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				We can go anywhere, 
we can do anything, 
I know we can make it if we dream.

				—Fantasia, “Baby Mama”

			

		

	
		
			Introduction

			 

			The Joke’s on Them

			I’ve been doing stand-up comedy for about two and a half years now. I started writing jokes during the height of the COVID-19 pandemic and decided that I would record an entire comedy album, despite never having done a single stand-up performance. I assembled a team and everything. Thankfully, the ghost of Bernie Mac sat my ass down, and I realized that was ridiculous. Instead, I enrolled in comedy classes, which I have been taking ever since. I’ve done ten shows so far and they’ve all gone really well—I haven’t bombed yet! My jokes are about dating, life in Los Angeles, the lack of sexy clothing options for women over thirty-five (what is going on, America?!), and, of course, parenting.

			A MILF-y baby mama walks into a bar…

			I’ve been trying to work out a bit about my state of motherhood for a while. Basically, it opens with me explaining that I’m a single mom and that I once felt a lot of guilt and shame about that. Then I go on to explain that now, eleven years after becoming a parent, I’ve come to realize that I have the best situation of any mother I know. Why? One word: co-parenting.

			Co-parenting is the reason I’m able to dabble in stand-up at thirty-nine years old. It’s why I have time to take pole dancing classes, although I am particularly bad at pole dancing. It’s also allowed me to be a serial dater—alas, I am still, you will soon discover, hoping to abdicate my single motherhood status. Part of the reason I can’t get this joke right is because I feel it might hurt my daughter. It’s sticky. I’m very grateful not to be a seven-day-a-week mom, and I don’t want her to be offended that I utterly enjoy this half-time mom life. The other part of why I struggle with the joke is…the fear.

			I’ve been a single parent—a baby mama—for my little girl’s entire life. My feelings about this reality and the loaded moniker that arrived with it have evolved tremendously and are honestly still taking shape. When I first became a mom, I felt I needed to hurry up and get married so I could erase the scarlet “Baby Mama” from my chest and pretend single parenthood never happened. But over time, I have so thoroughly enjoyed raising this child of mine that I eventually stopped being secretly embarrassed and gradually learned to focus on what I love about mothering—not the stigma that my version of it carries.

			I need to acknowledge that as a single mother, I am very privileged to have a caring co-parent. Far too many women, particularly Black women, are carrying the load of parenting entirely by themselves or with limited assistance from their children’s fathers. (Hell, there are plenty of married single moms, if we’re being completely honest. We listen and we don’t judge.) It used to be that when I met new people, baby on my hip but no man at my side, I would feel as though I had to let them know what a great father my ex was right away, so I wouldn’t be judged for picking poorly. Now if I tell them about my daughter’s dad at all, it’s because I don’t want to be mistakenly credited with the sort of labor that other single mothers perform.

			Let me just put this out here, reader: It is not only the joke but this entire book—the process of writing it and naming it, the presence of it in your hands right now—that fills me with fear. I am afraid of the truth and of what it costs to bear. Afraid of my personal truth, of our collective truth, of what I know to be emotionally wrenching and provocative about the stories I reveal within these pages. I’d wanted so badly to be able to declare that Black women, especially us single mothers, are okay and to point to myself definitively as an example, but I cannot.

			I am not always okay. Not sure the rest of y’all are, either.

			My angst, I realize, is due in large part to the weight of the looming narratives about Black girls and women I am attempting to address—and redress. I believe, no, I know that we are uniquely disenfranchised on the basis of our race and gender. I know that our lived experiences at this intersection are deeply impacted by how we are perceived by the mainstream (i.e., average white folks) and are impacted even more intimately by how Black men and boys see us. I know that, in general, neither group appreciates us very much, mostly taking our labor for granted, and that we are often left vulnerable by what they believe to be true about who we are. The stereotypes, the mythology, the lies.

			When it comes to Black single mothers, as painful as it is to say aloud, we have the rare misfortune of being derided by members of the very community that we help to sustain. Few speak publicly in our defense. Our wombs are thought to be the origins of the Black community’s dysfunction. Our people (and, really, the whole world) need a complete overhaul of their ideas about Black single motherhood. Like, throw all that toxic shit away and try again.

			Call me sensitive, but I can’t help but worry how this book will be received. I can’t help but think of the pastors, podcast bros, politicians, and countless others who rely heavily on negative ideas about Black women to excite their audiences and fill their coffers. How might they push back against something that challenges the big grift? Will Black women be able to see past the shame associated with the topic of single motherhood and pick this book up at all? Will I, once again, be seen as some misguided feminist trotting out Black people’s dirty laundry for everyone else to see?

			I am not a sociologist, anthropologist, or historian, but then again, maybe I am a little bit of all these things, if one accounts for all the ways I’ve made myself a part of the social experiment that is the pursuit of Black girl protection, justice, and affirmation in these wild, wild, western culture streets. Reader, it matters to me that you know where I come from and where I’ve been, because speaking to the hearts and minds of Black single mothers is nothing to take lightly—and I do not. I want you to know that I’ve long been on the front line in the battle to uplift the humanity of Black girls and women, and I have receipts.

			Whether writing critically about popular culture or the deaths of unarmed Black people at the hands of the police and racist vigilantes, or writing about marijuana and the potential I believe it has to bring comfort to Black women like me, or even, as I did years ago under a pseudonym, writing a sex column, what has always driven me is an inner mandate to hold space for us. Before the rise of what would become Black Twitter (where I clocked countless hours debating Black feminist theory in the public square), I was a card-carrying member of the Black feminist blogosphere that helped shape online discourse as we know it. I was a proud part of the collective effort to sound the alarm about predators like R. Kelly and Bill Cosby when it was still more than a little controversial to suggest that they were guilty of anything more than Black excellence. This is the work. (Tell me, all you HR pros, how do I best phrase this on LinkedIn?)

			Honestly, I can’t recall a time when I didn’t have to face outrage, threats, and unadulterated vitriol in response to my stances in defense of my sisters. Somehow, insane people threatening my life never scared me. How ironic that finally addressing the topic of single motherhood, this “baby mama” thing, does.

			When I gave birth to my daughter in 2013, I was a Twitter-famous social influencer of sorts. I never hid my child from my work life; in fact, I often brought her to the office and frequently posted photos, videos, and anecdotes from our adventures together. On some level, I felt like I had to represent an updated rendition of single motherhood to serve as evidence that Black single moms were so much more than the negative stereotypes. What complicates matters is that despite everything I understand intellectually, I still, right now, navigate moments of grief and anxiety over my station in life, over who the world believes me to be. Though I’ve experienced some professional success, and I am grateful to be peacefully co-parenting a beautiful daughter, beneath it all, as a single mom and a Black woman I’ve been known to struggle with issues of self-worth. Is it only me?

			This struggle has nagged me since childhood, but then, I am also the daughter of a Black single mother. The truth is, there are times I am not convinced that I have ever been, or will ever be, enough. But that’s also why it was time for this book—it is being in community with other women that most assures me. It’s the only place I feel actually safe. So in Black. Single. Mother. I offer you the true Jamilah, my winding (buckle up!) stories and philosophies—and not only mine. In addition to hearing from me, I’ve rallied an incredible array of personal testimonies about the experience of single parenting from twenty-one diverse Black women for you to be inspired by. For you to feel a little less alone in the history or present of your own crazy story. This way, I figure, with all of us in the building comparing notes, together we can assure one another.

			In the five years it took me to conceptualize this collection of essays, I consistently rejected my literary agent Tanya’s suggestion that I center single motherhood as a theme. I couldn’t shake loose the emotional trauma I’d felt over my status as one in the first place. How could I do this well if I’m such a fucking hypocrite? (Be forewarned if you’re only interested in reading simple resolutions about a complex situation, or if you really prefer easy hot takes over authentic revelations, because this gets deep and messy.) Thankfully, the wise inner baby mama in me understood there was a broader and far deeper conversation about Black women and being loved that needs to take place in order to make sense of why so many of us are members of this club, and I want to have that conversation with you.

			Even though more than half of the Black mothers in this country are unmarried, there is very little exploration of our lived experiences in media and popular culture. Even books by Black single mothers about motherhood aren’t for Black single mothers. When Tanya pointed this out to me, I thought about the sort of book I could have used during my early days of motherhood, or even today. A book that would help me feel a real sense of validation and community along my journey as a single mom. I could’ve used a book that doesn’t shame the shame, but instead helps to locate, explain, contextualize, and maybe even dismantle it.

			We single mothers are brave, important, and hardworking. We are multifaceted and unique, yet what we have in common is our utter devotion to our children in the face of a world that tells us that our families are broken. Though we have long been cast as tragic victims, at best, and irresponsible, at worst (“relationship expert” Kevin Samuels might call me “leftovers” if he weren’t sipping Red Bulls with the devil these days [too soon?]), it’s time for the world to appreciate the fullness of who we are. I’m on a mission to inspire a new cultural dialogue about us as heads of household, as leaders, and as layered human beings. I haven’t met a Black single mother who doesn’t deserve to have her efforts respected and her story told with love.

			So, to all my millions of co-conspirators in this single-mom game, put the kids to bed, find a cozy spot to curl up, and grab your indulgence of choice, because this one, stretch marks and all, is finally for you.

			With love and overstanding, Jamilah
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				1.

				Something’s Missing

			
			 

			
				For a long time, I was a Black woman completely unaware that I faced the world in my mother’s clothes.

				—Joan Morgan, When Chickenheads Come Home to Roost

			

			I’ve spent too much of my life trying to figure out what’s wrong with us, my mother and me. How did we end up “alone” in the house with no man? First, the two of us alone together, and then me, alone with her granddaughter, a second-generation single mother. Was her failure my doom? Did I ever have a chance to be more than an unwed mom, or was this essentially my fate from the point when my parents’ messy—like, messy—relationship culminated in my out-of-wedlock birth? It’s not that I saw anything in my mother that seemed bad, not that there was anything deficient about her parenting. She has always loved me with the entirety of her heart, I was always well cared for, nurtured, tended to. I knew just how much I mattered to her, that she’d do anything for me. But—and this is a big but—she did not have a man! She was unchosen, unloved. No flowers on her birthday, no Valentine’s Day candy. No one to care for her but me.

			Not only was my mother manless, but she also showed no interest in doing anything to correct this obvious deficiency, and that was reason for me to question a whole lot of things about her for longer than I’d like to admit.

			My obsession with what I believed to be missing from our lives didn’t line up with the truth of who my mother was. But the truth didn’t stop me from resenting our circumstances and always judging her. Despite her limited financial means, my mother gave me a childhood that was rich in experiences. She figured out how to send me to the best schools, and she dutifully dedicated herself to my academic success. She adored me, and she prioritized me in ways that perhaps she couldn’t if she’d also had to care for a man. Back then, I didn’t know how much labor relationships required of women, nor could I fathom how a woman could be okay without one.

			As a young child, I suspected my mother loved me more than most other mothers loved their children. I’m not sure exactly why I felt this way, but I believed it very strongly. I was convinced that our connection was more than what other mothers and children had, that what we had was special.

			Once, when I was in kindergarten, one of the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles was scheduled to appear at a local grocery store to promote their line of cookies. I’m not sure which one it was, but it wasn’t Raphael, the one I had a crush on (I loved his sarcastic attitude). My mother promised to pick me up early to go meet him. Having no concept of time, I spent most of the day agonizing, worried that she’d lied, forgotten, or simply changed her mind. When Mommy stepped into the classroom, about thirty minutes before dismissal, I felt so guilty for having doubted her and told myself I wouldn’t do it again. My mother always kept her word and she always showed up for me.

			If anyone knows about my mother, they know how passionate she is about her only child. It was a source of pride when I was younger, but by my teenage years, I started to resent how much I was the center of her universe. “Get a life, lady!” I wanted to scream at her more than a few times. I was filled with confusion and growing resentment that my mother seemed satisfied just being my mother.

			Mommy rarely hit me, something I always felt was a distinct advantage that she held over other mothers. I was spanked on a few occasions as a child and popped in the mouth once or twice when I became an adolescent, but overwhelmingly, I escaped the violence that seemed to be so common within my peers’ homes. When I hear other Black folks talk about having their mother instill the fear of God in them, I can’t relate. On some level, I attributed this to my mother’s superior love for me.

			Until I was a teenager (and the owner of a nasty, often disrespectful mouth), I always knew that my mother liked me. We weren’t just mother and daughter, we were best friends. So often, it was just the two of us, and we were excellent company for each other. Even as I hungered for a larger family, I was clear that I had a powerful connection with my mom and that we were, in a way, some sort of soulmates.

			

			—

			Josephine “Isoke” Poston, my mother, is the oldest of nine children. Before she was born, there was an incident where her father had badly beaten a white man, an employer who had called him his “hardworking nigger.” After being threatened by the Klan, he was forced to flee Arkansas, where his family had been for generations, to seek a new life in Kansas City. His young wife (my grandmother) joined him there, where he enlisted in the military, and then the daring couple relocated once more to Chicago. As they made their way through the Windy City, they moved around the West Side and the Low End before finally settling in the newly constructed Robert Taylor Homes, a massive public housing project in Chicago’s historic Bronzeville section (once the largest housing project in the nation).

			In general, Mom talks in positive broad strokes about her upbringing; she says things like there was “a lot of people and a lot of love” in her house. However, when she explains her observations of her young parents’ union, and the marriages of her grandparents, aunts, and other couples who were influential in her formative years, things are a little less buttoned up.

			My maternal grandmother and grandfather were only twelve and seventeen respectively when they started dating. They married two years later. In the early days of their relationship, the story goes, my grandfather wasn’t running from a white man but from my grandmother’s father, who chased him down and stabbed him. It was over their age difference. It was a different time, granted, but knowing what I know about fourteen-year-old girlhood, I can’t fathom how my grandmother could’ve possibly been ready to be someone’s wife. Put it this way: I’m not mad at my great-gramps at all.

			According to my mother, from her perch high up in the projects, it seemed like everyone in the neighborhood was cheating. Husbands had girlfriends; wives had boyfriends. Family members would come by and borrow her bedroom to entertain their secret friends. Despite the complicated view of marriage my mother got from these examples, she raced to the altar almost as soon as she could get there. At nineteen, she married “Peter,”[*] the handsome twenty-two-year-old son of a well-to-do family, and a Vietnam vet. She rushed into the marriage in part because she wanted to leave her parents’ home. They had been married just two years when Peter died suddenly of complications related to a drug habit he picked up after returning from the war.

			My mother was never of the mind that she absolutely had to have a man, and her brief marriage left a bad enough impression for her to be leery about making such a choice again. As a young woman, she dated and enjoyed getting to know men, but she often found herself disappointed by their behavior and underwhelmed by how they treated her. She explained to me that it didn’t make sense to make them a priority considering they did so little to improve her quality of life.

			One of my primary activities as a child was reading. From when I was very small, my mother would take me to the library, and on every visit she’d let me pick out a large stack of books. We even traveled to different libraries in the area looking for the best selection of Black children’s books. I remember learning about slavery reading The People Could Fly, and being transported to Africa, our ancestral homeland, in the pages of Mufaro’s Beautiful Daughters.

			The books that I read as a child never seemed to feature single-parent-led homes. Back then, it seemed that single mothers only appeared on screen via the news, always for something negative. There was nothing in popular culture that looked anything like my family. The few Black single mothers I came across on TV generally had multiple children and often by men who were completely absent, either because they had died (the title character on Thea, Aunt Rachel on Family Matters, Mabel Thomas on What’s Happening!!), or were deadbeats (Will’s father, Lou, on Fresh Prince). Sister, Sister’s Lisa Landry, who adopted a baby alone as a young woman, didn’t have those tragic complications and had the fortune of falling into a nuclear family structure with Ray Campbell, who almost immediately became protector and provider for her and her child. (Why couldn’t my mom find a man like that?)

			The Cosby Show’s Huxtables and The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air’s Banks family made me think of what was possible for women who didn’t get trapped with a man’s baby by themselves, as my own mother had. These shows were widely celebrated for giving Black people something “better” to aspire to and they served as a clear reminder to those of us who didn’t have nuclear families of just what was missing at home.

			Back then, the Huxtables were a standard by which I measured my own home, judging it insufficient for lacking both married parents and wealth. Each week, The Cosby Show confirmed what a family was supposed to look like, and it was nothing like my mother and me. Even as a little girl, I heard how people talked about the groundbreaking program, how well it represented Black folks, how it contradicted what the world thought of us. It showed me how I thought we should live.

			As far as I was concerned, my mother had an important job and she failed at it: have a man in the house, for the betterment of herself and her child. Wasn’t she lonely? Didn’t she want someone to love her? Wouldn’t it have been nice to have more kids? If there’d been a stepfather in the picture, we could have upgraded from a one-bedroom apartment, or bought a car, or gone on vacations. Maybe I could have some better clothes than what we got from Meystel’s Warehouse, the discount store with floors so warped they made me dizzy.

			Well into my teen years, questions swirled about my mother and her choices. It wasn’t just the mostly material things that I imagined that a stepfather could offer, it was the correction of what was wrong with our unit. The presence of a man would be salvation, for my mother and me. We could be made whole, fixed.

			We could be a family.

			You see, it was made clear to me from a very early age that single motherhood, no matter how common it was around me, was simply wrong.

			Politicians, activists, preachers, and rappers were uniquely aligned on the ain’t-shitness of unwed mothers, Black ones in particular. I don’t recall my first exposure to this sentiment, but it found me in early girlhood and never left. Black single moms are a problem. Black single mothers are the reason Black kids/men/people can’t succeed. Black single mothers can’t keep their legs closed and be responsible. Black single moms, and their out-of-wedlock children, are a problem.

			As early as first grade, I remember vowing that I would have a different life than the one my mother had. I wanted to love and be loved in ways I never saw my mother experience. I wanted support that I knew she did not have. But more than anything, I didn’t want to be a part of “the problem.”

			As much as I loved my mother, and as much as she loved me, I could not lose the thought that there was something wrong with her, something wrong with our home, and something wrong with me, because I was born “the wrong way” (as opposed to “the right way,” which is how men with children they barely raise will cheerfully tell you they intend to start their next family, but we’ll get to that much later). As my politics began to take shape during my teen years, and I started to see that Black single mothers were given a bad rap, I still wanted “better” for my mother than it seemed she wanted for herself—and above all I remained resolved that single motherhood would not happen to me.

			

			—

			Our home was perhaps one of the greatest indicators to me that something was lacking in our family, though our particular neighborhood, Hyde Park, was a great source of pride. Thanks in great part to the faculty, staff, and students from the University of Chicago, which effectively owns the South Side community that houses it, Hyde Park is one of the country’s most racially diverse neighborhoods, smack-dab in the middle of one of its most racially segregated cities. It also borders the city’s “Black Belt,” the collection of South Side neighborhoods that house most of Chicago’s Black population. Growing up there, I interacted with white folks, while still having the comfort (and infinite other benefits) of being surrounded by Black people.

			When I tell people that I’m from Hyde Park, the assumption is usually that we had a little money, which is a logical one considering that the Obamas’ beautiful and now-famous home is literally across the street from the apartment building where I grew up (they moved in while I was off at college, but I did get to serve as four-year-old Malia’s camp counselor at the local Jewish Community Center for a few weeks).

			However, the truth is that my mom and I shared what would have been a decent-sized one-bedroom apartment for one person. She felt that the culture and relative safety of our neighborhood were worth sacrificing the comfort we may have had farther south, where the $425 she paid when she moved in surely would have gone further (that rent would eventually double and then triple once the brother in the mini-mansion across the street was elected president). We stayed together in that apartment until I went to Howard, when she had enough space to breathe again, and I had space to breathe for the first time ever. (I’m sorry, Mommy. I love you!)

			I want to be clear about the type of poor we were. It wasn’t abject poverty. My mother worked decent office jobs. The lights were always on and if there ever was a time my mother was concerned about them staying on, she didn’t make that known to me. There may not have been much extra money, but I never missed a field trip because I didn’t have the funds. Those overseas trips run by the Spanish club at my elementary school were out of the question, but they would’ve been even if we were rich. My mother was not the kind of mother who ever would have let me go for days out of the country with strangers.

			Hyde Park was unique for its diversity of cultures as well as economic classes. We were hardly alone in being working-class; however, considering my surroundings, it was easy to forget what we didn’t have, and also to hyperfocus on it. When I was a little kid, the multimillion-dollar homes were beautiful backdrops for neighborhood walks; by the time I got to high school and had partied with a few kids who lived in those grand places, they were symbols that there was a good life out there that other people had that wasn’t accessible to me.

			Mom didn’t want me exposed to some of what she’d experienced in the ’hood, nor did she want it for herself. Hyde Park was more her speed. Though she’s lived a somewhat modest life, my mother is undeniably regal. She couldn’t endure the indignity of shopping at squalid places like Super Jet, the grocery store that served the Taylor Homes and smelled of rotting meat, and she didn’t want to live in fear of the violence that now plagued the streets where she grew up.

			My mom is an old-school Black bohemian. She’s got a treasure trove of silver (and “silver”) jewelry, ornately beaded necklaces, and floral scarves. She wears scented Muslim oils from street vendors and buys supplements from Bonne Sante, the neighborhood’s long-standing health-food store. Mommy was crunchy granola before crunchy granola, classic Hyde Park; she fit right in with the area’s many hippie holdovers and liberal tree-huggers, even though our interactions with our neighbors were limited. We knew a decent number of people casually, but we had few friends in the neighborhood. Often, almost always, it was just me and Mommy.

			Our little apartment was modest but typically immaculate. My mother is obsessive about cleanliness and worked incredibly hard to keep our place in order. The dining room served as a playroom for me, and I had many toys, including a very impressive collection of Barbies (Black only, of course). We spent many afternoons on the floor playing together but would have to part when it was time for her to cook or clean. I would get so lonely then, wishing that I had a sibling or someone else around to keep me company.

			I’d visited enough other kids’ homes to know there was something different about us sharing a bedroom, and most embarrassingly, a bed, until I was ten and my mother started sleeping in the living room, something we would trade off doing until I went off to college. For this reason, I decided that my friends were not allowed inside my home. There were a couple of neighborhood homegirls who had come in because our mothers were friends, but as far as my crew from school went, my apartment was off-limits.

			Not having a car was another sign to me that something was insufficient about my household. My mother never got her driver’s license. She was sexually harassed by a teacher in her driver’s ed class when she was a teenager and never again attempted to learn. As an adult, I’ve often thought about how this limited her experiences and made her world smaller. As a child, especially when I was a teenager, I thought only of how it limited my experiences and relegated my world to where we could get on the bus or where one of the few other people she trusted would take me.

			My homegirl Raven nicknamed my apartment “the Bat Cave,” and my refusal to let people inside had become a joke among our friends. One time a new friend’s mom drove us home from the mall and suddenly the girl had to pee. I walked her straight from the front door to the bathroom and back out again, ensuring that she didn’t look around and see what I felt we were missing. Raven, on the other hand, had the epitome of the “house-vacation-car” family that I’d dreamed of. Her parents, who married when they were young and broke, had achieved the American dream of rising up the professional ladder and making a good, comfortable life for themselves and their two children, a boy and a girl born six years apart. They lived in a huge house in the Jackson Park Highlands, a well-to-do enclave of the city’s South Shore neighborhood. They had not one but two family cars (including a Benz!) and were the first people I ever met who owned a timeshare, which they used on their regular vacations to Cancun.

			Raven’s mother was very fancy, in the way well-to-do women often seemed to be. I sometimes wondered what she thought of my mother and me. Our lack of money. My mother’s lack of a husband. Did she think she was better than us? Did I think she was better than us? Yes, sometimes.

			I don’t think my mother felt that way. She was and has always been proud and queenly. Talking to her, you would think she had an extensive education and all the means in the world. It seems to me as though my mother has never felt small, never thought of herself as less than anyone for any reason. I envy this about her. I’ve always compared myself to other people, always felt like I’m the one coming up short.

			My mother never appeared anything but satisfied about our lives. When I used to ask her about finding a partner, she’d simply say, “If it happens, it happens.” If she longed for anything—a man, more money, a bigger place—she did a great job of keeping those feelings to herself. It seemed that she was content with the life she had, and that raising me was enough for her. I always wondered how that could be, how could I be sufficient? How could I be all that she needed to be happy?

			Sundays were the worst day of the week. We would have to drag a large cart of clothes a mile away to the Kimbark Laundry, where we’d spend the day washing and listening to Herb Kent spinning “dusty” records on V103. I wanted so badly to have Sundays free to do fun stuff and I was always so excited when a friend would invite me to do something that could give me a pass on laundry day.

			Raven and I were first introduced at Kozminski, an elementary school just a short walk from our apartment where we both attended kindergarten. Our mothers met there and found that they had their distaste for the school in common. I had arrived knowing how to read, but my teacher, an older white woman who was supposed to have been a leading early childhood educator, did little to support my achievement. When the rest of the class did reading lessons from a bright, interesting textbook called Sunflowers, I was left to work on a math workbook by myself. Thus began my lifelong hatred of math.

			Raven and I both ended up at Beasley Academic Center for first through eighth grades. Located in the heart of the Robert Taylor Homes, Beasley bused children in from across the South Side for a top-flight magnet education that was made all the more special because it was a truly Black school. We learned Black history all year round, and the school, named for a Black physician (who had once treated my mother’s family), was primarily staffed by Black teachers. I even had Black male teachers, something that many Black students make it through their entire academic lives without encountering.

			Both Beasley and the community that surrounded it further complicated my relationship to the idea of class. Being there made it very obvious that Hyde Park living came with some distinct advantages. My grandparents still had their place in the Robert Taylor Homes, where they lived with three of their kids. It was one of the city’s toughest housing projects and a site for many scenes of violence and despair. Whenever they talked about Robert Taylor on the news, it was as if they were describing a hell on earth populated by people who had no morals.

			That’s never what I experienced when we spent time there. The people were, of course, just people. Regular Black people who had been born into some version of poverty and, like most people born under those circumstances, they were still poor. Many of my grandparents’ neighbors, like them, had moved into the building when it was new and shiny and promised a comfortable life for working-class Black people, many first-generation Chicagoans whose people had arrived in the Great Migration. The apartments were huge; my grandparents’ place had four bedrooms, which sounds like a lot until you consider that they were a family of eleven.

			Beasley had kids like Raven, as well as kids being raised in places like Robert Taylor. The majority of the friends I made were the children of single mothers. But this did little to ease the feelings of insecurity and lack that I had over not having a father in the house. I’d realized from an early age that having a single mother was normal among Black kids, but I didn’t want to be normal. I wanted to be like Raven, and like the Huxtables—exceptional.

			

			—

			In the mid-1970s, my twenty-something parents were introduced by a mutual friend at Washington Park, a sprawling green space once a haven for Black folks on the South Side. Immediately, they were attracted to each other. My mother spotted my father first, and he’d read her lips when she asked her friend, “Who is that brother?” Their social circles had overlapped a bit since they’d both been in the movement; my mother was active with the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee during Stokely Carmichael’s time as chairman, and my father, who had been politicized by Carmichael’s famous “Black Power” speech, had been a member of the Illinois chapter of the Black Panther Party.

			The two of them hit it off quickly and began dating. They fell hard for each other; my father with his strong body and stronger mind, my mother with her fierce wit, creative spirit, and stately brown beauty. However, my father had forgotten to mention one little thing: He was married with a small child. When he finally did admit the truth to my mother she was devastated. But ultimately, she didn’t end the relationship. When I ask her about that fateful decision now, she offers nothing flowery or elaborate; she says she was just too far gone.

			Nearly ten years later, my mother was thirty-five and still seeing my father when she learned that she was pregnant with me. This came as a total shock; she’d suffered from bad uterine fibroids and was told that she was unlikely to conceive. She’d always wanted a baby, and though the circumstances were less than ideal, both she and my father excitedly welcomed me into the world.

			As a child, I was lacking nearly all context necessary to understand my parents’ relationship. I have no recollection of them ever “behaving as a couple”—which essentially just means I never saw them engage in any PDA. From my vantage point, my parents weren’t together. They were friends, best friends even. My dad came to the house three, four, five times a week and spent most of that time just talking to my mom. He gave her money. Though on occasion he took us to run errands, and when I was very little, there were a few outings with the three of us (one was to see All Dogs Go to Heaven, which may still be the only time my dad and I went to the movies together), I don’t have many memories of us being together in public—which made sense to me, because I didn’t see us as a family. My parents were friendly exes, nothing more, I truly believed.

			It would take years for me to unravel the complicated truth of my parents’ relationship. There are details I didn’t know until I began the process of writing this book and started asking the uncomfortable questions that I’d sat on for years. However, even the faint glimpse that I’d had as a small child had been enough for me to know that I wanted something drastically different for myself in the future. Men and partnership may not have been my mother’s priority, but to me they represented everything we didn’t have—and everything I wanted. It was clear to me that if I was to have the life I deserved, I was never, ever to become someone’s baby mama.

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				* Some names have been changed.

			

		

	
		
			
				2.

				A Part-Time Baby Daddy’s Girl

			
			 

			My father was very present, as far as outside-of-the-home dads go. Still, when I was a kid, despite my world-class imagination, the idea of my mother and father as a couple was inconceivable. I’d never wished for them to be together. In fact, the older I got, the harder it was for me to imagine the two of them ever having been a unit. I existed and yet there was a peculiar truth: There was zero possibility my parents had ever had sex. Though I was hyper-invested in the idea of my mother partnering with someone, in my mind that someone wasn’t Dad. Lucky for him, this also meant I didn’t implicate him as having failed me for not being with her, or essentially, for anything. Quite the opposite: My father could do no wrong—he was my hero, and from my earliest years my relationship with him was a billowing source of pride.

			My mother has admitted to me that at times during my childhood, she believed I preferred my father to her. Most of my quality time with him was spent joyfully at brunch or at the park, whereas my mother was the one who did the stuff I hated, like making me wake up at 6:30 for school and feeding me lima beans. It was easier to take her for granted, and I am certain that I did.

			Fathers so often get to be “the fun ones,” especially when they don’t live in the house. Getting together with Daddy always felt like a special occasion, even though I saw him frequently. I can imagine that it must have been difficult for my mother to do most of the hard work that went into raising me and see the person who should have been doing it alongside her treated with the same level of reverence, if not more.

			My adoration for my dad had a lot to do with who he was besides being my father. David (pronounced Dahveed) Lemieux is a very interesting cat who’s lived a very interesting life. Let the people tell it, and they did: David is Chicago famous. The child of a casual connection between a white woman and a Black man (who didn’t stick around long after he was born), Daddy spent his early years in rural Ohio. My grandmother Ann would relocate the two of them to Hyde Park in the early 1960s, where it wasn’t as uncommon for a white woman to walk around with a mixed-race child.

			Though he is light enough to pass for white, or at least what some would call racially ambiguous, my father has always identified as Black with a capital B. He takes very seriously his identity as a race man, and he became active in the movement at a very young age. At sixteen, Dad joined the Illinois chapter of the Black Panther Party as a rank-and-file member, where he worked in the Free Breakfast for School Children program.

			In 1970, he met Sam Greenlee, author of The Spook Who Sat by the Door, a novel about a Black CIA agent who organizes and trains a group of young Chicago gang members to lead an uprising against the government. Dad told Mr. Greenlee that if there was ever a film based on the book, he must play the part of Pretty Willie DuBois, a gang member turned militant who, just like Dad, was a high yellow Hyde Parker. Sure enough, The Spook became a full-length movie in 1972, and my father played the role.

			In one memorable scene, Pretty Willie is asked to pass for white in order to rob a bank. The director instructed my dad to ad-lib his response, speaking from the perspective of a Black man who was tired of having his race questioned by other Black folks. Dad, who could certainly relate, delivered a potent monologue that has since been sampled on a number of hip-hop records, including tracks from Dead Prez, Chino XL, and most recently, Noname: “I was born Black, I live Black, and I’m probably going to die because I’m Black. Because some cracker, that knows I’m Black better than you, nigga, is going to put a bullet in the back of my head.”

			In 1981, Dad was working as a journeyman carpenter when he heard a commercial for the Afro-American Patrolmen’s League on his car radio. The AAPL was a union of Black Chicago police officers who thought of themselves as community-minded, using their badges to work in the service of Black people. The spot mentioned that it was the last day to sign up for the police academy, imploring “brothers and sisters” to join the force so that they might protect us. Dad immediately went and filled out an application.

			Having a Black cop as a father in the 1990s was a lot different from what I imagine having a Black cop as a dad might be today. Though anti-police sentiment was ever present, back then conversations were about police reform, not abolition. Despite KRS’s song “Black Cop,” calling African American police to account, in Chicago, like in most American cities, there was still a novelty to being one. The AAPL had a strong reputation and officers like my father were highly regarded for protecting Black citizens from the abuses often associated with white cops. As an esteemed Black officer, Dad was interviewed in Haki Madhubuti’s 1991 classic, Black Men: Obsolete, Single, Dangerous? The Afrikan American Family in Transition, on the complicated nature of his work and some of the issues threatening Black lives. “As I got older and observed the situation in the community and how the community was being destroyed from the inside out…I wanted to do something about it,” he told Madhubuti.

			Between his activist work and his time spent patrolling the South Side, my father became very well-known in the small-not-small world that is Black Chicago. As a child, I sometimes lamented the fact that we couldn’t go anywhere without people stopping to talk to him, often referring to him as “Brother David.” His popularity, something he seemed to revel in, further divided his attention away from me. Yet, it was also a reminder of how great he was. Folks liked him and respected him. He was A Good Black Man, and according to the cultural zeitgeist of the nineties, those weren’t always easy to find. Though my father was often busy off somewhere else being the man, I felt fortunate to have this upstanding brother as my dad. I loved Mommy, sure, but I was proud of Daddy.

			My father had a tremendous impact on how I view the world. His Pan-African values were deeply impressed upon me from very early in my life. You know how people talk about “race men” and “race women”? Well, I was a race child. Both my parents put a lot of effort into making sure I knew that Black was not only beautiful, but valuable. As a youngster, I thought of myself as superior to white people because I was from a group of people who had survived. Nearly every conversation with my father involves some discussion of the plight of Black people, and as a young girl, I took on the unwavering fervor with which he cared for our people.

			There was no time in my childhood when Daddy didn’t visit our house several days a week. For a while, we also had once-a-week outings. He’d take me to the Medici, a popular cafe near the University of Chicago, or for a walk near the lakefront. My parents got along very well and always spoke very highly of each other. I didn’t ever question my father, as far as the circumstances that led to us living separately went, in the same way that I thought something was off about my mother for being without a man. Even when I was old enough to get the sordid truth about my parents’ romance, I admit that initially I didn’t scrutinize his choices the way I did my mother’s.

			When I was about six, my mother sat me down and explained that Daddy had been married “prior” to having me, and that I had two older sisters whom I would soon be meeting. Excited was not the word: I was over the moon. I’d wanted siblings so badly and now two had just magically fallen into my lap!

			The following weekend Dad came and got me, and when I hopped in the car, Amissah, fifteen, and Aduni, twelve, were there waiting. That’s how we met: in the back seat of a car. Awkward, to say the least. The instant I saw them, I realized they were legitimate big kids. I felt little and I worried over them liking me.

			We went to Harper Square Family Restaurant in Hyde Park, and I was excited to find out that both my sisters went to school in the neighborhood even though they lived in South Shore. I don’t remember much else about lunch except the fact that I asked for a hamburger and when my dad objected, Amissah and Aduni fussed at him. “Daddy, if her mom lets her eat beef, you should let her have it!” I couldn’t believe it. At that point in my life, I hadn’t even heard my mother challenge my father, and here were these super cool older girls doing it on my behalf.

			After we ate, we went to my father’s studio apartment to watch Beetlejuice. I had never been to my dad’s home prior to this. I had never seriously given any thought to where he lived, so it was shocking to me to learn that he was in Hyde Park, just up the street from the YMCA where I’d attended day camp. Even after seeing his place, his separate reality didn’t stick; I didn’t give much consideration to what was going on in my father’s life outside of his time at work and his time with me.

			From that point on, Amissah and Aduni were generally with Dad when he’d come get me from my mom. We’d usually go somewhere to eat, sometimes in Hyde Park, but often in other areas. I especially loved it when we left my neighborhood to hang out; since my mother didn’t have a car, there were many parts of the city I rarely got to see.

			Every so often, we’d go visit Grandmother Ann, who lived up north. She was in her mid-sixties but didn’t quite fit the image of a Midwestern, plain Jane grandmother. Ann was a heavy smoker, in part because it helped keep her thin. Once at a restaurant, a waitress told her she had to put out her cigarette, and she replied that maybe if the waitress smoked, she wouldn’t be so fat. Ann cooked very little, and ate less, though she did like to make pancakes for us on occasion. Looking back, I feel weird about my white grandmother using Aunt Jemima pancake mix to feed her Black grandkids, but to be fair, my Black mama and most of the other people I knew used Aunt Jemima, too.

			Today I recognize Grandmother Ann’s eating and body issues as disordered, and I can see clearly that she passed them on to my father—and that he handed them down to his kids (though it’s impacted us in different ways). My dad is built like a bodybuilder and is obsessed with his size—and the sizes of his loved ones. My sisters and I have all dealt with weight issues throughout our lives. We’ll talk about my weight-loss journey later, but I’ll just say that I’ve taken drastic measures to keep myself from being fat, and I can’t say my father’s influence had nothing to do with it.

			Amissah and Aduni’s mother, “Pauletta,” is a saint among women. We met not too long after I met my sisters and since then she has always made me feel like a welcome guest in her home. She told my sisters that they could be as angry as they wanted to be with Daddy, but that I was their sister and that they needed to embrace me. None of the adults involved referred to us as “half” siblings; we were taught to believe that was “European nonsense” and that we were sisters, period.

			Amissah took a strong interest in me immediately, but it took Aduni much longer to get used to the idea of me being around. It’s not hard to understand why. To Amissah, I was little and cute, but to Aduni, I was just annoying. As far as Aduni was concerned, she had been demoted from being the baby—the choicest role in the family—to middle child. Amissah had always been a big sister and embraced having another kid sis to look after. Aduni didn’t have too much to say to me until I was in high school. She was never mean, just not terribly interested in getting to know me, but Amissah would meet me after school and show me off to her friends.

			As the years went by, sometimes it seemed like Daddy didn’t know how to be a father. Like he didn’t quite know how to get in where he fit in. Fatherhood didn’t seem to fit him like a glove in the way his other identities did. I would learn later that my mom spent years trying to encourage him to build stronger relationships with his girls and to spend more time with us, but his excuse was that he was always working. As a cop, he always held multiple security gigs on the side.

			I blame my dad’s work schedule for me never learning how to ride a bike. I had a tricycle that I loved, and then a two-wheeler with training wheels. My dad would take me all over the Lakefront, forcing me to ride on overpasses, which terrified me. Once, when I was in first or second grade, he was waiting for me at the bus stop with my bike. A classmate commented, “You still have training wheels?” That’s my last memory of riding with my dad. His work hours changed, and he stopped taking me riding for good not long after that. I never pressed the issue.

			Daddy could be somewhat selfish, as much as he prided himself on providing for his children. He is an avid fisherman, and he would sometimes take me to the lake so he could “cast a few.” I watched my father fish countless times, but I think he may have let me try it just one time for myself. During most of his police career, he had a bad caffeine habit and would drink more than ten cups of coffee a day. For years, he would take me to Starbucks without offering to order me anything, until one day my mom called it out. I’m sure part of his hesitation was the idea of stuffing me with sugary sweets like hot chocolate or a cookie, but it seemed he never considered how it made a kid feel to be brought into a coffee shop again and again without ever being offered anything (I could’ve had peppermint tea!).

			Meeting my sisters strengthened my relationship with my father. Before they came around, I could be very shy with him, not nearly as talkative or honest as I was with my mother. I was very fond of my dad, but I didn’t necessarily feel like I knew him that well. Seeing him interact with my sisters, who often pushed back against him—something I didn’t yet have the courage to do—made him feel more real to me. When we were all together, we felt like a family unit, something I had longed for so badly (although I’d pictured it happening by my mother marrying someone).

			Furthermore, as the looming issue of absentee fathers was omnipresent in the media of the 1990s—and among my classmates—I felt proud to have a father at all, especially one who had been a Black Panther and lived a life committed to serving his people. As a kid, you couldn’t tell me I didn’t have one of the best dads around. No matter what signs existed to the contrary, I did my best to always convince myself of this—but there was one summer when that became a bit more difficult.

			In the fall of 1994, just before school was set to start, the Chicago Teachers Union went on strike. I was nine and secretly praying the conflict would prevent me from ever having to go to fourth grade. As parents and students across the city waited for a resolution, my friend “Jessica” and I were sent to a temporary camp at the South Shore Cultural Center—known by an older generation of Chicago residents as the South Shore Country Club—a beautiful, formerly segregated property that had been taken over by the city’s park district. The country club now hosted after-school programs and community classes, but just two years prior, the Obamas had said their vows there. It’s still the wedding venue of my dreams.

			On the first day of the program, before I could even get the lay of the land, “Nzingha,” a short, pretty, brown girl about my age approached me, and with a few words, changed my world.

			“Is your name Jamilah?” she asked, staring at me with more intensity than anyone ever had in all my nine years.

			“Yeah.”

			“Your dad lives with us.”

			My heart began to race, and I felt as though I was going to faint. In a million years, I hadn’t ever expected to hear anything like that. From time to time, I passed by the studio where I’d once visited him, but I still didn’t seriously consider what his home life was like when he wasn’t around us. In my mind’s eye, he remained relegated to who he was when I could see and touch him.

			But now that naïve vision was blown up; the bubble had burst. Instantly, confusion, then jealousy set in.

			I spent the rest of the day interrogating Nzingha, whose innocent demeanor made it hard to get mad at her for dropping this bomb atop my world. But it was a bomb, nonetheless. I tried to look like whatever I thought strong looked like. Unfazed, Nzingha cheerily answered all my questions. Jessica bore witness silently.

			“How did you know who I was?” I questioned, detective-style.

			“There’s pictures of you in our living room.”

			“Do you know my sisters?”

			“I don’t see them all the time, but I met them.”

			“Does your mother have a car?”

			“Yeah, she drives a Jeep.” (This was almost enough to take me out.)

			“Where does my father sleep?”

			(Awkward silence.)

			Panicked, I reached for anything to stump her: “Well, what did you have for dinner last night?”

			“Turkey tacos.”

			“Who made them?”

			“Your dad.”

			Up until that moment, it had never occurred to me that my father could cook anything, and now this girl is telling me he’s out here making turkey tacos for some other family.

			So, this is how I found out that my dad had partnered with a woman named “Sheila,” who, like him, was a member of the Chicago Police Department, and that they owned a home together (!!!) in Beverly, a middle-class enclave on the city’s far South Side. Also like him, Sheila had three children—two daughters and a son—and they were essentially the same ages as my sisters and me. Nzingha was the youngest, like me.

			I was immediately envious. Nzingha was living the life I’d always wanted.

			House, check.

			Cars, plural, check.

			Vacations, check.

			And she was doing it with my father. I felt overwhelmed by the force of my already raging pubescent emotions. I wanted to kill her and be her at the same time. Until that day, I thought I understood how my father parented: from a distance, as a visitor, as a comfortable guest. But now, suddenly, here was evidence that he could also do it the regular way, as an in-the-home dad. Just not for me, apparently.

			That afternoon, Jessica’s mom, my mom’s good friend, picked me and Jessica up; the three of us were barely back in the car before we told her what we had found out about my dad and that I needed to call my mother immediately. Talking over each other with fourth-grader urgency, Jessica helped me fill in the juicy details: “…and then she said he made turkey tacos!” and it occurred to me that what was happening was intriguing, maybe even exciting to her. Jessica’s mom looked shook; if I didn’t already realize what a big deal this revelation was, it was written all over her face.

			As soon as we got to Jessica’s house, I went for the phone. Jessica’s mom didn’t outright discourage me from calling my mother at work, but I could tell she wanted to. “I—your mom is working, honey.” I ignored her hesitation, pulled the phone to my ear, and punched down the numbers. As soon as I heard my mother’s voice, I told her everything. “Daddy has a house in Beverly!” I started breathlessly running down the gossip, without a clue that this information could be hurtful to her. My mother was very quiet. She allowed me to get it all out without asking any questions. When I was done, she simply said, “Okay.” I couldn’t fully read her reaction, and really wanted her to say more, but something in me sensed I’d told her something she didn’t want to know. What I didn’t know was that my parents had still been involved romantically and that my reveal was devastating. I wouldn’t find that out until I was a fully grown woman, recently in fact.

			Unlike the excitement I had when I had learned about my sisters, I struggled with my feelings

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
			

			
			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	


OEBPS/9780593447550_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						Epigraph


						Introduction


						Part I: Longing
					
								Chapter 1: Something’s Missing


								Chapter 2: A Part-Time Baby Daddy’s Girl


								Chapter 3: No Country for Single Mothers


								Chapter 4: Love and a Black Ass Lie


								Chapter 5: Passing for Pretty: Love, Sex, Body


								Chapter 6: A Baby Mama Is Born


					


			


						Part II: Belonging
					
								Chapter 7: Life with Naima


								Chapter 8: The Case for Co-Parenting


								Chapter 9: Love, Sex, Body: The Remix


								Chapter 10: Mommy, I’m Sorry


								Chapter 11: Who Will Love Me Now?


								Chapter 12: A Black Feminist Fantasy: What If?


								Chapter 13: Happy Baby Mama’s Day


								Chapter 14: Dear Naima


								Girl Power (Squared)


					


			


						Part III: A Baby Mama Multiverse:
					
								Who You Callin’ a Baby Mama?


								Tarana Burke, 50


								Tia Freeman, 28


								Cashawn Thompson, 50


								“Amber Butler,” 36


								Eryn White, 39


								Tanya Fields, 43


								Octavia Y. Lewis, 42


								Ayana Byrd, 46


								“Amira Jones,” 39


								Erica Dickerson, 37 Jamilah Mapp, 36


								Tomika Anderson, 47


								Yaba Blay, 48


								Gloria Malone, 33


								Sanyla Cooley, 19


								Maria Williamson Ramirez, 34


								Dr. Michelle “Feminista Jones” Taylor, 45


								Sil Lai Abrams, 53


								Alisha L. Gordon, 42


								Kia Smith, 43


								Michaela Angela Davis, 59


					


			


						Afterword


						Acknowledgments


						Reading List


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						ii


						iii


						iv


						ix


						x


						v


						vii


						xi


						xii


						xiii


						xiv


						xv


						1


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						331


						332


						333


			


		
	









OEBPS/images/page_v.jpg









OEBPS/images/9780593447550_cover.jpg
“One of the most important feminist writers of the twenty-first century.”
—Brittney Cooper

Jamilah Lemieux

T 4
N
1

Real Life Tales of
Longing and Belonging





OEBPS/images/page_ii.jpg
o
-
i
|

|
¥

NEW YORK

S








OEBPS/images/page_162.jpg








OEBPS/images/003_Lemi_9780593447543_all_art_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/9780593447550_title_page.jpg
BLACK.
SINGLE.
MOTHER.

Real-Life
Tales of
Longing anc
Belonging

JAMILAH
LEMIEUX





