





The Sistahs Rules


Secrets for Meeting, Getting, and Keeping a Good Black Man


Denene Millner

[image: image]





Dedication


For Daddy, whose love, strength, and will
 exemplify the term good black man.
 For Mommy, whose love, strength, and will
 helped her recognize one when she saw one.
 And for Nick, who helped me reach my level.





Contents


Introduction: The Sistahs Rules Is All About You




How to Meet a Good Black Man




Rule # 1: Celebrate the Power of the Booty




Rule # 2: Get a Life




Rule # 3: Hook It Up, Girl!




Rule # 4: Get That Wish List in Order




Rule # 5: Get Out of His Wallet




Rule # 6: Use Your Heart and Not Your Eyes




Rule # 7: Use What You Got to Get What You Want




Rule # 8: Go Get Him, Girl!





Rule # 9: If He Gives You a Pager Number Instead of the Digits, Dump His Butt (And Other Recognizable Signals That Indicate You Need to Kick Him to the Curb)




Rule # 10: If He Sends You Flowers Just Because, He Could Be a Keeper (And Other Recognizable Signals That Indicate Hes Your Potential Brother Mr. Right)




Rule # 11: Call the Brother, Date the Brother




How to Get a Good Black Man




Rule # 12: How to Work It on Your First Few Dates, Before You Get to Doing the Nasty




Rule # 13: No Swerving on the First Date




Rule # 14: Blow His Mind




Rule # 15: The Way to a Mans Heart Is Through a Great Plate of Greens




Rule # 16: Grab a Playbook and Learn Michael Jordans Moves





Rule # 17: Dont Get All Worked Up Because He Forgot Your Birthday or Buys You Cheap Gifts




Rule # 18: Shield Your Building from the Blaze




Rule # 19: After You Get Your Swerve On, Leave Him




Rule # 20: How to Determine Hes into You and Not Just the Nookie




Rule # 21: Dont Compare Him to Your Last Man




Rule # 22: Girlfriends Are Everything, but They Dont Know It All




Rule # 23: Be His Homie




Rule # 24: Get to Know His Mama, Get to Know Him




Rule # 25: Dont Mention the M Word for at Least Twelve Months




Rule # 26: Give Him the Option of Commitment





How to Keep a Good Black Man




Rule # 27: Give Him Three Months After He Commits to Tie Up Loose Ends




Rule # 28: Make Your Past Relationships Official Black History




Rule # 29: You Dont Wear a Cape, So Dont Try to Be Superwoman




Rule # 30: Never Ask a Question You Dont Want the Answer To




Rule # 31: Channel the Bitch Sessions, Keep a Man




Rule # 32: Be His Lover, Not His Mother




Rule # 33: Getting to Know His Mother and Sisters Goes a Long Way




Rule # 34: Shack Up





Rule # 35: Share the Household Responsibilities




More Sistahs Rules




Rule # 36: Leave Her Man Alone




Rule # 37: If He Wants Out or Hes Not Acting Right, Show Him the Door




Rule # 38: So You Got Dissed, Huh? Get Over It!




Rule # 39: Rules for High School Sistahs




Rule # 40: Rules for College Sistahs




Acknowledgments




About the Author





Copyright




About the Publisher









Introduction




The Sistahs Rules Is All About You

The Rules?

Puh-leeze, girl. Any real black woman can tell you that when it comes to African-American men, the oft-celebrated Rules is about as good as a pile of Monopoly money in Macys.

Useless.

Try waiting for a brother to call you, when you rarely return his phone calls.

Try playing coy and mysterious with him on your first date.

Try sitting back and giving him all the power to make all the decisions in your relationship.

Youd be better off acquainting yourself with the Friday evening television lineup, because youll be spending an awful lot of time on the sofa in front of the TVremote in one hand, corn chips in the otherwasting quality weekend time with yourself, by yourself. No eligible black man would play the game by those rulesand you sistahs know this.

So a growing chorus of you continue to shout the same question from the rooftops: Where are the good black men and how can I get one?

Of course, lament over the shortage of good ones is universaland the popularity of The Rules proves the topic certainly stretches across all age, ethnic, and racial lines.

But nobody seems to have the knack for vocalizing loneliness better than us sistahsas witnessed by the Waiting to Exhale sistah-girlfriend clutches on black relationships, and the phenomenal sales of black relationship books.

The problem is that weve all too often held our potential mates up against the Knight in Shining Armor standards adopted by some of our white contemporariesa fantasy wish list thats sentencing us sistahs to the singles-only line.

I have to admit, its pretty difficult to hold black men to different standards, particularly when were constantly barraged with statistics that portray the endangered black male as more likely than not to be uneducated, unemployed, with a prison record and a history of either using or selling drugs, gay, married, dead, or otherwise socially unavailable.

And we cant ignore the growing numbers of upwardly mobile black men bypassing their female counterparts, only to take up with white onesor those who, recognizing theyre at the top of the most eligible bachelors list, are forsaking marriage for the swinging singles life.

Weve even got some brothers out there who say they can afford to be picky and playasthat is, date a host of women at the same timebecause societys taught them that their education, career title, salary, and 401(k) plan place them squarely in the in serious demand category. And theyll readily play the game, tooput on their running shoes to get to Nia if Roslyn doesnt give them what they want.

No, sisthe games may work on the other men, but not on our men.

Its enough to make us sistahswho always dreamed of sharing our lives with men who have just as much or more than we havepondering whether well be living out those white-picket-fence dreams without the dashing black prince in the shiny white Benz.

Were tired of chasing them, tired of trying to get them to notice us, tired of hearing our clocks ticking and nobody setting off the alarmjust tired, tired, tired.

Well, Im telling you that there are good black men out thereones who are ready, willing, and able to make you happy if you give them a chance and you work it just right. Its going to take a little bit more running, sistahbut this is for that good race, the one that will have him standing up and cheering you front row and center on your very own sideline. All you have to do is follow the Sistahs Rules.

Ill tell you how to spot out a good one and how to tell when hes a loser, where to meet him, how to approach him, and how to act on the first date. Ill clue you in on how to tell if he seriously likes you, when to sleep with him, and how to tell if he likes you or the sex.

Ill share with you all my secrets for capturing his heart.

Now, theres going to be some sistahs who think these rules are over the topthat theres no need to practice Rule # 5, in which I tell you to stop looking for men with money, or Rules # 15, 16 and 17, where I tell you to cook for him, learn about sports, and get over the fact that he didnt buy you a gift. Ive already had sistahs bending my ear, complaining that we black women are just too darn preoccupied with getting the ring and authors like me are spending entirely too much time telling women to bend over backward for those sorry-ass men.

Why do we continue to fill ourselves with this nonsense? one of my colleagues fumed when she heard about Sistahs Rules. When are we going to learn that we dont need men? And why cant a black man write a book about how to please us?

Well, Ill tell you why. Relationships are important to us; we look forward to having companions and sharing the most intimate part of our lives with significant others. We want that stable relationshipthat forever stability like the kind my parents and in-laws have. We want to raise healthy kids in a safe environment with a loving mate. We want mennot in front of us, not behind us, but beside usto accompany us through this trip called life.


And we dont mind asking someone to help us find him.

Anyone who doesnt have one and claims she doesnt need one is either fooling herself or plain not interested in men.

Now, I wouldnt mind picking up a book by a black man that explains detail for detail what brothers need to do to please my behind. But I think its pretty pointless to sit around holding your breath, being lonely and bitter, while you wait for the brothers to come around. I wouldnt waste my time doing it.

Neither should you.

Read Sistahs Rules. Memorize Sistahs Rules. Use Sistahs Rules. Then prepare yourself for a life filled with happiness as your Brother Mr. Right comes strolling into your life. You wont know how you survived this long without themor him.









HOW TO MEET A GOOD BLACK MAN























Rule # 1

Celebrate the Power of the Booty




Be proud to be you.

Dont ever let your quest to attract a black man drive you to try to squeeze your thick nose, your kinky hair, and that round bottom into white folks beauty standardsbecause theyll never, ever fit, no matter how hard you push and shove.

Its pretty obvious, after all, that God didnt make that Cindy Crawford mold with a sistah in mind.

But we spend an awful lot of time trying to get into it, dont we? Well give our last dollar for advice on how to flatten our butts, how to get rid of those thunder thighs, how to slather on the best relaxers to get our hair the straightest it can possibly getand then beat the hell out of ourselves when Cindy fails to magically appear in our mirrors.

Get over it, girls. We are no more able to transform ourselves into bone-thin, blond-haired, blue-eyed beauties than shes able to transform herself into a dreadlocked chocolate honey with dark brown eyes and an hourglass figure thatd make the Commodores leave Ms. Brick House.

Besides, most black men would rather fatten up that bony-butt Cindy with a big plate of greens and cornbread than date her, because for them, to be too thin is a sin.

The simple fact is that a good black man will like you just the way you arebig butt, thick thighs, blackness, and all. The sooner you accept and appreciate your unique beauty, the sooner it will be obvious that you are proud of being you. The sooner you carry yourself as if you are the fiercest creature to walk this earth since Foxy Brown, the sooner will come a black man who thinks the same about you.

Now, it took me awhile to get a grasp of this one. We come from a culture where, just a short time ago, our very own people accepted and enforced that saying If you look white, youre all right, but if youre black, get backand I, like a lot of our folks, took it to heart.

A few years ago, youd have never caught me in red, because I was always taught that dark-skinned people like me werent supposed to wear bright colors. Theyd just make me look blacker, and Lord knows I didnt want that.


And at one point in my life, youd have had to hold a gun to my head to get me in the pool or to sit out in the sunbecause Ms. Denene didnt want her melanin to go into overdrive and make her skin any darker than it already was, and she certainly didnt want her firmly pressed hair to get nappy.

The most disturbing thing I did to myself, though, was to regard my big butt as a curse. When I was younger, those slick Jordache jeans were the rage, and you had to be bone thin to get in them. Naturally, my butt was made for Jordache like a circle was meant to fit a square peg. So I did just about everything I could to try to make it just go away, including crawling on the floor with my butt backward to try to lose the inches. It was a stupid and downright fruitless endeavor, I realized, after I stopped to think about it for a minute. But that didnt stop me from hiding my butt under baggy pants and sweaters so as not to call attention to it.

Then a friend of mine convinced me to model in a fashion show at the college where I studied. I told her I was cool with wearing whatever, but please, no tight stuff. She said, No problem.

She lied.

When we got to that auditorium and the seats filled up and everyone in the dressing room was shrouded in a hail of makeup brushes and stilettos and hot combs and curling irons, girlfriend flipped on me: She pulled out this tight, short, little red-leather number. Youre the only one who can fit it, she said, shrugging. Its saving grace was that it had a matching red jacket cut long enough to cover most of my butt and hips. That I was wearing it, though, was disturbing the basketball team, which had made it known they were sitting in the front rows to see bodies, not clothes. As I walked down one catwalk and across to another, a few yelled, Take off the jacket! Embarrassed, I ignored themuntil they started chanting it.

So I took it off.

The guys went nuts. One proposed. A few of them followed me across the campus like a bunch of drooling puppies for the next semester.

It took all of that for me to recognize theres, as comedienne Phyllis Stickney once so poetically put it, power in the booty. She wasnt lying when she said black men will do anythinganythingto please a woman with a big butt, and we, as black women, need to take advantage of that.

Of course, nothing is ever that simple; black men will not just fall to their knees at the mere sight of you and your glorious booty. But I can testify today that the moment I started appreciating my body and my skin and just plain being black is the moment I started attracting black men. See, a woman who is sexy and proud and confident in herself is that much more attractive and sexy to a brother; shes magnetic, and he is drawn to her because she looks like she has it all togethereven if everyone else just doesnt get it. Your assuredness will let him know he doesnt have to compliment you constantlythough he will feel compelled to do so because you are bad.

The fact is that we are the shades of almond and Hersheys special dark chocolate, coffee with three splashes of cream, and milk with four drops of vanilla extract. We wear our hair relaxed and pincurled, pressed, in dreads, cornrowed and in short afros. We are tall and short, thick and not-so-thick, curvy and slim. We are, to borrow a line from the seventies Black Power Movement, black and beautifulno matter the shade and shapeand we need to celebrate that, rather than insecurely trying to jibe with whats on the front cover of the latest magazine.

If hes looking for Cindy, let him chase her down on the catwalk. The other brothers, the ones who appreciate a beautiful woman secure with her blackness, will be too busy hunting you down to be bothered with her anyway.








Rule # 2

Get a Life




This sistah I used to hang with back in the day had a really simple formula for weeding out the black men she thought werent good enough for her: If he even looked like he couldnt provide her with what she was accustomed tothe house, the car, the pool, the clothes, and a certain lifestylethen he need not apply.

What was most humorous about her ultimatums was that she hadnt a clue what it was like to have those things. What sistah-girl was accustomed to was living with her mother in the projects, making seven dollars an hour as a glorified secretary at a community center right around the corner from where she lived, and barely getting by. She didnt have a car, she never saw any kind of pool other than the public one the next town over, and her clotheswell, that was a whole nother story altogether.

Not that theres anything wrong with projects and seven dollars an hour and community centers and secretaries; its honorable living and honorable work if you can find it these days. What I found most ironic about my girl, though, was that she truly expected a complete stranger to give her all the material wealth and good living she ever dreamed ofyet she didnt respect herself enough to get those things on her own. If I were a self-respecting black man with a decent amount of loot and the ability to let my lady live comfortably, I wouldnt give her the time of day, either.

And why should he?

The brother who worked hard for that degree and busted his ass for that title isnt about to siphon off his sweets to a sistah who cant bring some of her own goods to the tableand I cant say I blame him. They can recognize golddiggers coming a mile away.

We sistahs were raised better than that, anyway. Our mamas taught us to be self-sufficient, strong and independentto work hard for what we want, because nobody else is going to do it for us. Inherent in that lesson was that we should never, ever sit around waiting for some man to make us happy with material goods, because if we couldnt find a man who could do it, wed be setting ourselves up for a serious fall. It would be nice if he could provide what wed like to think we could get accustomed to, they told usbut dont count on it.

Its a pearl of wisdom to live by.

If you dont like living in the projects, youre feeling like your seven-dollar-an-hour job is a dead end, and there are a lot more things you could stand to have in your life, change it yourself. Maya Angelou wrote in her book Wouldnt Take Nothing for My Journey Now that its a strong woman who recognizes when its time to change paths:

Each of us has the right and the responsibility to assess the roads which lie ahead, and those over which we have traveled, and if the future road looms ominous or unpromising, and the roads back uninviting, then we need to gather our resolve and, carrying only the necessary baggage, step off that road into another direction. If the new choice is also unpalatable, without embarrassment, we must be ready to change that as well.

A Sistahs Rules girl knows right off that stepping from that road into another direction is a decision that she has to make for herself, and a mission that she has to carry out herself. She doesnt sit around waiting to get rich by marrying some man. She goes to college. She gets her own career, makes her own piles of money, buys her own homes and cars and clothescreates her own fame.

And if she finds a man who can add to those things shes gotten for herself, fine. If he comes to the table empty-handed but with a warm heart and a generous spirit, thats fine toobecause you will have already gotten what youre accustomed to.

I always knew this, but it hit home recently while I was out working on a story about the wives of the Knicks, New Yorks professional basketball team. I walked into Madison Square Garden convinced that these ladies were going to be nothing more than a bunch of pretty girls who got rich and launched themselves into the celebrity spotlight with a single stroll down the aislethat they would have never been capable of being the fly girls they were if they werent married to some of the countrys richest black men.

To the contrary, these women were indeed no fools. Charlie Wards wife, Tonja, is an attorney, who, when I interviewed her, was trying to decide if she was going to join a law firm or if she was going to open her own practice. Deborah Williams, wife of Herb Williams, is a psychologist who, between consulting jobs with the NBA and New York area hospitals, is the proud designer of her own clothing linea longtime dream of this fashion plate. Allan Houstons wife, Tamara, was in the midst of deciding if she was going to go to law school or if she would take a detour first and go for her masters in business.

These women were sitting at the table talking about how they could further their careersnot how they could live off their husbands money. By the time I left there, I felt guilty for assuming they were taking great pleasure in simply basking in their husbands spotlights; clearly, they all would have done well for themselves even if they hadnt married into the NBA.


I have another girlfriend who wishes she had thought of that before she married a professional football player. She went to college, but used that valuable time chasing after this player instead of making sure she was preparing herself for a career in marketing, her major. When she graduated, she married himand immediately dropped all plans to pursue a job in her field of study. Ten years later, his career was over, he was sleeping around, dabbling in drugs, and looking for a pen so that she could sign the divorce papersand coming up with every excuse in the book for why he couldnt pay child support. Now shes got three kids, a house she won in the divorce settlement but cant pay for, and a coulda-woulda-shoulda rap about how if she hadnt married that trifling man she would have had a nice career and wouldnt be worried about where the money for the next mortgage payment was coming from.

Shes thinking about going back to school to brush up on those marketing skills. Theres good money to be made there.

Now she just needs to figure out what to do with the kids.

Heyat least shes following Maya Angelous advice: Its never too late to change paths.

But you should make sure that you put yourself on the right one earlyand stay away from the one that dictates you depend on him for what youre accustomed to.

Like my friend, you just might get too accustomed to it.







Rule # 3

Hook It Up, Girl!




It certainly doesnt take a rocket scientist to figure out that a chick who would dare be seen in public looking tore up from the floor up wouldnt rate a second look from a brother.

The obvious explanation for this is as clear as the sky is blue: No black man wants, as my daddy used to call it, a ragglely woman. You know the kind: the one who more often than not goes out the house looking like she crawled out of bed not more than five minutes ago, fell into her outfit, picked up the comb but barely used it, and stumbled out the door.

Hated it! How is your next-door neighborthe one that looks just like Denzelgoing to notice you if you consistently look like who hit it and ran?

Check it out: The way you look is the first thing hes going to noticeand I dont have to tell you how important first impressions are. This is your chance to let it be known that you care about yourselfthat you put a lot of time into pleasing you. If he peeps that, hes going to figure automatically that he better get with the program and be ready to please you, too.

So put on that fly suit, the one that hugs your butt just right, shows off those thick legs.

Pick up that curling iron or grab that Kemi oil and tighten up that hair.

Slide a little color on those lips of yours, and hook up those eyes with some mascara.

Square off those shoulders and walk down that street like you own the joint.

Be a fly girl.

True, looks are superficial, and yes, a person should be recognized for the beauty they possess inside rather than outyadda, yadda, yadda. But the fact remains that physical attraction will be the quickest asset to get you in the brothers door. Hes looking for the woman who, like Ralph Wiley wished for in his essay Dear Jesus, will make you say Damn!, even if youre in church or with your mother. He wants the woman who is so fine, so well oiled, so completely tuned that shell have all the brothers whispering their desires for her over the water-coolereven though he doesnt want the fellas talking that kind of talk within his earshot.

And a Sistahs Rules girl is going to give him just that.

But remember: Youre not doing this just for him. Above all else, youre doing this for you. Debrena Jackson Gandy, author of Sacred Pampering Principles: An African-American Womans Guide to Self-Care and Inner Renewal, says that it is of the utmost importance that we sistahs treat ourselves specialget our hair done, dress nicely, pamper ourselves with massages and manicures, and take time to put our spirituality in gearbecause once we do, we feel so much better about ourselves.

I know a sistah who doesnt take care to comb her hair as well as she should, who hardly ever dresses up
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