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​Introduction – A Letter to My Sisters

Dear Black Woman, the man you're trying to fix isn't yours to fix. 

Not your boyfriend who can't seem to get his life together.

Not your husband who keeps breaking the same promises. 

Not your father who never learned how to love properly. 

Not your brother who's stuck in his own cycle of self-destruction. 

None of them.

I know this hits different because you've been told your whole life that holding things together is what makes you valuable. That your strength is measured by how much weight you can carry. That love means sacrificing yourself until there's nothing left. But what if I told you that the entire narrative was a setup? A beautiful, devastating lie designed to keep you exhausted, depleted, and too busy fixing everyone else to ever build the life you deserve?

We need to talk about how we got here. How the legacy of survival became a prison of expectation. How the image of the Strong Black Woman transformed from a testament to our resilience into a cage that keeps us from being soft, from being held, from being human. This mythology didn't start with us, and it won't end with us unless we're brave enough to name it, examine it, and ultimately reject it.

The roots run deep. They stretch back through generations of Black women who had no choice but to be strong because the alternative was death. Our great-great-grandmothers survived slavery by being unbreakable. Our grandmothers navigated Jim Crow by being twice as resilient. Our mothers fought through systemic racism and economic instability by being superhuman. And somewhere along the way, survival strategy became identity. What was once necessary became expected. What was once circumstantial became permanent.

The Strong Black Woman is a myth that was never meant to serve you. It was designed to extract from you. To make your labor invisible. To ensure you kept giving even when you had nothing left. To make sure you never asked for help, never demanded reciprocity, never expected anyone to show up for you the way you show up for everyone else.

And the most insidious part? We internalized it. We wear it like armor. We perform it like a badge of honor. We teach it to our daughters as if it's gospel. We've become so good at being strong that we forgot we were never supposed to carry the world alone.

This is especially true when it comes to the men in our lives. From the moment we're young, we watch the women around us hold broken men together. We see our mothers making excuses for our fathers. We watch our aunties cover for their husbands. We witness our sisters pouring everything into relationships that leave them empty. And we learn, consciously or not, that this is what love looks like. That fixing is caring. That emotional labor is affection. That if we just love hard enough, sacrifice deep enough, stay long enough, he will finally change.

But dear Black woman, he won't. Not because you're not enough. Not because you didn't try hard enough. Not because you failed him. He won't change because change isn't something you can do for another person. Healing isn't transferable. Growth can't be outsourced. And you were never meant to be anyone's rehabilitation center.

I know you've been taught that leaving means you're giving up. That walking away makes you weak. That a real woman stays and fights. But what if the most powerful thing you could do is refuse to be complicit in your own diminishment? What if choosing yourself isn't selfish but sacred? What if the legacy you're meant to break isn't about how much you can endure, but about refusing to endure what was never yours to carry?

This book is for the woman who's tired. The one who's been the mechanic in relationships that should have ended long ago. The one who's been planning dates because he couldn't be bothered. The one who's been paying bills, managing emotions, doing all the heavy lifting while he coasts on her effort. The one who's been waiting for him to grow up, step up, show up—only to realize he never will.

This book is for the woman who's starting to wake up to a painful truth that you can't love someone into wholeness. You can't sacrifice yourself into his transformation. You can't fix what he refuses to acknowledge is broken.

And more than that, this book is for the woman who's ready to stop. Who's exhausted from being everyone's savior. Who's beginning to understand that her liberation isn't in how much she can carry, but in what she's brave enough to put down.

Throughout these pages, we're going to explore the roots of this fixing pattern. We're going to examine how culture, history, and survival shaped us into women who believe our value is tied to how much we can endure. We're going to look at the ways this shows up in romantic relationships, family dynamics, and even in how we mother our sons. We're going to name the cost—what you've sacrificed, what you've lost, what you've postponed in the name of fixing someone else.

But we're also going to talk about freedom. About what it looks like to choose yourself. About how to unlearn the lie that says you're responsible for everyone's healing. About how to build a life where love doesn't mean losing yourself. And most importantly, about how to break the cycle so the daughters coming after you don't inherit this burden.

I'm not going to lie to you and say it will be easy. Choosing yourself after years of choosing everyone else feels like betrayal at first. Setting boundaries with people you love feels cruel. Walking away from someone you've invested in feels like failure. But dear Black woman, it's not. It's the beginning of your real life. The one where you're not just surviving but thriving. The one where your energy goes into building your dreams instead of managing his dysfunction. The one where you finally get to experience what it feels like to be chosen, cherished, and cared for—not because you earned it through endless labor, but because you're worthy simply by existing.

You were born to live fully, not to save broken men. You were born to build empires, not to be a construction site for someone else's potential. You were born to experience love that pours into you, not love that drains you dry.

This is your permission slip. Your invitation. Your declaration of independence.

Welcome to the beginning of your freedom.

Let's begin.
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​Chapter 1: The Inheritance of Fixing
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Dear Black Woman, before you can let go of the need to fix, you need to understand where it came from. This isn't something you chose. It's something you inherited. And like most inheritances, you received it without consent, without warning, without understanding the full weight of what you were being handed.

The impulse to fix the men in your life didn't start with you. It started centuries ago, in fields where our ancestors had no choice but to hold everything together because survival depended on it. It started in homes where Black women became the backbone of families after slavery ripped fathers away, after Jim Crow made it nearly impossible for Black men to provide, after systemic racism created cycles of poverty and incarceration that left women to manage alone. The Strong Black Woman wasn't born from empowerment. She was born from necessity. From trauma. From a world that gave Black women impossible choices and then praised them for enduring the impossible.

And what began as survival strategy became identity. What was once "we have to be strong because there's no other option" transformed into "we are strong, and that's who we are." The narrative shifted from circumstance to character. And suddenly, being strong wasn't just what Black women did—it became what Black women were supposed to be. Always. Without question. Without rest. Without support.

This mythology became so deeply embedded in our culture that we stopped questioning it. We started performing it. We wore exhaustion like a badge of honor. We competed over who could endure the most. We measured our worth by how much weight we could carry. And we passed this down to our daughters, nieces, and younger sisters as if it were wisdom instead of wounds.

But let's be clear about what the Strong Black Woman myth actually is: it's a lie wrapped in a compliment. It's a way to extract endless labor from Black women while making them feel proud of their own exploitation. It tells you that you're powerful because you can handle everything, but it conveniently ignores that you shouldn't have to. It celebrates your resilience while ensuring you never get the support you deserve. It praises your strength while punishing you for ever showing weakness.

And nowhere is this more evident than in how we love. How we show up in relationships. How we relate to the men in our lives. Because if you've been taught that your value is in what you can endure, then love becomes another arena for proving your worth through suffering. If you've been raised to believe that being needed is the same as being loved, then you'll find yourself drawn to men who need you desperately but never truly see you. If you've internalized that asking for help is weakness, then you'll build relationships where you do all the work and call it partnership.

This is how the inheritance of fixing shows up. You don't even realize you're doing it because it feels natural. Normal. Expected. 

You meet a man with potential and immediately start planning his transformation. You see his brokenness and think, "I can help him." You notice his patterns and believe, "He just needs the right woman." And without even meaning to, you become his therapist, his accountant, his life coach, his mother, his emotional support system—everything except his equal partner.

You plan the dates because he doesn't know how. You manage his emotions because he never learned to regulate his own. You push him toward his goals because he lacks discipline. You defend him to your friends even when you know they're right to be concerned. You make excuses for behavior you'd never tolerate from anyone else. And you tell yourself it's love. That you're being supportive. That this is what partnership looks like.

I need you to understand that you're not loving him. You're training him. You're teaching him that he doesn't have to show up fully because you'll carry the slack. You're demonstrating that his comfort is more important than your peace. You're proving that he can be mediocre and still receive excellence from you. And the most painful part? You learned this. Someone taught you that this was acceptable. That this was normal. That this was what women do.

I remember the exact moment I realized I had inherited this pattern. I was in a relationship where I had become the mechanic, the manager, the one holding everything together. I planned dates because if I didn't, we'd never go anywhere. I initiated difficult conversations because he avoided confrontation. I carried the emotional labor of the relationship while he coasted. And one day, after organizing yet another date that I would pay for, coordinate, and emotionally manage, it hit me like a physical blow: I was training him to treat me this way.
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