kind of extraordinary how deeply affecting they are. Fundamentally, Ol’ Blue Eyes was singing about great relationships or about stumbling upon someone amazing, like in “Strangers in the Night.” It’s what you basically want.


Then you end up with somebody like Barry White, and it’s all about sex. It’s just too much; it’s overkill. You’re just like, “Come on. Are you kidding me?”


In the fifties and sixties, it was all about the romance. All these songs that make us feel such strong emotions also make us think, “Wouldn’t it be great if life were like that?” Think about any of the Four Seasons songs. You want to be their Ronnie. You want to be that girl.


But our lives are much harder and more complicated than a three-minute song.


All these romantic songs created a bunch of hopeless romantics—no wonder the seventies turned into the decade of divorce. The women’s movement and the Pill helped all this along. Real life couldn’t compete with what we were listening to. When you realize that your idea of perfect love was shaped by the music you listened to, things start to get a lot clearer and make much more sense.


This may say a lot about why people are the way they are these days about love. Songs like “It’s Hard Out Here for a Pimp” might have deeply shifted our concept of love… I’m kidding.


The Beatles weren’t the only ones. Think about all these songs that you hear today that help heighten this idea of what a relationship should be.


John Legend has a song called “Good Morning.” Even I, when I hear it, think for one hot second, “Wouldn’t it be nice to have somebody sing that to me or feel that way about me?” The words are “Good morning, good morning, love.” It’s just, like, “Well, good morning, John.” Who the hell doesn’t want to wake up to John Legend singing to them about how wonderful they are? It’s not a bad way to start the day.


Or listen to “(You Make Me Feel Like) A Natural Woman.” Really? There’s someone out there who is going to make you feel like a “natural woman,” as if you were an “unnatural woman” to start with? Or “As Long as He Needs Me,” from the musical Oliver!, where Nancy sings about Bill Sykes, who has pretty much beat the shit out of her, and she is saying, “This is my man, and I’m going to be with him even though he doesn’t do any of the things that he is supposed to do, just because I think that, deep down, he needs me.” What the hell is wrong with this woman?


Think about “I Say a Little Prayer”: “The moment I wake up / Before I put on my makeup, / I say a little prayer for you.” Come on. Really? What the fuck? You should be saying a little prayer for yourself, so you can get through the day. If you’re going to take a minute to pray, pray that you get to your job on time without getting hit by a bus or getting mugged, or that nothing happens to you on the subway or crossing the street. This idea that you have this love, this love in you, and you say a little prayer for him every morning before you do anything else… it’s not really real. It’s kind of wonderful to be in that heightened state, but it’s not real. Maybe I just look at it as a prelude to problems, because at some point you won’t be so infatuated or giddy or oversexed, and you will be sorely disappointed. Which is when you start saying a little prayer that this person will just go away.


For me, these are the worst songs to listen to if you are looking for love. I blame these songs for messing me up, for setting me up to fail. Don’t get me wrong. They are all great songs. I love these songs. They just send the wrong message:


[image: image] “I Want to Know What Love Is,” by Foreigner. Boy does this one suck people in. I love the title—and who doesn’t want to know what love is? But then here is the trap: “I know you can show me.” Come on. It’s a trap.


[image: image] “What a Difference a Day Makes,” by Dinah Washington. So she meets this guy, and in twenty-four hours her whole life turns around from misery to bliss? I can only say, “Good luck, sistah.”


[image: image] “My Boy Lollipop.” Let’s not even get into why she is calling her boyfriend a lollipop. You know what I’m talking about.


[image: image] “It’s a Man’s Man’s Man’s World,” and pretty much James Brown all around. As the saying goes, women today have half the money and all the pussy, so I’m not sure this song is accurate.


[image: image] “I Can’t Make You Love Me.” This song is a real heartbreaker, and Bonnie Raitt just kills it. This song will make you cry, but it could also send you into a tailspin of heartbreak that just isn’t right.


[image: image] “Where Would I Be Without You?” by the Supremes. Hopefully still yourself.


[image: image] A lot of Stevie Wonder, especially “I Believe (When I Fall in Love, It Will Be Forever).” The whole album that this song is on, Talking Book, pretty much covers the entire trajectory of a relationship. It is amazing, but you are going to want to break out the scotch when you listen to that one.


[image: image] Any of the love songs from West Side Story, but especially “One Hand, One Heart.” So now we all want to be Siamese twins?


[image: image] “My Girl.” Providing sunshine on a cloudy day and some of these other acts of God the Temptations sing about is a lot of pressure to put on someone. Do you really want to take that on and be that guy’s girl?


When I hear songs like this I’m thinking, “This is why we have no idea how to behave with each other in a relationship! Because there’s all this mythology about what a relationship should be.” And it is a far cry from reality.


All these songs send the wrong message. They make you weak and want to wallow, and love isn’t about being weak and wallowing. We all have those songs that we love to wallow in or use to beat ourselves up when we’re down. It’s a bittersweet kind of thing we do to ourselves.


Let’s do a little exercise. What are five to ten songs that you love and use to set up unrealistic expectations for yourself or your relationship? Or those that have set you up to fail? Really think about it, and list them here:




1) [image: image]


2) [image: image]


3) [image: image]


4) [image: image]


5) [image: image]


6) [image: image]


7) [image: image]


8) [image: image]


9) [image: image]


10) [image: image]




Now let’s look at movies, television, and even commercials.


I am a huge movie buff, but that shit can mess you up. In a way, popular culture conditions us to find someone who makes us happy which many of us take to mean “Just find someone, whether they make you happy or not. Just find someone or you won’t be considered normal.” That’s why so many people rush into relationships that make no sense.


Women in particular are told you’ve got to find somebody because your biological clock is ticking. Well, if the only reason you’re looking for somebody is because your clock is ticking, just have a baby on your own, because I always say if you mate to make a baby, everything else goes by the wayside. After a baby, you and a boyfriend may end up hating each other, loving each other, or just tolerating each other. It doesn’t matter. You’re going to love the baby, and Baby comes first. If you really want a child you just might be better off having one on your own rather than dragging the wrong person into it.


(As a side note to all my Christian friends, whose heads may be exploding right now: I am not antimarriage, and I am not anti-two-parent homes. Take what I am saying as an exploration of “There’s got to be a better way.” So you don’t need to tweet me, call me, write me letters. You don’t have to do that.)


This idea to find somebody and couple up also makes people who are not interested in coupling up, or who at this point in their lives are not coupled up, feel terrible. It makes us ask ourselves, “Is there something wrong with me? Why doesn’t someone want me?”


Which brings me back to movies: Remember Bridget Jones at that dinner party where she is the only “singleton,” as Bridget would say—you know she and I are tight—and everyone else is a “smug married”? Why should she have to feel bad? The smug marrieds at that party are acting like assholes. Why should she be single shamed? She wants a relationship; she is trying. She is also a flawed human being who knows how hard these things can be and who still has the guts to keep trying.


No one should feel like they have to have someone there with them to show outside people that they’re worthy. It takes a solid person who knows who she is to go to the dinner party by herself and hold her own.


Women in this country feel that they in particular have been kind of set up. ’Cause they think a romantic relationship and marriage are the be-all and end-all, and the things they are supposed to be striving for—myself included. I tried to get that brass ring. Three times! And it choked me. I thought that in order to be “normal,” I had to be married. So I got married even though I knew it wasn’t right. When that didn’t work out I tried it again. And then again.


We push people in a desperate fashion to find someone, because everything we see, feel, and read oftentimes is about someone finding that perfect person. So you’re looking and looking. You see somebody who looks halfway decent, and out of desperation you decide he or she is the one—as if there is only “one” out there for each of us (which is a whole other subject). We decide that this halfway-decent person is “the one” and try to make the square peg fit into the round hole, which always ends badly.


Now, don’t get me wrong, there are a lot of great couples out there who found a way to do it, to make it last a lifetime, you know, and God bless them. Like Anne and Eli Wallach, Jerry Stiller and Anne Meara, Sidney Poitier and Joanna. Paul Newman and Joanne Woodward. Ronald and Nancy Reagan. The Bush families. Bill and Hillary Clinton. It can happen. It can work, but you don’t know the compromises each of these people had to make in order to stay together. To them, it was clearly important to accept those compromises to maintain the relationship, because it was their priority.


I know lots of people who stayed together as long as they could. Susan Sarandon and Tim Robbins, for example. They never got married, but it lasted as long as it was supposed to last.


But let’s go back to the origins of these fantasies we have. Where do they all come from? Music is a part of it, yes. But, again, think about the mythology of movies.


Of course, all this is coming from someone who once facilitated a tearjerker of a reunion from the beyond between a woman and her dead husband in one of the most hopelessly romantic movies of all time! (And believe me, I am eternally grateful for that role, but I’m just saying… )


An Officer and a Gentleman. Pretty Woman. Fifty Shades of Grey. (They call the last one Mommy Porn, but really, it wasn’t about the sex; it was about the money, at least in the book. Not that many people want to be flagellated, you know, whipped, for those of you who haven’t seen it—which isn’t to knock it for those people who do.) Footloose. The Enchanted Cottage. Grease. Twilight. Can’t Buy Me Love. The Notebook. (Or any fucking book or movie by Nicholas Sparks.) Then there’s Rhett Butler and Scarlett O’Hara in Gone With the Wind. Maria and Tony in West Side Story. Really? You’re going to die for love after knowing each other for less than twenty-four hours? I love that movie, but come on!


“But its true love!” some will say.


But it ain’t real, people. It’s a movie.


These are wonderful fantasies about love that rises above and beyond the normal human condition. And we have been programmed to think that this is what relationships are supposed to look like. We think these movies give us hope, but in reality they just create false expectations that will come back and bite us in the butt.


What extremely successful, gorgeous man is going to pick up a lady of the evening off the street? Honestly? Billionaires tend to go for the high-class escorts or call girls. He might possibly buy her a designer dress, fall in love with her, and marry her. (I’m not naming names here.) Think about it, though: if someone who looked like Julia Roberts were working the streets, TMZ would be all over it.


Everybody wants that kind of magic thing that happens in romantic movies. Everyone wants to think that love can conquer all and overcome any problem, but it doesn’t always work that way in real life.


Some of the absolute worst movies when it comes to setting people up are also some of the most popular. They are ridiculously romantic, but they aren’t realistic. Do not watch these if you are looking for love. They might be really wonderful movies, but they tend to lead you astray.


1. Fifty Shades of Grey. The absolute worst.


2. Jerry Maguire. The title of this book comes from the most famous line in this movie.


3. Almost anything with the younger Julia Roberts in it, but without question Pretty Woman.


4. The Notebook and any other movie based on a book by Nicholas Sparks.


5. Any movie that makes you cry uncontrollably for no reason, or makes you look at your partner and wish he would be replaced by the leading man.


Now give me the five to ten that have led you the most astray:




1) [image: image]


2) [image: image]


3) [image: image]


4) [image: image]


5) [image: image]


6)–10) [image: image]




Never watch those movies again. Delete them from your watch list and replace them with something more relevant to real life or at the very least know that they are nothing but fantasy escapism, like Game of Thrones. You can get pleasure from the escapism, but don’t mistake it for real life.


While some of us may think we have a soundtrack to our life, none of us gets our own movie soundtrack. This means that we may have songs that have been important to us at times in our life, our history, but none of us has an actual soundtrack playing in the background.


In Manhattan, with Woody Allen and Diane Keaton, you hear Gershwin in the background while they are walking down the street. That’s not happening in real life. No one hears fucking Gershwin when they are out walking. You hear, “Honk, honk, move!” You see dogs pooping. You hear people talking loudly on their cell phones. You’re exposed to all that. In the movies, none of that.


That should tell you to be really careful in how movies relate to your real life. If you’re attracted to what you see in the movies, and you’re looking for that, the first thing you need to know is that it’s not real. The way you know it’s not real is that no one in the movie steps in dog shit. Chances are that movie relationship is not real, either.


We all go through it; it’s how we’re conditioned.


I have a friend who was watching Twilight, and her husband was sleeping on the couch next to her. And that damn vampire got to her.


She thought to herself, “Why didn’t I fucking marry a vampire? Here I am stuck with you, and all I want is the vampire.”


When she told me this, I said to her, “Really? Do you really want to be married to a vampire who sucks your blood, is dead and deadly, and may eventually kill you? I don’t think so.”


The craziest stuff you can think of has been conditioned in us.


And by the way, can anyone explain how vampires, who have no blood in them, get an erection?… Just asking.


I was watching a terrific old movie, Stella Dallas, not long ago. You have the good woman, and she’s married to the rich guy, but the rich guy likes the girl from the other side of the tracks. They have an affair, and then she has his baby, and then the man comes to her and says, “I want the baby. My wife and I are going to raise the baby to be ours, and we will give it everything you can’t give it.” She goes, “No, don’t take my baby.” But then her maternal instincts kick in and she thinks, “Maybe he is right,” so she gives them the kid.


Several years later, the baby girl is all grown up and going to get married, and the real mom happens to be walking by the brownstone where the wedding is taking place. She stands outside, this fallen woman, and she watches her daughter get married from afar.


And I’m thinking, “What the fuck? Go in and tell her that you’re there!” It was driving me crazy. Never mind that today this would have ended up in court with a paternity suit, custody battle, and child support. But this movie was driving me crazy because what you realize after a certain age, and after a certain amount of time being around people, is that people around you play out scenarios they’ve seen in the movies. And you realize, “Oh, my God, what we see is in us.”


That shit is just in us.


This bullshit even comes from commercials. You see the couple, they are taking a bath together, looking out at the sunset, with giant grins on their faces because he is using Viagra. I don’t know very many couples who sit in a bathtub watching a sunset, but maybe I don’t travel in the correct kind of circles.


What I’d like to know is what are they talking about? Is she saying the stuff that comes in the middle of a relationship, like “Why don’t you ever put the fucking toilet seat down?” “Why don’t you put the cap on the toothpaste?” “Why do you leave dishes in the sink?”


No, she is happy and smiling because this is a commercial written by men for men, and the woman is supposed to be smiling because her guy is going to have a hard-on for the next four hours. So who cares whether he replaced that toilet paper roll?


My biggest problem has always been that I love the idea of being in love and all the things that it suggests. Walking hand in hand, instinctually knowing what the other person wants, and looking up and seeing your love looking at you in that special soft-focus way people look at each other in the movies. We all want somebody who will fight for our love. In real life, we actually have to put the effort out. But because we are in love with the idea of being in love, we keep getting married or hooking up because we think, “I must be doing something wrong. Let’s try this again with somebody else,” as opposed to, “Hey! Maybe what I’m looking for isn’t real. It doesn’t exist. It’s a fantasy.” It isn’t like we are all looking for a knight in shining armor necessarily, but we are looking for someone who makes us feel like the leading man or the leading lady in a movie.


Beyond the pop culture mythology that sets us up for disappointment when it comes to love, the reality is that relationships are really hard and we can all get on each other’s nerves from time to time. We spend half our lives trying to find a relationship, and then, when we finally get one and all of it is right there in front of us, the good, the bad, and the very ugly, it becomes about “Jesus Christ, can you make the bed every once in a while?” Simple dumb stuff.


It’s the little stuff that drives you crazy. You wake up one day and realize, “Wow, this is it. Oh, man. I’m going to be sleeping next to you for a long time. I’m going to listen to you gnash your teeth. I’m going to watch you not clean your hair out of the sink. I’m going to watch you smile in your sleep. I’m going to watch you thrash about and steal the covers. I’m going to listen to you fart. I’m going to watch you lie to your boss when you don’t want to go to work. I’m just going to have to figure out how to do this for eternity. Etern-a-fucking-ty.”


Once we realize that what we see in the movies and what we experience in real life are two separate things, we can learn to change the way we look at things. Most people think that they will find “the one”—that certain special person who makes everything in your life all right. They want to believe love is magic.


While I never thought love was magic, I did think it was going to be very, very different from how it is.
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