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To my father, the first man I ever loved. You taught me life lessons that have helped mold me into the woman I am today.

To my mother, for always being strong, present, and totally dedicated.

To my kids, for loving me unconditionally and without fail. Thank you for making me the proudest mom in the world.

Last, but not least, to my husband, who encouraged and supported me in writing this book. Thank you for always seeing the best in me when I struggle to see it in myself.




INTRODUCTION [image: ]

In November 2009 I woke up in a small, sparely decorated bedroom in the upper-middle-class, mostly Black Los Angeles neighborhood of Ladera Heights. My two daughters were lying next to and on top of me, and my three sons were sleeping down the hall on couches in the converted office. We were sharing a modest three-bedroom house with my parents and my younger brother, Tyrik. It was quite a change from the thirty-one-thousand-square-foot Orlando mansion we had been living in just a few days before, with its massive basketball court, fitness center, and swimming pool. That house had been our home for the past six months and for practically every summer before that.

After almost a year of planning, I had left my husband of nearly seven years, Shaquille O’Neal, along with the life my children and I had come to know. In that moment, moving back in with my parents was the only choice I had if I wanted any peace for myself and my kids. I told my divorce attorneys I didn’t want to fight with Shaquille. I just wanted him to take care of his kids. I didn’t care about anything else. I had also told them I didn’t want a cent of Shaquille’s money, and I meant it. I wanted to be free to have the life I wanted, on my terms, even while raising five kids under eleven.

For years, my role in life had been clear: I was a wife and mother. I was a daughter and sister. Occasionally, I was a fantastic hostess. I cooked meals and took my kids to school and helped with homework and wiped away tears. Now, I was back home with nothing. I’d turned my back on mansions, luxury cars, private jets, and a lifetime of wealth and privilege.

As my marriage unraveled, I knew I had to find a way to establish financial independence. I never wanted to be dependent on a man for money, an identity, or anything else ever again. Despite what the tabloids have said about me, and what the gossips on social media insisted they “knew,” I did not walk away from my divorce a rich woman. In fact, apart from money for child support, I didn’t walk away from my divorce with anything other than my car. So, while the sudden transition from wealth and comfort to sleeping three to a bed with no permanent address was disorienting, it was the first step to regaining my independence and my life, and that gave me the strength I needed to move forward.

With the help of my parents and family, I got my children settled in school, took a deep breath, and set out to develop and sell an idea I’d been thinking about: a reality TV show based on the real-life wives and girlfriends of players in the National Basketball Association. This was a world I knew well because I had lived in it since 2000. I’d attended the championship celebrations and the glamorous parties (and hosted some of my own). I’d gotten to know the wives as they watched their husbands get traded, get injured—and all too often, get caught fooling around with women they met on the road. I was confident that I could create a show that would tell their authentic behind-the-scenes stories in both a thoughtful and entertaining way. That something would become the runaway hit Basketball Wives.

But before we get too far ahead, let’s set the record straight. Nobody pulled strings for me with TV networks or production companies to get Basketball Wives picked up. I did that on my own, through persistence and sheer force of will, because I had to support myself and my children. And I’ll guarantee it was fifty times harder because I’m a Black woman who had no experience as a television producer. Nobody gave me anything.

That’s one side of me you don’t know. There are others.



While I may be on a reality television show and have some social media presence, I’m extremely private. Despite Black women’s voices being more important right now than they have ever been in the history of our country, we still live in a culture where someone like me—an outspoken, unapologetic Black woman who tells it like it is—is seen as threatening. So, after I became a public figure and sort-of celebrity in my own right, I became a target. Because I had been so careful to protect my privacy and limit access to my personal life, people who wondered who I was were free to fill in the blanks with whatever fiction they wanted, and the information was usually not complimentary.

That’s the main reason I’ve wanted to write a book for the last five years. I feel the journey I’ve gone on is worth sharing. I’ve been on television since 2010, and I’m at a point in my life now where lots of people think they know who I am, but they really don’t—because I’ve declined to tell them. The piece of me you’ve seen on Basketball Wives is just one frame of my entire movie, and it doesn’t really show you the many other sides of me. With this book, I decided to do something deeply uncomfortable for someone as fiercely private as myself: tell my story in full, with (almost) nothing left out.

Why am I sharing my journey and struggles now? I think it’s important to leave a legacy that will inspire other women, particularly Black women. As a public figure, I have a platform that can be used to both set the record straight and to help people. I want to inspire women to pursue their creative dreams no matter how often others tell them they can’t or that those dreams aren’t important. I want to let them know there’s more than one way to be a great parent. I want to show them that it’s never too late to find life-changing love, and to say, “Never compromise on what you believe to be right.”

I sound very confident, but I wasn’t always this way. In the pages that follow you’ll meet a number of different Shaunies:


	Immature Shaunie, trying to figure it all out;

	Still ain’t getting it right Shaunie;

	What the hell are you doing Shaunie;

	Bad decision Shaunie; and

	Getting smarter (finally) Shaunie



I cringe a little when I look back on some of these versions of myself, but the rollercoaster ride has still been a good ride, because the version of Shaunie I am today—fearless, book-writing, telling-my-story Shaunie—evolved from all those earlier versions. It took each and every one of them to get me to the place I am now. Everything I went through, every betrayal and self-inflicted wound, made me who I am today. I’m damn proud of that version. I have become someone who can take every challenge, every peak and valley, as a lesson. I can really take something from every high and low. I guess that’s called wisdom.

I get people coming up to me now saying, “Oh my God, I love this new journey you’re on. I love this new life you have.” I’ll be thinking, You’re just seeing the best part. There were a lot of rough parts you don’t know anything about. Up to now, I’ve been making this pilgrimage in silence. This book is about changing that.



You might have picked up this book because you thought I was going to share dirt about my marriage to, and divorce from, Shaquille. Yes, I’ve written about my marriage here, particularly what led to its demise, because in order to understand my journey you need to know what I went through and the choices I made during those years. In doing so, I’ve shared some details about hurtful and embarrassing things that happened while Shaquille and I were married, but I’ve also tried to be fair and nonjudgmental, focusing mostly on my part of it and how I felt about it. There are many other stories and details about our marriage that will always remain private. Shaquille is still father to our children and an important figure in my life, and he and I have reached a place of peaceful coexistence. I don’t want to ruin that. So, while I’m going to be honest, I’m not going to wallow in the mud.

Before I go any further, it’s important that I stress that I’m not blaming Shaquille for what happened to our marriage. He did the best he could with the tools he had. So did I. He was trying to be a world-famous, thirtysomething multimillionaire with thousands of women throwing themselves at him, and people in general begging just to be in his presence, while being a husband and a father at the same time. How could anyone possibly know how to do that?

Meanwhile, I was trying to figure out how to be a good wife under circumstances that were more than a little unusual. We both could have made better decisions. Neither of us took the time to invest in our future by seeking marriage counseling, which, looking back, we probably should have. We both thought we were doing “the right thing” by jumping into family life, and we gave it our best. I’m not sure either of us knew what “being in love” felt like, but we loved the family we had made. We didn’t have the wisdom we needed at that time in our lives to nurture each other and grow, both as individuals and together, especially when life was so overwhelming. I like to think we’ve both gained some of that wisdom since we split and went on to invest in our ourselves and our families in new ways.

You might also be thinking that this will be a gossipy book about Basketball Wives. Surely I’m going to dish on behind-the-scenes rumors, rivalries, tantrums, and drama, right? Wrong. Yes, there have been ups and downs over the years with my beloved franchise, just as there are in any relationship or endeavor. But at the end of the day, I love all the ladies who have been on the show, along with the crew and the entire team that makes the show possible. They’re my friends and family, and in my world family comes first. So, while there will be plenty about Basketball Wives, I won’t be airing the show’s dirty laundry.

While this book does cover some moments and observations about my first marriage and Basketball Wives in some capacity, it’s more than just that. It’s not just one or two things. It’s multifaceted, just like I am. Because, like you, I’m also more than one thing. I’m a grieving daughter and a loyal sibling. I’m a mom who worries all the time about her now-grown children while taking great pride in who they’re becoming. I’m a dedicated mother, creative and successful producer and entrepreneur, and most importantly, I’m a wife again, having married the man of my dreams, Pastor Keion Henderson, in 2022. I’ve even become first lady of his church, a plot twist I could never have seen coming.

The point is, I’m all those Shaunies and more, but you don’t know that because I haven’t let you in. That’s on me, and it’s time for that to change. I’m ready to step outside my bubble and share what I’ve experienced, who I was, the decisions I’ve made, and who I am in the process of becoming. I hope you can see a little of yourself in some of my hardships and heartbreaks, understand me a little better, and maybe learn a thing or two about yourself along the way. Or maybe just laugh, shed a few tears, and enjoy the ride.

God knows I have.

Shaunie Henderson

HOUSTON, TEXAS




CHAPTER 1 [image: ] A CHRISTIAN MOTHER AND A MUSLIM FATHER

The neighborhood I grew up in from the time I was six set the tone for who I became as an adult. It was working class and mostly Black, but everybody knew each other. Everybody looked out for each other. The phrase “it takes a village to raise a child” definitely applied. The families of our neighborhood broke bread together, kept an eye on all the kids as we ran around playing, and kept their homes and yards clean and tidy. Even though I didn’t know it, I think part of the template for my life was set down there: Be humble. Treat everybody with respect. Take care of your business.

I’m the oldest of three children. Well, technically five, but that’s complicated. My dad had two other daughters by another woman—my half sisters—but they weren’t really a part of our lives when I was growing up. I grew up with two other siblings: my sister, Cori, who is six years younger, and Tyrik, who is eighteen years younger than me. For a while I was an only child. That meant I got all the attention, and I loved it.

My dad, Vester Nelson, was a Muslim and member of the Nation of Islam—a very seventies-cool cat, a dedicated pot smoker with a big Afro. My mother, Mary, was, and still is, a devout Christian. While I grew up in a fairly unconventional family situation, all in all, the two competing faiths in our house coexisted pretty smoothly.

My mom took great pains to braid my hair beautifully every day, but I was definitely a daddy’s girl. My mom was the one who ferried me to all my activities when I was growing up, but my dad was the one who made me feel special. When I was in preschool, he would pick me up to go and do fun stuff. In keeping with his Muslim faith, he was extremely strict about how a girl should act and who she could be alone with, but he was also warm, attentive, and caring. He was very protective and had strong opinions about the activities I would be allowed to participate in, but he was never stern or a bully. He was just fun to be with.

By the time Cori came along when I was six, my dad was getting active in Islam. I was too young to understand it, but later I would learn that my mom had tried for a year to live a Muslim life, going to mosque and supporting her husband. But she just wasn’t happy with it. She didn’t believe what they believed; it wasn’t how she was brought up. She was trying to follow her husband and be a good wife, but she had been raised a Baptist and wanted to go back to her roots. They talked it over and they agreed that my mother would go back to the faith she’d been raised in. My mom is a classically trained pianist and a singer, and she grew up playing in her church. She went back to her Baptist church, where she played the piano, and my sister and I went with her twice a week.

Being raised in two faiths was never a burden. In fact, it was interesting. On the Baptist side, I went to vacation Bible school and Sunday school and things like that. I enjoyed it because that’s where a lot of my friends were. It was more fun than going to Muslim services with my dad, which I also did, because of the strict mandate I was expected to follow. I had to wear the conservative garments that all Muslim women have to wear, which were sometimes hot and uncomfortable. I only went to mosque for the short time my mom went, and I remember that the men and women sat separately.

My dad followed the teachings of the Nation of Islam to the letter. He would buy his bean pies, support The Final Call, and be at the mosque every Sunday in his bow tie. He prayed the required five times every day. He would wash up and go in his room and pray on the floor, facing east toward Mecca. That was his ritual. He would also participate in Ramadan every year. He was very disciplined about his religion and read the Quran every day.

He also spoke Arabic on occasion. If you came to our house to visit, he would greet you in Arabic. We could hear him pray in Arabic or speak it to some of his fellow brothers. He wasn’t fluent, but it was still impressive to hear him converse in this ancient language. While he didn’t require any of us to follow his religion, he did want us to learn about it. We were a sit-down-at-the-dinner-table-and-talk kind of family, and sometimes during dinner or homework, we would have conversations about Islam. We asked him questions, and he would teach us some of the beliefs, some of which I thought were very worthy of respect.

My dad was always immaculately groomed. He shaved every day and polished his shoes. As a little girl, I was obsessed with the process of polishing shoes because he did it old school, with the polish, buffing, shining, the brushes, and the little wooden case that he could put his foot on. He would even shine my penny loafers, because I went to a private school and had to wear a uniform.

I used to get so annoyed because the other kids would get their penny loafers all messed up on purpose. They wanted them to look distressed because that was the cool look. But as soon as mine got a scuff on them, my dad had them on his shoeshine box and got them back in tiptop shape. That’s just who he was. For him, cleanliness was definitely next to godliness.

One thing my father never did was talk down to us for thinking for ourselves, even as kids. We made our own decisions, and he was okay with that, even if it meant going to church every Sunday instead of to mosque. He never talked negatively about church, which made me respect him and his religion even more. He was not judgmental or opinionated about what we did or did not believe.

What was extraordinary about all this was that when it came to religion, my parents never made us take sides. I can’t imagine that happening today. My dad taught us what he believed, and my mom did the same, but they gave us the freedom to decide what doctrine we wanted to follow, even if that meant following no faith at all. Neither of them ever questioned me about my beliefs. My sister, brother, and I were free to believe in whatever we wanted. My parents always instilled in us that there is a higher power, but how you choose to interact with that power is up to you. Given how divided our country is today, I think it’s remarkable that neither my mother nor my father tried to convince us they were right. They respected us.

Today, my sister says that she’s more spiritual than anything, but leans toward Muslim beliefs. My little brother leans toward the Muslim side too, because he was super tight with our dad, like two peas in a pod. Mom and Dad never made us choose, which is so fair-minded and rare. I will always love them for that. Me, I’m still a Christian, and while I don’t go to church twice a week like I did with my mom when I was growing up, I love being married to a pastor, and I love the Lord.



I was the first grandchild born in our family, so everybody spoiled me, including my paternal grandparents. (Mom’s parents had died by the time I was born.) I loved it because everywhere I went I was the apple of everyone’s eye. They would fuss over me, tell me I was beautiful, and shower me with attention. My grandmother would call me her “princess,” and made sure I felt like it. She was into fashion and bought me a couture jacket for my fifth birthday. I could do no wrong in her eyes, and I could have whatever I wanted. She even got me a credit card when I turned thirteen! It was like I was her little doll, so she did whatever she thought would be amazing for her grandbaby. Somehow, with all the gifts she gave me, I managed to stay humble and not become a spoiled brat!

Up until I was six years old we lived in Hollywood, right near the original Famous Amos cookies store on Sunset Boulevard. My dad would go there, sit down with Wally Amos himself, have coffee, and talk for hours. Wally was a neighborhood institution, a former talent agent who started his cookie business with a loan from Helen Reddy and Marvin Gaye.

By the time my sister was born, we moved to Inglewood, a city in southwest Los Angeles County that was also home to the Forum, where the Los Angeles Lakers would play until 1999. We moved to a few different houses as our family grew, but we stayed in Inglewood until my parents moved to Ladera Heights after I left home.

While my mother and father stayed together until my dad died in 2022, in many ways they were vastly different people. Rather than shower us with hugs and kisses, my mom shows her love in the many acts of service she provides. Growing up, we didn’t have to make our beds, cook, wash our clothes, or anything like that, because she did everything for us. Even now, if I were to stay at her house for a few days, she wouldn’t let me do anything. When I showed up with the kids after I filed for divorce, she was in heaven—there were beds to make, clothes to wash, you name it. That’s her way of showing love.

It’s funny now, but that hindered me when I went out on my own, because I never learned to do laundry or anything else domestic. She just wouldn’t allow it. I remember having to go into the kitchen and watch her cook because she wouldn’t teach me how to do it. I’m a good cook now, but I had to learn on my own by trial and error. I wish Mom had taken more time with me in the kitchen so I could really get in there and feel comfortable cooking, because I love great food and making something special for family and friends.

I never learned to iron either, and I’m still terrible at that. Don’t ask me to iron anything unless you want scorch marks on part of it and wrinkles on the rest. I always thought Black women were supposed to be great at ironing, but I guess that skipped a generation.

My mom was deeply invested in us. There was nothing she wouldn’t do for her family—no drive too long, no bill too high—for us to have the best, look the best, and go to the best schools. We were her everything. But she did not play. As young children, we were pretty well behaved, but one reason for that was that you did not want to get in trouble with her.

Once, when I was in the ninth grade, my friends talked me into ditching class and taking the bus to the mall. When someone from the school called my mother and told her I had missed fifth period, she left work and drove to my school, and when I got back, she was sitting outside waiting for me with a look I’ll never forget. My heart dropped to my toes. Set up the firing squad. If my dad had found out, he would’ve been disappointed and upset and I would’ve gotten a lecture. But with my mother, ain’t no telling what would happen.

I got in her car and we drove off. She was steaming. I could feel the heat coming off her. About ten minutes from school, she started fussing. Then her fussing became yelling and she started socking me hard on the arm while she was driving. My mother doesn’t do anything halfway. If she hugs you, you know you’ve been hugged. If she hits you, you’ll have a bruise. She loves hard, and she disciplines hard, and those punches on the arm hurt. And they were enough. I never cut class again.



My dad was the polar opposite of my mother. Where she would lose her temper when we did something wrong, my father didn’t yell. His preferred form of discipline was a long lecture. But you knew when he was angry and disappointed, and there would be some type of punishment—you couldn’t talk on the phone, you couldn’t go out, that sort of thing.

But most of the time my dad was affectionate to a fault. He was always the one saying “I love you” and giving us words of encouragement as we went out the door. If we had something special going on, like a school performance or a final exam, my mom would say, “I’m going to say a special prayer for you” and move on. Not my dad. He would sit us down and we would talk about what was coming up. He took family meetings very seriously, and he believed in sitting down together, communicating, talking things through, and sharing advice. He always made sure to hug us. If we got hurt, he was the one putting the Band-Aid on.

I’ve taken that lesson to heart with my own kids. I don’t get off the phone with any of them without saying “I love you.” I don’t go to bed without saying it to whoever is in the house. If my big, strong sons are around, I’m kissing them on the forehead, even if it’s in front of their friends. They might roll their eyes, but I know they love it. I probably do this because my mom didn’t. I always want my kids to know how much I love them, and if I have to embarrass them just a little bit to make sure, I’m all right with that.

Thinking about that reminds me of all the lessons I learned from my parents that I’ve applied to raising my own kids—including things my mom and dad did that I didn’t want to do when I became a parent. All of which I’ll touch on a bit later.



Since I lived in Hollywood until I was in first grade, and I spent my whole childhood in Los Angeles, I was always seeing famous people. But I don’t remember ever thinking I wanted to be an actor or part of the entertainment world. Still, my mom had me audition for commercials and modeling gigs. I did in-store and runway modeling for Saks and Neiman Marcus and even competed on the beauty pageant circuit.

My mom was a total pageant mom. We were always traveling to one pageant or another, but this wasn’t the creepy pageant stuff you see on some reality shows or documentaries. My mother enjoyed dressing me up, doing my hair, and taking me to competitions, but I don’t remember either she or my dad ever taking the whole thing too seriously. It was just fun. I would dance for the talent competition, so my mom always had me in jazz, tap, or ballet class from four years old to when I turned fourteen. I never had a dance routine; I always made it up on the spot and just had a great time. The funny thing was, I would win! We had a house full of little-girl trophies.

Thankfully, I didn’t turn into one of those women who’s always talking about her long-gone glory days. Nor did I make my own girls compete in pageants in some desperate attempt to relive my past. For my parents, pageants were never about winning, it was about having fun, and all my mom and dad cared about was that I enjoyed myself and had a good experience. Pageant time became playtime! I got to dress up, go out onstage, and smile and wave at people. I was always in shows with the same girls, so we became friends. I didn’t even realize it was happening, but while all this was going on I was learning how to conduct myself with class and poise.

Then, when I was in sixth grade, agencies started wanting me to model more mature clothing, like bathing suits. My father put a stop to that. This Muslim man wasn’t about to watch his eleven-year-old daughter become sexualized. So much for my budding modeling career!

When I became a teenager my dad laid down strict limits on what I could and could not do. I could hang out with my friends and have sleepovers, go to the movies, things like that. But boys were out of the question. I couldn’t go on dates. I couldn’t go to dances. I didn’t get to go to the prom because that required a date. Of course, like most teenagers, I tried to get around the rules. I would take our phone (the old kind with a cord) from the hallway, sneak it up to my room, plug it into the jack in my wall, and stay up all night talking to a boy I liked at school. I prayed that my parents would stay asleep and not pick up the phone. Once or twice they did pick it up, but I hung up immediately. I think they suspected, but I never got in trouble.

I was never brave enough to ask my dad if I could go on a date because I knew the answer would be no. So, I ended up sneaking around and having “school boyfriends,” boys I would just see at school. We didn’t go on dates and barely talked on the phone. Those relationships (if you could call them that) usually didn’t last very long because most boys didn’t have the patience for that type of girlfriend. If I went to the movies at the mall with my friends, a boy I liked might meet me there. I also had godsisters who were older than me that my mom would let me go out with, and they might let me go on a date with a boy on their watch—take us somewhere we could go to the movies or lunch together.

That was my social life when it came to boys. As far as I know, my dad never caught on. I do know that a boy called my house once and my dad scared him so badly he never called again. I don’t know what my father said to him, but it was enough that the boy could barely look me in the eye when I got to school. My dad was so serious about protecting my virtue that in tenth grade he enrolled me in an all-girls school. He did not want boys to be a distraction. He was trying to protect me, and now looking back, I’m thankful for his protection and his love.



Through all those years, my parents taught me things they didn’t even know they were teaching me. My dad taught me the importance of showing love and affection. Every Friday, rain or shine, he would bring my mother a dozen roses; I always got two roses of my own. Once a week I took ballet, and he would be there watching me dance and taking me out to eat afterward. Sometimes he would pick me up after school on a Friday and take me horseback riding. He always came through when he said he would.

My mother did the same thing. She put a lot of effort into making sure she exposed us to a lot of things as kids, and I’m grateful for that. She took us to dance classes and gymnastics. My sister learned how to play the flute, while I learned how to play the viola. Mom wanted us to get our hands dirty and see what we liked. She took us to plays and made sure we saw Cats. That’s who she was. She would take off work early to make sure she was able to get her hair done and that we were dressed nicely, and then get us to the Pantages Theatre in time for the opening curtain.

While my father did his best to attend our activities and share experiences with us, it was Mom who did all the driving. It meant so much to me that she worked a nine-to-five job and still made time to drive us to the other side of Los Angeles (which, if you know the city and its awful traffic, is not a small thing) to get us to ballet class, and then sat in the parking lot or in the little waiting area until we were done. I also appreciated that my father always took time to do something special with me. The effort mattered. It showed me they loved us. Sure, being dragged to so many different activities was tiring sometimes, but the fact that my parents cared enough to pay for them and commit their time to being part of them was as important as them being in a certain room at a certain time.

When my kids were younger, I was constantly negotiating where I would be and who I would be with, and I made sure they knew about it. I wanted them to see that I was putting in the effort. The conversations would sound a little like merger and acquisition negotiations on Wall Street: “Myles has a play and you have a basketball game, but you also have a basketball game tomorrow. So, I’m going to go to Myles’s play tonight because that’s only tonight, and I’ll be at your game tomorrow, okay?” I’d go to the play and then the game, and everybody would be happy. My kids saw me trying to show up to everything I could. I wasn’t trying to score points; I wanted them to see that I really cared.

When I was older, I talked to friends about their experiences growing up and found out theirs had been different from mine. They had parents who worked all day, just like my mother and father, but when the end of the day came, their parents just sat in front of the TV, leaving the kids to fend for themselves. My mom and dad never did that. My mom made sure we did our homework, and my dad made sure we always communicated about things. We were a “together family.” Those experiences taught me that I was important, and that spending time together was important. I’m sure that helped me develop strong self-esteem.

Also, when I was a kid, my parents were always helping other people in our tight-knit neighborhood. We might be on our way out the door to go to the movies and the phone would ring. Someone would be calling my father because their power had gone out, they had a flat tire, they needed a ride, or something like that. We would always end up canceling our plans to go help them. I would be sitting in the back seat, thinking, Come on, I really wanted to see this movie! Do we really have to do this? Can’t someone else do it?

I didn’t understand then how special my parents were for being so selfless, but I do now. They instilled that same instinct in me. I will drop everything to help somebody. My father also taught me to communicate and ask questions, never to just accept what I was told. One time he said to me, “Never let someone tell you something that doesn’t make sense. Ask questions until it makes sense to you, no matter what that means. Don’t ever let somebody tell you two plus two equals five.” To this day, I’m a car salesman’s worst nightmare.

I don’t have to agree with what you’re saying, but that’s okay as long as I don’t walk away confused. I will ask questions until I understand everything that’s going on. I taught my kids the same lesson about school. If they complained that they didn’t understand an assignment, I would say, “Did you ask any questions?” If they told me they hadn’t, I would say, “Tomorrow, you don’t leave Ms. So-and-So’s class without understanding what she’s asking you to do. You’re unable to do the work because you walked out of that class without understanding.” They would go back and ask questions until they knew exactly what the teacher was asking
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