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Introduction



Relationships. If you’re like most women, it’s a subject that’s never far from the forefront of your mind. You’re either fixated on how to get into one, how to improve the one you’re in, or figuring out an exit plan for one that’s gone bad. But if you’re a black woman, the subject of relationships can be particularly touchy.

First of all, there’s the overwhelming perception that there are not enough eligible black men to go around, and the ones who are around are too busy getting around to commit to one woman. And how about all of those depressing news articles, reports, and statistics describing the relationship plight of single black women? According to them, your chances of finding a boyfriend, let alone a husband, are about the same as winning the lottery or jumping into a pool headfirst after getting your hair done. It ain’t happening! No wonder so many of you are distressed and anxious about your love lives.

Or perhaps, for you, it’s more personal. It’s not that you can’t find one, but you’ve already been hurt by one. Bad relationships have left you seething, pessimistic, and just plain sour on love. I can’t blame you ’cause I know how some of us black men are. We meet a girl we like, tell them a couple of truths sprinkled with some lies, use their car until the transmission goes bad, ruin their credit, get them pregnant, leave them, and start dating someone they know while yelling, “How I know that’s my baby?” or “You can’t keep me from seeing my child!” I mean, let’s be real; it’s no coincidence that several of you have just thrown up your hands and declared, “Jesus is my boyfriend!” You haven’t been touched by the spirit; you’re just fed up with us.

But don’t count us out just yet. I am here to tell you that there are plenty of good brothas out here who are gainfully employed; have decent credit; occupy a church pew for more than just weddings, funerals, and Easter; and know how to treat women. They just haven’t been marketed very well, and you haven’t been equipped with the tools to help you know the difference between Mr. Right and Mr. Very, Very Wrong. You need a man’s advice. You need to get a black man’s perspective on black men. That’s where this book comes in.

I’m best-known as a comedian and actor, starting my career on BET’s Comic View, and then as a cast member on Saturday Night Live for three seasons. For those of you who’ve only experienced my sidesplitting sense of humor, you’re probably thinking, He’s funny and all, but what can he possibly tell me about finding a good man and having a fulfilling relationship? That’s totally understandable. I’m not a psychologist or a licensed therapist. What makes me qualified to give you advice? For starters, I’m a black man. I’m more than thirty years old, a college graduate, and in a committed relationship. And ever since I got my first serious girlfriend, I’ve become somewhat of an authority on dating and relationships to my single, black, female friends. Up until that time I had a bit of a reputation for…Well, let’s just say, being the opposite of commitment. My single friends wanted to know what made me finally settle down and commit to one woman. More important, they wanted me to help them figure men out. They are great women and have lots going for them, yet finding Mr. Right just wasn’t happening.

I didn’t mind giving them advice, because I know how hard it can be out there for sisters. However, I noticed they would seek my advice after the damage was done. They would consult their girlfriends first, and consequently screw up a situation with a man that could have been easily fixed or avoided. Now don’t get me wrong. Women successfully advise one another on tons of stuff, like hairstyles, makeup, exercise, jobs, clothes, etc. But asking a woman a question about a man is about as helpful as bringing a box of Krispy Kreme donuts to a Weight Watchers meeting.

Women need to ask men about men. And not experts, either. Experts sound pretty smart because they’re always using catchy phrases, like “connect with your authentic self” or “a big ego is a no-no.” But does anyone truly understand all that psychobabble? You need straightforward information that’s not only going to tell you the truth about black men and relationships, but also let you in on the things that only men know about men.

Like you, I have had my share of dating drama and less-than-ideal relationships. Because I’m a man, I’m well-aware of the games we play. And because I’m a son, a brother, and a friend to women, I understand how our games impact you. Most of all, I truly believe black men and women can have positive relationships if we take the time to understand one another.

I also wrote this book because I love black women. I love y’all like red Kool-Aid and spending other people’s money. When I was a boy, my dream was to marry the Palmer’s Cocoa Butter lady in the ads I saw in Ebony magazine. Later, I had major crushes on my two babysitters, Monica and Angie. By the time I started growing peach fuzz under my chin, I wanted Whitney Houston—the old Whitney. The Clive Davis–discovered, Arista-records, “Saving All My Love for You” Whitney. Then I wanted Janet Jackson the moment I saw “The Pleasure Principle” video, with her dressed all in black, wearing Guess jeans and kneepads. Later it became “That’s the Way Love Goes” Janet, followed by Superbowl-Sunday Janet, with those…Um, where was I? Oh yeah, I love black women. Robin Givens before Mike Tyson; Vanity—enough said! Lisa Bonet from A Different World, Jada Pinkett from A Different World, and Halle Berry from any world.

Given my love for black women, it’s hard for me to sit back and watch the big mistakes you all make when it comes to us black men. With that in mind, I want to give you some insight on where we stand on the whole dating-and-relationship game. Maybe if I can help you to understand us a little better, I can single-handedly save the black family. Okay, okay, that may be a bit much. But at the very least I might be able to get a handful of women to stop blaming men for ruining their lives when they knew from the jump that the guy was no good, crazy, or still living with his momma with no desire to move.

Consider this book a gentlemen’s guide just for women. I’ll teach you how to meet, date, and have a successful relationship with the man of your dreams—Well, kind of. Remember, I’m a comedian, not a miracle worker. But this book is filled with practical suggestions; some of my own crazy dating adventures; and fun quizzes, diagrams, and charts for you to study, because there’s a comprehensive test at the end of the book. Just joking. Maybe hearing one black man’s point of view might help you make sense of the nonsense that makes sense only to men. Does that make sense? At the very least, you will smile and laugh throughout my book. I am confident of that. Hell, making people laugh is the second best thing I do.

You listen to your girlfriends all the time when it comes to figuring out your man or future man, but you also should be listening to me. Because when it comes to black men, your girlfriends only know so much.









CHAPTER ONE

mirror, mirror…





“Mirror, Mirror on the wall,

who’s the jazziest chick walking the mall?

Every time I ask, you always say ME,

and if that’s the truth, Mirror, then where’s my PC?!

I’m not talking computers or being politically correct.

I’m talking about Prince Charming; should I put you in check?

My good stuff needs global warming, and did I forget to mention

my mother wants a grandbaby, and my intellect needs attention?

Do I need to remind you how patient I’ve been with this game?

Each day you say my man is coming, but each day ends the same.

So stop stalling, eye-balling, and reflect something new.

Show me his photo, his address—Hell, a first name will do.”




“Hold on, baby girl (he’s a ghetto mirror), don’t roll your eyes at me.

Everyday you look at yourself, and I tell you what I see.

You beautiful, you smart, you the no limit AmEx card.

You motivated, you sharp—and your ‘milkshake brings all the boys to the yard.’

You look at me with attitude, like I don’t bring men your way.

You said the first guy was too short. The last guy ‘looked’ gay.

And all the guys in between, you said were too broke or too nice.

I brought you the single schoolteacher, but you wanted the rapper with a wife.

I agree, Mike is a weed head and Dwayne is way too chatty.

Granted, Rick is single now, but he’s also your best friend’s baby daddy.

I brought you the NBA athlete, but you cried foul when he was never home.

So next I brought you righteous Raheem, but you couldn’t leave that pork alone.

Then there was Christian Chris, but he lived with his momma.

There was jovial Joel, but you said he looked like Osama.

Everytime I find you the next Barak Obama,

You go chase some L.A. actor who only lives for drama.

And Jamaican James was cool as a tropical breeze,

But you instantly claimed he had O.J. tendencies.

Hey, I finally know what your problem be,

So let me break it down easy, for you to see:

Before a man can love you the way you deserve,

You have to put aside your desires and work up the nerve

To look within.




“In other words, Boo,

Before I can help find the One, you must first find you.”



It’s a simple truth: Before you can begin to know what kind of mate or relationship you want, it helps to have some sense of who you are. It may seem like a no-brainer, but based on the sheer number of TV shows, syndicated radio programs, books and magazine articles dedicated to relationship issues—not to mention a select group of grown-ass women clamoring for the affection of Flavor Flav—self-evaluation is a basic step that many people are skipping.

A mate is supposed to enhance your life, not fill in all the gaps. Remember that line from the film Jerry Maguire, when Tom Cruise tells Renée Zellweger, “You complete me”? Well, that has to be the dumbest line I’ve ever heard. Complete yourself! Another dumb one is, “I can’t breath without you.” Oh really, now? If that were the case, every time a couple broke up there’d be a bunch of dead folks lying around. Before you get all caught up in some high-speed cat-and-mouse chase with a man, you have to get to know yourself and feel comfortable in your own skin. That means knowing the basics about you.

Who are you?

And before you start describing how you look; rattling down the list of your accomplishments; stating whose child, mother, or sibling you are; or listing all your possessions, take a moment to really think about who you are—minus the various accouterments, labels, and notions that you or others may let define you. It’s not that those things aren’t important, but they’re the enhancers, not the true you.

So, who are you? What are your beliefs and convictions? What are you passionate about? What are your values? Are you religious? Are you an atheist? Do you put a premium on book smarts or street savvy? What do like to do for fun and leisure? Are you high maintenance? High strung? Or can you just relax and go with the flow? Do you always put the cheapest gas in your car? Are you always in the streets or more of a homebody? Do you like kids? Do you like other people’s kids? Hell, do you like your own kids? If you met a guy with kids, would that be cool with you? Are you short-tempered or patient? Are you a control freak whose mantra is “My way or the highway”? Are you a people person or a loner? What do you want out of life? These are the types of questions you must ask yourself and answer honestly in order to be realistic about who you are. Moreover, you have to love and accept yourself—flaws and all. That doesn’t mean there’s no room for growth, but you first have to have a clear understanding of what needs improving.




ARE YOU READY TO DATE?


	1) You refer to your ex-boyfriend as:

	a. “Mr. Wrong-for-Me.”

	b. “the liar and the cheat.”

	c. “my man”—because things ain’t over until you say they are over.

	d. “my ex” or his name.





	2) If you suddenly see your ex-boyfriend, you:

	a. start searching for the knife that you keep in your purse for these kinds of occasions.

	b. give him a polite nod or hello, and keep it moving.

	c. immediately go in the opposite direction no matter how long it takes you out of your way.





	3) Your idea of planning for the future is:

	a. a savings account and a 401(K) plan.

	b. “What future?”—you believe in living for today.

	c. the weekly lottery ticket you purchase from the 7-Eleven.

	d. marrying well.





	4) The man you call the most is:

	a. the pizza man.

	b. your maintenance man.

	c. your dad, grandfather, brother, or gay best friend.





	5) Your idea of a perfect date is:

	a. Sunday visiting hours at the penitentiary.

	b. dinner and a movie.

	c. reviewing your date’s credit report.





	6) Which song would best describe how you act when you are in a relationship?

	a. “Dangerously in Love”

	b. “You’re Gonna Love Me”

	c. “Ordinary People”





	7) “All men are __________________.”

	a. dogs

	b. liars

	c. different





	8) Your favorite stress release is:

	a. exercise.

	b. sticking needles into a voodoo doll of your ex-boyfriend.

	c. sex.

	d. eating.





	9) What you find most attractive in a man is his:

	a. bank account.

	b. job.

	c. personality.

	d. physique.





	10) You currently have:

	a. a restraining order against you.

	b. a child that is nursing.

	c. no job, no money, and no prospects.

	d. none of the above.








ANSWER KEY


	1) a-1, b-2, c-3, d-1

	2) a-3, b-1, c-2

	3) a-1, b-2, c-3, d-3

	4) a-3, b-2, c-1

	5) a-3, b-2, c-2

	6) a-2, b-3, c-1

	7) a-3, b-2, c-1

	8) a-1, b-3, c-2, d-3

	9) a-3, b-2, c-1, d-2

	10) a-3, b-3, c-3, d-1



If you scored:

26–30 Stop, Do Not Pass Go!

Go to therapy, join a 12-step program, go to church, or do something. But do not date. You’re nowhere near ready.


16–25 Almost But Not Quite

You can read a few self-help books (this book counts) and try again in a few days.


10–15 Get Out There Already!

What are you waiting for?





Some of you allow a relationship to totally overtake you. It completely defines you. Once you enter it, it’s like you lose yourself and become an extension of him. Suddenly you’re down to go anywhere he likes to go for fun. All of his friends are now your friends. You dress the way he likes you to dress. You watch the television shows and movies he likes to watch. His favorite sports team is your favorite sports team, which is strange ’cause you don’t even like sports. You never raised a barbell, but because he likes to work out, you sign up for the deluxe gym package that you abandon after one week. Hell, I even know a woman who never, ever smoked weed, but because her man indulged, she became a blunt-roller extraordinaire!

I, like a lot of men, actually love it when a woman becomes an extension of her man—to a point. If we wanted to date ourselves, we’d never come out of those long, hot, relaxing showers we like so much.

If a guy becomes your entire world and you two break up, you’ll have no clue who you are or what to do next. In fact, people at the clubs will still call you K-Mac’s girl, because that’s the only thing they ever knew about you. You wouldn’t believe how many women leave every aspect of their own lives up to their man, and when he’s gone, they’re lost and have the toughest time moving on. Those are the types you hear about, who key their ex-boyfriends’ cars or wait in the bushes for them to show up somewhere with their new women, so they can jump out and throw rocks. They simply can’t remember who they are without their exes. Consequently, they’ve lost themselves and their minds.

Now don’t get me wrong, I know some men do the type of dirt that makes women want to destroy property, step to them, or worse. But no matter how satisfied a wronged woman may feel immediately after pulling some scandalous stunt on an ex-lover, I’ve never heard anyone say that they truly felt better in the long run. The temporary satisfaction of revenge is just that: temporary. All that plotting and drama is never a guarantee that you’ll win a man back, or get even after a man’s wronged you. On top of that, you just might find yourself with a police record before it’s all over. Next thing you know, he’s telling everybody he left you, because you were nuts. Acting out is never worth it.




MEN LOVE TO SAY SHE’S CRAZY

Dear ladies,

Black men love to say you are crazy if you do or say anything that resembles crazy. Sometimes we do it only to convince ourselves that our childish and immature behavior is normal, so no fault or blame lies with us. But other times, it’s you! Boy, I have stories that would make you want to shake a grown woman by the shoulders and yell, “What were you thinking?” No one likes for crazy to unexpectedly jump out and start tap dancing. We do not care how you got to that state of mind. If you know you are not in the correct state of mind to meet any men, take all the time you need to get better.

It is a proven fact that men make unstable women absolutely crazy. Even the most perfectly sane woman can go bonkers because of the actions of a man. And yes, slashing tires, throwing bricks through windows, and repeatedly calling his job, pretending to be a very irate hooker that he ran out on without paying the night before, all count as crazy! This entire book could be filled from cover to cover with what-he-did-to-me stories (which is my sequel, so don’t get any bright ideas), but it is still crazy.

Do yourself a favor and fix crazy before you start to date. A lot of women think they need a new man to help them get over the old man that drove them nuts. Big mistake. Men can detect when something is not right and pull away, leaving you more disgusted with men or more brokenhearted. Even the nicest and most considerate man in the world cannot fix crazy, and his first instinct is to bail out and save himself before he gets too invested.

Again, fix crazy first, then come holla!

Love,

Finesse





Perhaps this extreme scenario doesn’t fully apply to you. Yet, on some level, you may still be losing parts of yourself for the sake of attracting a man or being in a relationship. Maybe you’re defining yourself and your happiness solely on the attention you get from men. Or you could be buying into some misguided notions of what you are supposed to be based on things your girlfriend or grandmomma told you, or what you saw in your favorite romantic movie. Either way you’re not being true to who you are and what you need. Do not fall down that black hole.

In some cases esteem is the issue. Some sisters have self-love issues, because they were raised in families where love wasn’t always exhibited in healthy ways. They may have experienced dysfunction, neglect, or even abuse. Maybe love was conditional and only shown when certain criteria were met. Perhaps love was displayed with material things to the detriment of emotional needs. Or maybe real love just wasn’t felt on a consistent basis.

When looking back on a less than ideal childhood you have to realize you can’t change it. Acknowledge it, glean whatever lessons you can from it, and try your best to move on. It might sound easier said than done, but it’s necessary in order for you to heal. And what you do to heal is totally up to you. Maybe it’s consulting with a therapist, counselor, or minister. Some of you may find comfort from calling on whatever higher power you rely on to get you through. Talking to a good friend might be helpful, or a very old person if you have time for a story that starts with, “Back in the day, right after the Great Depression, nobody had much but one another….”

You might even try talking to kids, because their advice is always simple and straight to the point. Check out this scenario that I’ve titled “Get Over It”:

Get Over It

You and a kid are in a park on the swings, going back and forth. Both of you come to a stop about the same time and just sit there contemplating life.


You: My mom hated me and used to beat me for no reason.

Kid: Mine too. Hey, let’s go get some ice cream!



What the kid is really saying: “Big deal, girl. At least you’re grown and can do what you want. I still get beat every day and will probably continue to for some time to come. Now stop crying about yesterday and take me to get some damn ice cream before my momma sees I’m missing!”

All I’m saying is don’t waste time wallowing in past hurts. Get what you need, and proceed.

One of the beauties of adulthood is that we don’t have to stay in childhood situations that weren’t good for us. When I think about it, my woman could be a prime candidate for self-love issues. She adored her dad, and he could do no wrong in her eyes, even though he was hardly ever around. She found out as a teenager the reason he was MIA: He had multiple families around the country. No kidding. What amazes me, though, is how she never talks about her dad in a bad way. In fact, she actually jokes and laughs about how clever he was to pull off his multiple-family act for so long, undiscovered.

Now, for her mother it’s probably a different story. I get the sense that Ma Dukes is probably still a bit miffed at that ol’ dude, but my girl only focuses and thinks of the good times long gone. She talks about missing him, but she also tells me funny stories about things that happened when he was home. And as far as I can tell, she is not bitter, she is not scarred, and she does not have abandonment issues like you might expect, considering I have a career that keeps me on the road a lot. When it comes to her dad, she only wishes they got to spend more time together, since he passed away not too long ago. For my part, I tell her all the time that I love her and that she is beautiful, just in case she didn’t hear it enough from her dad.

 

A lot about our self-esteem is shaped by the people we choose to surround us. Long before some man gets a chance to throw a little hate your way, you may already receive it from friends or even family members. Hurtful words or actions from the people nearest and dearest to you can inflict major damage. It’s imperative that you recognize the haters in your inner circle and immediately cut them off, even if they are family.

I know, blood is thicker than water, but sometimes it’s just a thick mess! Some of your loved ones may not like you (or themselves for that matter), so why pretend for the sake of family? We can’t help whom we’re related to, but there is no law that says you have to let relatives mentally beat you down like a piñata. Be cordial with them at family reunions, weddings, and funerals, and keep it moving. If you can help it, keep your distance—like a couple of states—from negative family members.

In the case of friends, know that some of them have their own demons that they are battling, some of them unbeknownst to you. They’ll have you believing you’re the problem when it’s really them. Don’t be afraid to take a long break from those types. Trust me, you’ll be just fine without them.

And while I’m on the subject of self-worth, I have to say that our society at large has not always done a good job of affirming the black woman’s image. The Euro beauty standards that are so prevalent in our culture have many black women feeling very insecure about their appearances. They truly don’t think they’re beautiful. Considering the mostly white faces that grace magazine covers, the lack of television shows or big-screen flicks with nonwhite women holding it down, and the abundance of bootylicious bodies in rap videos, it’s hard not to feel inadequate. (I strongly believe the growth juice they are injecting in chickens to make them bigger has many of our Popeye’s and Church’s Chicken–eating young women growing up and developing way too quickly. Hell, a lot of them look ready at age twelve to be in a Lil John video!) Then there are the high-profile brothers and their love for pink toes (white girls), but, hey, that’s a topic for another chapter, or another book.

No wonder I hear my single girlfriends say they feel like they are last on the black man’s social totem pole. I definitely see where they’re coming from. In fact, I tell my white girl all the time that my single black sisters have it just as bad as she does out here. Just kidding, calm down! That was a joke. My girl isn’t white, she’s Asian. They’re jokes! Okay, that was the last one.

I wouldn’t call it a conspiracy, but there is definitely some brainwashing going on. I’m reminded of that every time I hear comments, like, “She’s pretty for a dark-skinned girl.” As if, to be pretty and dark is some rare fluke. Too many of us have subscribed to the mainstream’s idea of what beauty is, and it’s a shame.

And I’ll admit it: Some of us black men can be the worst perpetrators of this kind of self-hate. I’ve seen brothers on the streets or in the club who are guilty of focusing only on some HalleBerry-Beyoncé-Lo while totally ignoring the sexy-ass Fantasias of the world. Or there are the dudes who get a little too distracted by aggressive white women who step to them in nightclubs, buying them pricey dark liquor, wearing tight jeans (they’ve obviously been eating Popeye’s and Church’s fried chicken too!) and dancing on beat. It’s just confusing for us…um, them, the black man. Or so I’ve heard.

“Black is beautiful!” I used to hear that all the time growing up, along with “Black don’t crack; it ages gracefully.” And later on, “Crack is whack!” But I digress. What I’m getting at here is you can’t allow the images you see in the media to define your beauty. You come in a range of complexions, shapes, and sizes—all of which are lovely. And if a man you like can’t appreciate your unique beauty, he ain’t worth your time.

Confidence is very sexy. In fact, to me, sexy goes hand in hand with confidence. If you’re not a confident person, there’s no way you can be sexy. Cute, maybe, but not sexy. We men can spot a confident woman a mile away. She’s the one who walks with her head held high, looks you directly in the eye when you’re having a conversation, and knows how to assert herself without being overly aggressive. She’s putting her best foot forward rather than being preoccupied by any self-perceived shortcomings or flaws. She’s not letting anything hold her back from seizing opportunities or jumping in the spotlight. Most of all, she doesn’t appear desperate or insecure.

Confidence is a strength that people flock to. I’ve often heard women say that when they’re feeling confident, that’s when they usually meet a man—and they may not have even been looking for one!

Think of it this way: When out in the world, we are like a piece of art putting ourselves on display. We want to attract only those who see and appreciate our unique and special beauty. Most of all, when we find the One, we hope to make the kind of impression that will assure we will be loved and treasured for a long time to come.

If you find yourself continuously frustrated about the types of admirers attracted to your art, maybe it’s time to check your canvas. If you look in the mirror and don’t see what’s so uniquely special, your canvas is blank! Embrace your individuality. Break out the brushes and paint. Use bright colors, bold strokes, interesting shapes and textures! Heck, add some birds and trees if you like. Why? Because with every brush stroke, you get to know yourself a little better. And that’s what it’s about—who you are. Trust me, the more you know about yourself, the harder it is for guys to run game on you.

My little sister once asked me, “Why do guys like one girl one minute and then someone else the next? And don’t tell me anything about paint and brushes—come with the real talk this time, playa!”

Did I mention that she’s a smart, boy-crazy, suburban queen?

I broke it down to her the best I could, but not before putting the focus back on her. I told her, “You have to get to know who you are and find things that make you happy outside of boys, so that when there are no boys around, you won’t freak out and not know what to do with yourself.” I’m offering up that same advice to you, and we aren’t even related. As you search for your Mr. McDreamy, proceed with a healthy degree of self-love, confidence, and common sense. And remember, the more you know you, the better you will be in a relationship with someone else.
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