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To my husband, Kenny—waiting for you to show up in my life was the best thing I ever did.
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Introduction



Our Pledge


Sis, I know what you’re thinking, there are so many books geared toward women about what to do to land a man. The truth is we don’t have to do much. And the people who write such books tend to be men. I appreciate the advice our men have to offer, but there’s only so much they can understand about being women in relationships—about as much as they know about Aunt Flo or strapless bras.


Sis, Don’t Settle is for women not interested in metamorphosing into fishermen trying to “catch” a man or holding a player captive in a short-lived relationship. In this book, we’re going to dig deep. We’re not looking into how to manipulate anyone into a committed relationship. It’s about becoming a woman with such a fulfilled life that anyone you bring to the table is only adding to the equation. This book is our book. It’s about being centered on loving and growing no matter what Idris Elba creation walks into your life. It’s a road map on how to play it smart, and manifest a destiny that involves ending up with someone ready and available for authentic love—no settling required!


If you’re single, divorced, dating, happily un-entangled, or married, love is the universal language, and I want you to master that language. If the problems in love are universal, so are the solutions. You don’t need a set of rigid rules to win at love; you simply need to understand and apply the universal truths and not forget them when your so-called Mr. Right walks through the door.


Sis, Don’t Settle is a guide to activating every layer of vitality and greatness inside of you—and applying it to the relationships and life you envision. And as a guide, there will be a lot of practical advice on how to deal with peer pressure for not being in a relationship by a certain age, finding happiness in your singleness, Dating 101, how to become the right person to attract the right person, how to properly identify red flags, communication Dos and Don’ts (when to text or call), dealing with rejection, healing from toxic relationships, the sex factor, and much more, so that you stop dating creeps and drones, and end sucky relationship cyclones and roller coasters once and for all. You got this.


I want you to dig deeper into who you are so you can clearly define the life and love that you want. All of us have a limited number of years on earth. What do you want your relationships to look like? Not messy, right? How do you want to spend the precious moments you have ahead of you? Not on flakes. Who do you want to spend it with? Not with someone who you have to beg to be there. When you’ve done the proper self-assessment, you will choose better, and instead of falling in love, you’ll walk into it with your eyes wide open. Make a well-informed, purposeful, smart decision to go down a relationship path with the Forever Love you deserve. Having such a grand vision for your life gives it special meaning. It makes the journey all the more fun and interesting because of who you will become on your way. We never arrive in life. We simply reach milestones. I am going to help you reach this one—after reading this book, you’ll never settle in love again. You’ll attract the love you deserve.


I don’t presume to be the ultimate expert on relationships, but I have dealt with thousands of women on the issues in their relationships—women from all demographics, cultures, circumstances, and situations—during my years as a judge on Judge Faith and Divorce Court and prior to that in my decade-long practice in New York that included family court. As a result, I’m acutely aware of where women make choices that are not in their heart’s best interest. I’ve also been dating, relating, breaking up, and making up for a long time too (before I married). I’ve made some of the same mistakes as people in my courtroom. (Yes, girl, I did orchestrate that full-on search and seizure of my news anchor boyfriend’s apartment, when he was out of town on vacation. SMH. Forgive me.)


You can be successful in your career and a failure in matters of the heart. You can be a smart person in life, yet clueless in love. As women, we often learn this the hard way. We’re all human, with hungry hearts. We all make mistakes. To be truly smart and successful in relationships, we have to learn from them.


My job is to be the judge—and I’ve given raw feedback, served straight without any chaser to people who’ve heeded my advice and managed to change their lives for the better. Unlike a therapist, who takes years to get to the heart of a patient’s bad choices, I call my litigants out on theirs in the moment, and I tell them exactly how they’ve screwed up and how to fix their lives moving forward. This book may not be for everybody. Some women want shortcuts and quick fixes to lock down their latest F-boy—this book is not that. We’re past hook-ups. If you’re reading this book, you’re a woman looking for something different (or a man trying to understand what accomplished and successful women want out of life and love). Either way: you’re in the right place.


No settling starts here right now.


Let’s Make a Pact


Ladies, understand that you are the protagonist of your own story, and it’s time you gave yourself permission to have the love you desire in your life. If that includes a loving, healthy marriage, then that’s exactly what you can have. But you have to start being smart when it comes to matters of the heart.


Sis, Don’t Settle is a pledge that I’d like you to make to yourself right now. I want you to promise yourself that you will hold out for the love you want because I know, if you put the principles of this book into practice, you will attract that love. However, like Mandy Hale said, “Hope for love, pray for love, wish for love, dream for love… but don’t put your life on hold waiting for love.” When you commit to a life of love you are also committing to courageously examining what makes you uniquely you. This then lets you take the next step of extending that love outside of you.


So here’s our pledge:




I am attracting the highest, truest love into my life.


This person is loving, loyal, inspiring, and kind.


I continue to remain grounded and keep my heart open.


I walk away from anything and anyone that doesn’t serve me.


I start over as often as is necessary because I’m not starting from scratch, I’m starting from experience.


From every experience, I grow healthier and mature.


I pledge to live now, not wait.


I am committed to excellence in all areas of my life.


I continue to get better mentally, physically, and spiritually.


I honor and cherish myself and those all around me.


I am becoming the best version of myself and attracting someone doing the same.


For this, I will not settle.
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IT’S ALL ABOUT YOU















Chapter 1



“Just Pick Someone Already.” No!




“Your task is not to seek for love, but merely to seek and find all the barriers within yourself that you have built against it.”


—RUMI




Ally McBeal was a television series that ran on Fox from 1997 to 2002 about a young Harvard-educated attorney who joined a prestigious law firm where her childhood sweetheart and first love also worked. As an aspiring attorney myself I watched regularly—I loved the glitz and grit of the legal dramas. In 1999, in a promotion to tease the next episode, the network ran an ad: “Tonight, Ally’s worst nightmare! She turns thirty. And she’s single.” Ally’s worst nightmare wasn’t falling from the top of the Empire State Building, or realizing in the midst of jury arguments she had on two different shoes, or accidentally cc-ing her boss on an email gripe about work. Nope. It was being single at thirty.


Everywhere we turn there’s messaging being sent to single women about how questionable it is to not be married by a certain age. It’s exhausting hearing about so many relationships that failed because someone felt pressured (whether from outsiders or internally) and made poor decisions based on an artificial timeline.




First comes love.


Then comes marriage.


Then comes Mary with a baby carriage.





I was seven years old when I first started singing this song with the girls in my class in elementary school. Already at that age we were being brainwashed pressured to believe that there would be this natural order to love in our lives.


So when love came (and went)… when marriage didn’t happen (or last)… when children weren’t produced, our inner seven-year-old selves started questioning our entire life’s trajectory and purpose.


I’ve never desired a love that felt like crossing something off a list. I’m a small-town girl but I’ve always dreamed big, and it never sat right with me (even from a young age) that I might be expected to sacrifice quality for speed. I wanted a love as deep as the ocean and as strong as Gorilla Glue with nothing but room to keep growing, and I’m sure you’ve felt that way too. There are a million ways society tells us that we need to stop being so “picky” if we want a man, but I’ve never subscribed to that. Some of the best things to happen in your life will not be on your schedule.


Now before we dive into the nitty-gritty (because, trust me, I have lots of opinions on and advice for dating), it’s important that you know the Faith outside of the courtroom and TV glam. By all accounts, like any girl with strict parents, I lived a pretty sheltered life growing up in Louisiana. My dad was pretty laid back, but my mom? School, sports, church, and no boys was her motto. I was a good child, and so I stuck to mom’s plan. In eighth grade I became a serious fast-pitch softball player. In tenth grade I joined the varsity cheerleading team. My social life went from after-school practices to homework to helping mom cook dinner. In college, I barely dated because I could never find the time. I used to joke that we had 400 clubs on campus and I belonged to 350 of them. In law school, nothing changed: I was keenly focused on my studies and graduated valedictorian of my class. I’d mastered certain areas of my life but, like a lot of young women, I was naïve about others—especially when it came to love.


In my last year of law school, I got offered a job at a big New York law firm. When I told my parents I’d be moving to New York City, my dad was thrilled. My mom cried. Moving to New York from Louisiana was a big stretch for me culturally, and the Big Apple’s social scene was beyond this Louisiana girl’s wildest dreams. I was in awe of the city, the tall buildings, the culture, the food—but most of all, the pace. I would meet people from all over the world, and they all seemed to be racing through New York City streets to the beat of their own drums. I felt a keen sense of accomplishment just being in the mix of it all. Step one and two to acclimating to my new life as a fresh New Yorker were to get a subway card and find an apartment. I found a beautiful place on the Upper East Side in Manhattan and learned how to commute on the train to work. I was officially adulting in the greatest city in the world. Step three was the next big step in my adult life: I wanted to share my new life and experiences with someone special. I was ready for love. I had a list of restaurants that had been featured on Sex and the City that I wanted to go to; I had live concerts at Madison Square Garden to attend, ice skating at Central Park, and dancing the night away in the Meatpacking District on my agenda. I thought New York City would be the perfect place to complete my dream life with my husbae. The city truly felt like my oyster.


After the first few days of orientation at the firm, I went with some of my fellow first-year colleagues to a happy hour. Enter Kevin.


Immediately, Kevin seemed like the man of my dreams. A successful attorney, good looking, Ivy League–educated… he was everything! Smart, fine, and funny (I was laughing too hard at his jokes, though—you’d have thought Chris Rock had popped up in our group chat). He asked me out, and my heart nearly squealed. As we began seeing each other, I invested more and more time and energy into dating him. I daydreamed about him at work. I’d spend hours on the phone with my girlfriends gushing about him. I found a good hairstylist in New York, and made sure to see her weekly so that I’d always look good just in case he called for the next date. (When you stay ready, you don’t have to get ready!) After a few dates, I could already see myself walking down the aisle to meet this man. So when he suddenly stopped calling me, I thought it could mean only one thing: something terrible must have happened and he was somehow incapacitated! Let me get ready to console my man for whatever it might be. What will I say to his poor mother when I see her at the hospital? It was so unfortunate that I’d be meeting her for the first time in such a stressful situation.


Then I saw a social media post of him hanging out watching sports with friends. He was alive. Not hospitalized. Not in a coma. Whoa. After days of waiting, and still no call from him, I started asking some of our mutual friends.




“Hey, I haven’t heard from Kevin, everything okay?”


“Yeah, he’s cool.”







“Um, so how’s Kevin?”


“Good.”





This made no sense. According to The Rules, a dating book made popular by Sex and the City, we were supposed to be entering phase two of our dating cycle, and here he was diverting from the plan. Clearly there was some kind of system error, because he’d shown that he liked me. What wasn’t to like? I decided to make it easy for him to recognize the error of his ways. About a month after our last conversation, I got a lead from a woman who worked at his firm that he was going to be at a legal conference in Washington, DC, that weekend. That was great news. I could go to the conference and “run into him.” It would look like an innocent encounter. I went to Macy’s and splurged on a couple of new outfits, some high heels, and did some extra lunges at night so my legs would look just right in them. I got my hairdresser Carla to give me a good blowout and got a mani-pedi. I imagined how I’d strike up a conversation with him when he realized how lucky he was that we just happened to be at the same conference at the same time. “Oh, hey, Kevin, good to run into you! What a coincidence!” Which would lead to us grabbing dinner that night, and then him asking me out again on our next date in New York. “I’m so happy you were still available to go out with me, Faith. Thank you so much for this opportunity!” That would lead to the beginning of our wonderful relationship. And that’s exactly what happened… though not with him. I’d also end up with way more than I set out for.


One day during a lunch break as I was entering a restaurant, a guy was coming out whom I’d seen around at the conference. He stopped to introduce himself. Enter Brian.


We struck up a conversation, and I found out he also lived in New York. He too was an attorney just starting out working at a law firm like me. We exchanged info, and he contacted me later that night. We met up and talked for a couple of hours. I had seen Kevin around the conference, and he was pleasantly surprised to see me there as expected. He didn’t suspect a thing about Operation Un-Ghost, but slow and steady would be the plan with him that week. In the meantime, Brian seemed pretty great.


When I got back to New York, nothing had changed with Kevin. Apparently he’d started seeing someone else and she too was at the conference. When I found out I knew it was a wrap with him. So Kevin was out, but Brian apparently was in. Brian was tall, educated, and the only person I’d met who actually looked good in one of those oversize Steve Harvey pinstripe suits. So I thought why not? Indeed, he seemed to do everything right in the beginning. Called. Followed up. Asked me out on dates every weekend. Sent me flowers to show he was thinking of me. I thought okay, maybe this could be something. The consistency was refreshing, especially after how strangely things ended with Kevin. But after a couple of months I started to notice significant red flags. One day I sent some online research to his email so I could work on his home computer and saw inappropriate messages from another woman. I immediately asked him what in the world was going on—he cried and said it was someone he’d met randomly and swore it would never happen again. It did. He then became very controlling about my whereabouts—it was almost as if he was projecting his own inability to be disciplined in his dating life on me. I would work until ten p.m. and he’d be angry—convinced I was up to no good, when I was just tired and wanting to sleep and get ready for the next workday.


We dated for four stress-filled months. He presented himself well initially, but in the end his insecurities, coupled with his need for female adulation, were too much for me. So after four months of these philosophies being revealed over that time, I ended it. When I told him things weren’t working out, he didn’t take it well. I soon learned that Brian and a bruised ego just didn’t go together. He would say things like “No woman has ever broken up with me before” as if that was going to magically make me change my mind. When that didn’t work, he then did everything he could to “punish” me. He flaunted other women in front of me. He started telling mutual friends and professional colleagues from the conference that I was possessive and controlling. That’s weird, since I’d ended the relationship and wasn’t taking his calls. And he wouldn’t stop contacting me. I left him on read for an entire year and he was still trying to reach me. He was cruel, vindictive, and wanted me to pay for choosing not to date him anymore. He tried to ruin my peace and my good name at work with my colleagues too.


I would often cry in regret, wishing that I had never met him that day coming out of that restaurant. I had uprooted my entire schedule to go to a conference to pursue Kevin, who clearly wasn’t that interested in me. Had I just let that go I would never have met my biggest dating disaster—I mean, lesson. So those were the harsh realities of my initial dating experiences in New York. This was also the beginning of me realizing something had to give. It took time, growth, and a few more lessons, but eventually I decided: I was relentless in my academic pursuits and fiercely intentional about my career. Why should my romantic life get any less from me?


That something would reveal itself over the course of the next fifteen years. That was the amount of time I spent out in these dating streets! It was amazing to see how the dating world evolved from randomly meeting while out and about or being set up on blind dates (with not much to go on via Google), to the digital world taking over via dating apps or sites like Match.com, to social media meetups. In the end, rarely would people even exchange phone numbers anymore—they would simply follow each other on social media. And if they saw what they liked, they’d slide in the DMs. Technology added a whole new set of issues to the equation—calls turned to texts, ignoring turned to left on read, dates turned to swiping right. Keeping someone’s attention and knowing where you stand became harder than ever. Technology also added two more elements that were game changers when it came to the opposite sex: access and temptation.


At some point I learned through trial and error that patience would be the key to success on my love journey. I had no time for draining boyfriends or chasing after someone.


I told myself it would all work out with my love life and I should live the rest of my life to the fullest no matter what. That would be easier said than done.


What I learned as I navigated the dating world is that my experiences in love—the disappointments, the heartbreaks, and the resultant walls I put up—weren’t unique to me. I was like a lot of women, trying to navigate uncharted territory, learning lessons the hard way, and going through the same ole situations. I decided there had to be a better way than this treadmill cycle of dating. Patience needed to be my new mantra. Good things come to those who wait, right?


While I was proud of my newfound perspective on dating, it wouldn’t be long until I found myself questioned by my friends, family, and men: why are you still single? They wanted to know what I was waiting for. The constant assumptions that I lacked something in my personality or character or that I was intentionally preventing myself from finding my soulmate would irritate me and then chip away at me sometimes. It felt like they just wanted me to pick someone already! I’d been around plenty of women who had just “picked someone,” and I was not impressed. Over time, my experiences would prove the importance of my decision not to rush.


There are few other choices that will leave as many footprints along your life path as who you connect yourself with emotionally, spiritually, and physically. You can pick a dress. A hairstyle. A bag. A restaurant for dinner. Those decisions will rarely change the course of your life or be moments that you regret even years later. But you can’t just pick a man. Not one that you expect to have a healthy, emotionally intelligent, long-term relationship with.


You’ll make all kinds of choices on your relational path. These choices will not be as easy as you’d think. They require you making a decision that your future self will either thank you for or wish she could go back in time to shake some sense into you. If the decisions you make are smart, you’ll see the result in your heart.


There’s nothing more gratifying than a healthy, loving, committed relationship with someone you admire, love, and trust. A person with whom you can share your innermost thoughts and feelings. Someone who has your back and you have theirs. A person who sticks by your side through thick and thin—in life’s ups and downs. Through the fire and the storm. That kind of companionship is one of life’s greatest gifts, and this book is the beginning of your journey to unwrap it.




The cost of that dress? $50.


The cost of that bag? $200.


The cost of dinner at the restaurant? $150.


The cost of Forever Love: priceless.

















Chapter 2



Single (and Thriving!) in the City




“You are your best thing.”


—TONI MORRISON




Singleness is a full and whole experience, not a rest stop.


So say it loud, ladies:




I’m single and I’m proud.


And I promise not to settle…




Fast forward ten years since the Brian/Kevin saga… I was celebrating my thirty-fifth birthday with family and friends and not a man in sight. In the South, where I grew up, having never been married before forty was as unnatural as seeing a dog walk on its hind legs. As bizarre as going to the beauty shop on Saturday and leaving before five p.m. or, God forbid, as awful as Pastor Wilkins cussin’ during the Sunday sermon. And I don’t say this to exaggerate—there was nothing subtle about how people weighed in on my love life. I’ll never forget this one time when I was hanging out with friends from New Orleans who had become very successful musicians. We had known one another for several years, yet when we ran into one another at an event, one of the guys said, “You’re still single?! Oh, you must be crazy.” He knew me well enough to know I’m not the crazy type at all and yet still thought it was both funny and appropriate to make such a comment in a group of all our friends. I’m sure he wasn’t intentionally trying to hurt me, but the comment stung nonetheless, in part because it wasn’t my first time hearing it.


Another moment that sticks out for me was a comment made years ago underneath an Instagram post I made. I had shared a photo with my friend’s cat, and a commenter wrote, “Can’t even get a man lol.” Ouch. Jeez.


I had to thicken my skin and get comfortable ignoring the trolls. It really isn’t anyone else’s business for you to explain your personal life journey, but I know the questioning probably comes for you too. That’s why you have my full permission to answer these silly questions about your singleness with snark, sass, sarcasm, or all of the above.




Why Are You Single? Five Sassy Responses




	I’d like to invite you to become a member of “Mind Your Business Ministries.” Would you like to join?


	I didn’t realize I needed a reason.


	I’m actually in a relationship—with my freedom.


	Why? Well, according to my married friends, it’s because I’m lucky!


	I’m overqualified, but let’s see what the newest applicants will bring.








If you’re not careful about uploading all of those negative insinuations about being single, you may begin to feel like somehow your singledom means that something must be wrong. Being “still single” can start to feel like it’s something to be embarrassed about. Or feel like despite whatever you’ve accomplished it doesn’t matter, because life is incomplete or that somehow you’ve failed if you don’t have a man. Unfortunately, that attitude makes many single women internalize low self-worth. And this is when the ugly faces of settling and desperation begin to show up—when you begin to believe that singlehood is a byproduct of something off within you, you begin to operate as though you’re lucky that ole boy is slightly interested. These messages get nice and comfortable within our minds, reiterating that “beggars can’t be choosers” and that we deserve what life hands us.


Once that cycle of harmful thoughts begins, it’s extremely difficult to undo. There’s not much others can do to convince you that you deserve all the good things life has to offer when your track record with the opposite sex says otherwise. There is nothing your friends or family could truly say—you have to believe it for yourself and interrupt the lies you’ve been telling yourself about what happiness truly feels like. Being alone doesn’t need to mean that you’re lonely, but the messages circling around me were intent on reminding me that my accolades and achievements couldn’t keep me warm at night and that despite my professional advancement I was still “just” a single woman at the end of the day.


What starts off as snarky comments and feelings of loneliness can quickly spiral into a “zone of danger.” In law, the zone of danger rule states that you are at risk of physical harm or emotional distress by how close you are to a crime. For example, being almost hit by a car or watching a loved one get hit by a car puts you in the zone of danger because you could have been scathed. In the context of this discussion about being single, I believe the societal pressures on women to become married spiral out of control, becoming a zone of danger if you aren’t careful. Next thing you know you can find yourself making bad romantic decisions that change the trajectory of your life, all because you were taken in by the pressure to get married or get a boyfriend. I see it all the time on Divorce Court, where beautiful, smart women put their careers, children, and financial health on the line. And though they may think they are doing it for love, it’s not love at all but rather the pressure to keep a relationship, even if it causes you to settle for less.


I want to help all of my sisters stay out of this zone of danger because it operates just like quicksand: easy to get caught up, hard to get out.


Let Go of “The Lie”


You have to make a decision. Make a decision right now that you will reject any thoughts, ideas, words, or notions contrary to your truth. You can’t change small-minded or ignorant people who may think something is wrong with you because you’re single. Oh, you broke up, what did you do now? You still can’t bring a date to the party? Maybe you should try harder. These people are hazardous, so ignore them, please. You should never listen to the crowd. There’s a reason they’re in the crowd. You don’t have to explain your singledom to people anymore, you don’t have to justify it, you don’t have to argue about it. What you do have to do now is make a choice to let go of the lie.


The lie is that nagging feeling that tells you that being single is a season of your life that you should get out of ASAP. It tells you that your really annoying aunt who shows up, along with her watery mac and cheese, to ask you every Thanksgiving, “Why aren’t you married yet, girl?” is right and you’re a loser. You believe this lie even though you have a great career, wonderful friendships, excellent credit, or other things that fulfill your life and bring you pride. Even if all of those things are works in progress, you’re learning your happiness is never tied to anything outside of yourself. The truth is, wasn’t Adam single before he met Eve, auntie? Aren’t all people single before they get into a relationship? Therefore, it’s ridiculous to feel like you should feel bad or ashamed about being single, because your life path is different from what others expect. Being intentional with the way you think and what you say about being single is the first step to not settling. Don’t let anyone tell you what your story should be. You make your own story. You’re not adhering to any arbitrary deadlines. Tell whomsoever asks questions, “I got this.”


Your Time to Fly (and Be Fly)


When I tell women this, they get excited about the prospect of living their best lives in the now. Then they call me and ask, “Well, what am I supposed to do on Friday nights? I ain’t got nobody.” I have answers.


There is no better time to explore and try new things than when you’re single. Make a major career shift, take those dance classes you’ve been thinking about—the ones your ex called a waste of time. Take off to Rome for a two-week cooking class. There is no one stopping you! Go where you want to go. Be who you are called to be. Remember, there are things you can do when you’re single that you might have to negotiate when you’re in a relationship. Your significant other may not find it fun to move to Bali for a year. Binge-watch trashy TV, eat Pringles in bed late at night with a deep-moisturizing face mask on (while binge-watching), do all the lazy things you want on Saturdays and take advantage of not having any other person there to observe it. Go on a last-minute road trip to the vineyard with your girlfriends and splurge on shoes without the judgment from a frugal lover. For the most part your future partner will not be a photocopy of you, and adjustments or conversations or negotiations will be needed, but not right now! Currently it’s all about you!


When I moved to New York, my life became an amazing adventure. In addition to learning my craft as an attorney, I suddenly had a fun life with friends, travel, great restaurants, dancing, and Broadway shows. It was pretty common for my New York friends in their twenties, thirties, and even forties to be single. We were living such busy, fulfilling lives in the greatest city in the world, no one was checking for a biological clock. We were thriving! I worked hard toward the life I had built for myself, and constantly being questioned about the lack of a man in it wasn’t helpful nor getting me married any quicker. People were trying to force me into a competition I didn’t want to be in.


I learned so much during my single years about my independence. (Remember, I was brought up basically chained to my books.) While single, I realized the beauty of sheer autonomy—there were no one’s expectations to meet but my own. I traveled alone and often, to places like Paris, Berlin, and Austria. On one trip, I went to Poland and took a bus with other tourists to the Auschwitz concentration camp. Passing under that gate was an incredibly solemn moment. I had read about it in history books, but there was nothing like being at the site. It was such an emotional experience, and I really connected with several people in our tour group. We talked a lot about how we were impacted by our visit and what we learned. On those trips, I was forced out of my comfort zone, and I met way more people than I would have if I had been with friends or a partner. I stretched myself, became more independent, and in turn I grew—stronger, more confident, and more aware.


Even if you don’t have the funds to travel, there are a million other cool things you could do right at home. You could volunteer to use your time to help others, learn how to cook and start having dinner parties of your own, or take your favorite niece or nephew on surprise adventures. I’ll discuss this in detail later, but this is how I met my husband, and I’ve heard the same from countless other women. They were trying something new and different—pursuing hobbies and interests, living their best single lives—and in the midst of doing so, there he was.


If your goal is to marry, how you live as a single person will dramatically impact your chance for relationship success when you meet the “right” person. You can bypass a mountain of unnecessary pain and regret if you use this time to learn about yourself and to become a better you who will, in turn, attract a better them. Embrace this and choose to thrive in it. Think of it as your prerequisite to coupled life. Before I could become an attorney, I had to enroll in a certain curriculum, take the classes, and pass the bar exam. There were levels to it. There were mistakes and lessons learned to make me wiser, smarter, and stronger. The same goes for finding a life partner. We’re often so eager to stop being single that it becomes a time we dread, instead of a time to grow and fully enjoy. It’s human nature to crave companionship, but until you learn who you really are and what you want and need, you won’t be successful in a relationship, and you will only have wasted time. You will have wasted years of a life. When you’re single, you’re in a special mindset where your priority is you and becoming a better you. Don’t ever let anyone rush you through this—you have skills to hone and life tests to pass. (And fun to have, of course!)


Many of my friends in Louisiana were married and had kids at thirty. It was beautiful to see them growing families and finding love early. But that wasn’t my story. And I still absolutely loved my life. Unfortunately, the world doesn’t always believe that women can be happy outside of a relationship, especially those over a certain age. I still found myself confronted with so many misconceptions about single women. One year my mom’s neighbor had seen me on TV doing legal commentary. During a visit, I saw her, and she said hello, and I’m not exaggerating when I say that the very next words out of her mouth were, “Why aren’t you married?”


I immediately said, “Because I’m living out my journey, and no one else’s.” I wasn’t being flippant. Well, maybe a little. I knew she needed that membership to Mind Your Business Ministries, but this was a perfect example of how even when I was certain that I was living my best life, I was still battling with how to prove my happiness to others. Once a month I would get a comment or direct message from someone who had seen me on television asking me about my relationship status. One woman wrote to me angrily and said, “It’s time for you to get married and have children!” Why this stranger cared so much about my personal life, I’ll never know, but the internet is full of people who just refuse to mind their business.


I ultimately came to terms with the fact that those statements actually say more about the person who said them than they do about me. I had to learn to ignore, delete, and let it go in one ear and out the other. Are the people who are pressed for you to have the status of “married” helping you prepare for what it takes to be successful in marriage? No. So you must not give their passing judgments any power. I was in several relationships over the years and would never post or share about them publicly despite getting questions about my marital status. Why? Because I am comfortable in my journey and didn’t feel the need to prove my worth by validating my relationship status to anyone else.


You’re not on anyone else’s timetable, so don’t sit out living your life because you’re on someone else’s life map to connect with yours. There’s no need to waste precious years waiting on a plus-one to enjoy yourself. If you believe in God, the Universe, or the divine, then leave the life maps to them. They are better than the metro in making connections. Time is going to pass anyway; your life is on a clock and it doesn’t stop even for you. We only have but so much time on this Earth to enjoy ourselves—why not love life for every moment that you can.


Are Married People Really Happier?


I know we’re just getting into dating, but let’s think about marriage. (Slow your road, Faith, right? Well, just give me a second of your time.) A lot of people have marriage on a mountaintop; they are climbing and trying to conquer it. And once they get to this mountaintop, they believe that’s where life really unfolds for them: marriage, family, and security. Until then, they’re striving to get there. Their success and happiness are tied to succeeding at that. Marriage is not the magic equation for achieving fulfillment in your life. If you’re not happy alone, you won’t be happy with someone else either. In fact, many people choose not to marry, and that choice should be respected. Their lives aren’t lacking in excitement or joy, and they’ve found love in other relationships—whether it’s romantic companionship or with family and friends. We assume that anyone who could be married would be, when the reality is some are opting out.


A good friend of mine, Keli, and her boyfriend, Tim, had been dating four years. Keli is an attorney in Dallas. We met at a house party one night when I was in town celebrating a mutual friend’s birthday. I was immediately drawn to her bubbly personality, and we hit it off right away. She was beautiful, smart, Ivy League–educated, and—in true Southern belle fashion—as sweet as pie. Later that year, Keli confided in me that she was ready for Tim to propose. He was thirty-two years old, well established in his career, and they had a happy relationship. Keli had broached the subject with Tim several times, but he wasn’t budging—he told her the truth about how he felt. He simply didn’t want to get married. Keli had spent the last two years of their relationship hoping she would change his mind, but to no avail. Keli ended things with Tim amicably, although it hurt like hell. But she respected his choice. Tim told me he wasn’t afraid of marriage or commitment and that Keli was really amazing. He just knew he wasn’t ready. Anyone would respect his authenticity. It’s hard to stand in your truth when you’re being pressured by family and friends or even strangers who refuse to mind their business. Tim knew at thirty-two what so many people struggle for years to learn: that everyone’s journey in life is different, and that’s okay. He knew that the choice to make a lifelong marriage commitment was a deeply personal decision only he could make if it was going to be Forever Love.


Marriage is not for everyone. For some, marriage is not for right now (they are still figuring out life on their own). Not being married can be the result of a number of things, including a personal choice not to marry! For some women, marriage is not on the list at all. Successful women like Shonda Rhimes and Oprah have talked about their choice to stay unmarried. Rhimes said that as a young girl she always knew she wanted kids, but she never wanted to marry because she valued her freedom too much. Oprah has never married her longtime beau Stedman Graham, and she’s out there getting lifetime achievement awards, running a media empire, and having tea with Meghan Markle. There is no reason to feel like these women are lacking, just because they haven’t married.


Dr. Indra Cidambi, a medical doctor focusing on mental health, has said, “Being alone does not make a person lonely, but the perception of being alone is what makes one lonely.” An Oprah Daily article titled “The Surprising Benefits of Being Single” showed that studies prove unmarried people are healthier and make more time for friends than married people. Married people experience a bump of happiness at the beginning of the marriage, but then it goes back to where people were before they got married. What does this mean? I’m by no means telling you that marriage sucks (it’s incredible when you put in the work!), but that marriage and relationships are not a method of escape. It’s not a way to solve your loneliness. There’s no man who can fix you and, in fact, the wrong man can hurt you deeply.


Some of the saddest times of my life were when I was in an unhappy relationship, and some of the happiest times were when I was single and focused on myself. It all comes from within. So the choice is really yours. What will your perspective be? If I had caved to those people pressuring me or trying to make me feel bad about not being married, I would be somewhere else right now—married and unhappy, or even divorced.


When you are confident in your life wherever you are on your life path—single or not—it speaks to your wholeness as an individual. There is no need to strive for completion from an outside source when you have what you need from within. Wanting companionship is a valid and beautiful life goal. But understand that companionship should only add value to your already high-value life.
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