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For my sweet mama, Janice Wendt Conner, who taught me the joys of reading and eating (especially at the same time) and who provided me with the best daddy the world has ever known.
And for my beloved sister, Judy Conner Palmer, who shared my idyllic childhood and has, to this very day, somehow resisted smothering me in my sleep.

Getting Started
Every Man I Love Is Either Married, Gay, or Dead
[image: image]
If being a mother is like being pecked to death by a duck (and don’t we all know that’s true?), then being a wife or girlfriend or somebody’s significant other must be more like—well, what is it like? How best to describe this relationship? As so often happens when I come up against a tough question, my thoughts turn to Daddy and his stock of growing-up stories. And as usual, Daddy came through.
As a young man, Daddy used to visit a certain bootlegger’s establishment in Attala County, Mississippi. (Since Mississippi was legally dry until 1968, everybody knew the local bootlegger and where to find him.) The bootlegger’s wife had a medium-sized monkey that she kept as a pet and doted on like it was blood kin. One day, when Daddy happened by to make a purchase—for medicinal purposes only, I imagine—Mr. Bootlegger was nowhere to be found, but Mrs. Bootlegger shouted through the screen door that Daddy should come on in and she’d help him.
No sooner had Daddy crossed the threshold than something dropped from the sky—actually, the sill above the door—and landed with a very loud shriek, its little grabby hands and feet on the back of Daddy’s young and tender neck. With no thought or planning whatsoever, Daddy reached up and back, grasping whatever it was and flinging it as hard and fast as he could against the far wall. The first time he actually saw his assailant was when it landed smack against the wall in a sort of plastered-out, spread-eagle position. Then it slid silently down the wall, leaving a pitiful trail of urine to mark its descent. It was, of course, the monkey.
Well, needless to say, much weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth ensued—from Mrs. Bootlegger and also from the monkey as soon as he roused himself. Daddy thought it best to flee the premises posthaste, without pressing further his own desire for a drink (although, truth be told, the incident had considerably heightened the urge).
What, you may well ask, does this have to do with the issue at hand—that being relationships between women and men? Over the course of my own personal love life, I have played the role of the innocent and unsuspecting one, bounding goofily along, happily trusting that all was right with the universe, and fully expecting all my needs and desires to be fulfilled, only to be blindsided by something singularly unpleasant and often life-altering—the metaphorical flying monkey, if you will. I’ve even been the monkey, too, once or twice. In childlike exuberance, I have dropped unbidden and unwelcome into a situation and found myself whizzing through the air, smashing into the wall, and landing with a thud on the floor in a befouled heap of my own emotions. With no small degree of shame, I must also admit to putting myself—maybe without malice but certainly not without aforethought—into situations I had no business being in and, karma being what it is, received the much-deserved wall-flinging and then some. I’ve even been the innocent wall, merely standing by in the wrong place, with bad timing, too, when I’ve been suddenly hit with the flying monkey messes of someone else’s creation. And who hasn’t been Mrs. Bootlegger, forced to watch in helpless horror as those you love play out some hideous scenario that you know can have no happy ending?
Love gone bad is at least interesting, if only in a macabre sort of way. It’s surely not boring. Love gone blah is simply death—slow, torturous, and ultimately longed-for death. When you’re mired in a lifeless, life-stifling, life-smothering relationship, you start to take it for granted. Life sucks, always did, always will, and so you’re just hunkered down, enduring this relationship. As far as I know, nobody is handing out prizes, tangible or otherwise, for endurance of life its ownself. In my experience, if you ignore your life, it will pretty much ignore you right back. I reckon the universe figures why should it bother sending you anything else if you haven’t got any more gumption than that.
Prizes are handed out in a continuous stream, however, to folks committed to living. When you finally wake up and look around, you realize that your life has been so bad for so long, it’s no longer even painful to you. And when you get yourself up on your hind legs and take action, you’ll not only wonder how you stood your misery for so long, but you will ask that all-important question, Why? Why did you bear that burden for so long when apparently you were wearing the Ruby Slippers the whole time? It doesn’t really matter too much why—as long as you start clicking those heels together and devote a fair amount of time each day to grinning and looking around you.
But what are you looking for? What are we all looking for? If it’s love, the city animal pound is full of creatures literally dying to love you, and you can have all you can fit in your car anytime you want. No, it’s not just love we crave. We’re looking for another person to love and, equally important, to be loved by. One without the other just sucks—as in, shit through a straw. And we can all testify ad nauseam to that, but no one has voiced our agony better than Kacey Jones, the Official Songstress to the Sweet Potato Queens, when she recorded “Every Man I Love Is Either Married, Gay, or Dead.” Kacey sings many songs that perfectly describe many aspects of our lives, but we consider this one to be our anthem. (Go now to 
www.sweetpotatoqueens.com to get your very own copy.)
Now, we happen to be heterosexual female types, through no fault of or credit to ourselves—it’s just the way we turned out, which is the way these things do happen, by the way. As such, we find that we, personally, are most interested in loving and being loved by heterosexual male types, and thus we refer in this book almost entirely to this particular branch of humankind. We are fairly sure, however, that the hoops we all jump through in the dance of love are pretty much the same, regardless of our orientation, and so we trust that you will instinctively make the necessary mental adjustments to the characters described herein. I mean, we all have to get ready to go to the dance and find a suitable partner when we get there. It doesn’t really much matter who’s dancing or how or with whom, now does it?
Okay, so we’re going to say here that the first step is to find the guy—the one who makes your heart beat a bit faster, your breath come a bit quicker, your knees wobble, your hands tremble, your mouth water, and—the ultimate test of True Love (or, at the very least, Lust) at First Sight—the one who can make you lose your appetite. Omigod—this is the Holy Grail of Guys. I wish I could find one of these a month, but I don’t have to tell you they are scarce as hens’ teeth. (That expression has always intrigued me, on account of it implies that roosters do have teeth. It doesn’t say “scarce as chickens’ teeth”; it specifically singles out the hens as the ones being toothless. And then it always makes me think how funny chickens of both genders would look if they actually did have teeth. And then I think about the boyfriend of a friend who resembles nothing quite so much as a chicken with teeth, and by now you can see why it’s a good thing that I don’t have a real job, because this is really and truly the kind of stuff I think about all day long, no matter what it is that I’m actually supposed to be doing.)
Okay, so we’ve got to find the guy. Where to look? Well, hunny, open your eyes. We are just covered up in guys. Seriously, they are absolutely everywhere. If you were a dead-cat-slinging kinda gal (though I sincerely hope you’re not), you simply could not do it without hitting multiple guys at every sling. (Where do these sayings come from? It’s maddening, I swear.) If you’re looking to buy china, do you go to the hardware store? Likewise in relationships. If you want an intellectual, quit going to tractor pulls. If you don’t want to date a barfly, why aren’t you at the opera? Married guys are not your best bet if you’re looking for a long-term commitment. Decide what you want and then weed out all those who don’t fit.
To aid you in this process, we offer The Sweet Potato Queens’ Field Guide to Men. Believing, as we do, that you are just like us, we will identify and classify for your edification and enjoyment as many different variations on the Man theme as we can think of and some of the potential pitfalls inherent in them. We hope this will help you decide what you want, even if it’s by discovering what you don’t want so that you end up with the right thing by default. When my good friend Janice Wright learned about this book, she heard the title spoken, rather than saw it written, and the question that immediately popped into her somewhat-less-than-virginal mind was “Did she say field guide or feel guide?” And what an excellent question that is! We purely love to feel men—some more than others, obviously.
One of our precious Wannabes went with us once to a body-building competition. We were carrying on in our customary fashion (loud), and after climbing down off our chairs for a moment, we noticed that she was not joining in either our chair-standing or our caterwauling. Rather, she was sitting and gazing with rapt attention, hands clasped in an almost prayerful fashion beneath her quivering little chin, her breath coming in pantlike fashion in and out of her mouth, which could best be described as agape (not to be confused with agape). “What’s the deal?” we asked her. She turned her nearly teary eyes to us and in a faint whisper said, “I . . . never . . . knew . . . never . . . saw . . . never . . . dreamed. Omigod! Who knew a man’s body could look like that?!” We said, uh, well, yeah—DUH! “I can’t imagine what all that feels like!” she gasped. And again, our snappy rejoinder was something along the lines of “Uh, well, yeah, DUH!”
And then she literally burst into tears. “I just close my eyes and tell myself,” she whimpered, “ ‘This is a good man, this is a sweet man, this is a decent human being,’ over and over. And then I just try real hard not to touch anything squishy.” Oh, dear, we thought, those are not egg-zackly what you’d call words of lust, and we just hoped to God she never said any of them out loud anywhere else—say, in the tepid of the moment, as it were. “Shins and elbows,” she said. We must have looked mystified because she went on to explain that those were his body parts she tried to focus on—everything else was pretty much guaranteed to squish if touched. I confess to having a near fetish about hands and forearms—I find them wildly attractive—but never have I given a moment’s thought to shins and elbows. I’m not sure it would do much for me, can’t really imagine that it would, and it didn’t seem to do much for our friend, either. She sniveled through the entire show, but she was pretty successful at stifling any outright sobbing.
I wonder if maybe her husband was firmer when they first met, fell in love, and married, and then went squishy later on or if she knew the job was squishy when she took it. For any guys who’ve wandered off in this book in search of guidance, be advised: We are not really much into squishy; if we were, we’d date women. We generally prefer that your entire body feel completely different from our own, not just that one part, although that particular part is certainly important to us. Also, we really do like to be the only one of the two of us who’s got tits (here again, if we wanted that, we know plenty of women). At any rate, I think it’s a good idea to give a guy a pretty good prenup feel before you haul off and marry him; you don’t want any surprise squishiness sneaking up on you postnup.
Feeling of men in general—just for sport—is highly entertaining for us, and for them, too, we find. We have discovered that, while in the gym, you can walk right up to a guy with a fabulous body and ask if you can feel of him and his face will just light right up. (I’d suggest doing this in groups of at least two. You run the risk of creating a less-than-desirable impression if you do it solo, and besides, guys love an audience as much as we do.) First, we survey the crop available at any given time for a while and we try to reach a consensus on who we should feel of first. This gives us something fun to ponder while exercising, and you know how time does fly when you’re looking at hot guys. Then we’ll pick one and walk right up to him and ask if he minds if we just feel of him for a minute. I can tell you we have never been denied access. And then we just rub his big, muscular arms and carry on as if we were Meg Ryan in When Harry Met Sally. The more we feel, and the longer and louder we moan and groan and giggle, the more teeth he shows. This is one guy who will not be slacking off on his workouts anytime soon. And it gives the rest of ’em a little boost, too—makes them all work just a little bit harder in hopes of being our chosen Feelee the next time around.
So, in answer to Janice’s question—yes, it’s a feel guide and a field guide to men. It is also an excellent guide for men. Men can learn a lot here if they pay attention. (The Cutest Boy in the World calls our books “manuals on how to get laid.”) We hope all will benefit from the Sweet Potato Queens’ many years of experience in affairs of the heart, loins, mind, and tummy. This tells you there will be love, lust, lessons, and food, too, up in here. Come on in, hunny.

PART I
Common Varieties and Habitats
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1
Typical American Specimens
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We will pretty much be discussing American men, since they’re the kind we know best, but certain similarities are bound to exist internationally. We present eight of the most common specimens of the American adult male. This is by no means an exhaustive list, but we believe we have identified and classified those men who are the most highly evolved, as well as those who, in our opinion, are way down the evolutionary ladder. You will have no problem figuring out which is which. In fact, you may be familiar with men who fit two or more of the categories simultaneously.
Certain general types will be identified along with their physical characteristics; at the same time, common variations of the type will be identified as well. The scientific category for these specimens, as determined by the Sweet Potato Queens, is Spud. Measurements are included for some Spuds, and these are given in feet and inches, pounds and ounces. (We considered adding the metric equivalents in parentheses for anybody who cares but quickly decided that nobody does, so we’re not.) Height refers to the measurement taken from the top of the skull (hair, if it exists, real or make-believe, will not be considered for this purpose) to the sole of the foot (with the heel resting firmly on the ground—no tippy-toes allowed).
Also included where pertinent will be information regarding Habitat. Where a Spud is spotted may offer important clues as to his identification, much as the tree squirrel will always be found in wooded areas and prairie dogs are pretty much gonna be out on the wide-open grasslands. Although location or Habitat of some types is specific to certain regions, this is usually not the case. In our experience, you can find assholes pretty much everywhere.
Any particularly important attributes will be shown in italics. Habits will tell you the time, day or night, when the man is most active and what he’s likely to be up to then. When known, information will be provided on nesting, food, longevity, breeding season, and other habitual practices that may be of interest. Information on the young may be included where relevant. The economic status refers to the man’s ability to Pay for Things and, more important, his willingness to do so. Longevity is greatly influenced by the subject’s habits, particularly in the nesting and breeding subcategories.
Some of these Spuds are considered to be poisonous and extremely dangerous, and we wish there were some consistent pattern of distinguishing physical characteristics (like pointy heads or red and yellow stripes or big fangs) we could share with you so that you could RUN AWAY! RUN AWAY! whenever one is spotted in your vicinity. Unfortunately, however, no thoroughly reliable profile exists. As we said before, assholes are everywhere, and many of them have developed elaborate systems of camouflage that make them difficult to detect. We do hope to offer some assistance in your screening process.
The Ultimate Man identified by the Sweet Potato Queens is the Spud Stud, and there is no similar breed. He is IT, and our studies indicate that the Spud Stud is the only variety of Spuds currently on the endangered species list. There are many other varieties out there, though. And best we wade through them first since they will be the most plentiful and readily available. The reader should not infer any degree of fairness intended by these descriptions; they are used purely for the sake of conversation and, we hope, for laughs. It is not in my job description to be fair to men or to even seem fair to them. It’s a little late in the history of the entire world to introduce an element of fairness, and beyond even my considerable powers to bring it to bear, anyway. So, fine. Occasionally, the universe has a brain fart and something fair randomly happens. For instance, our good friend Irv got prostate cancer. No, that’s not the good part; even we aren’t that mean, for goodness’ sake. We love Irv and his prostate. But anyway, Irv’s a physician, and so, of course, he went for two years before going in to seek actual treatment for this condition—typical guy, typical guy M.D.—and of course, the condition had worsened considerably during the interim.
Once he finally went for treatment, among the things his doctors did was to put him on a massive regimen of hormones—our kind—to suppress all of his kind, which they hoped would slow the growth of the cancer. So what I’m telling you here is this: They dropkicked ole Irv’s ass smack into the middle of menopause! And they’ve told him he’ll be on this regimen for two years. Yes, ma’am, I am here to tell you, a bunch of us were at our favorite restaurant—Bravo!—here in Jackson, Mississippi, sipping ever-so-daintily on our ReVirginators and nibbling delicately on a big platter of their special Sweet Potato (Queen) Fries, when Irv all of a sudden breaks into a major sweat and starts fanning away at his hot little self. We were yelling at him that he was cooling off the fries, man, and he launched into his tale of ’Pause Woes. Hunny, you woulda thought you were at a baby shower listening to Ida Faye and Bertile expounding on the Change. Irv said he was plagued night and day with these hot flashes of the severest order. (Of course, if it’s happening to a man, it’s the worst thing that ever happened to anybody in the history of the world, and nobody could possibly understand or even imagine how terrible it is.) He spoke of finding himself standing in front of the open freezer, trying to cool off, and then, as long as he was there, eating gobs of ice cream straight out of the carton, and he hadn’t even been hungry a minute before.
Irv also described enormous swings of mood, being giddy as a carload of sixth-grade girls at the mall one minute and madder’n a frog with a firecracker up its butt the next and then sad—ohhhh, just so, so sad—and all for no apparent reason that he could tell. He described bursting into tears in the checkout line at the grocery store when he realized he didn’t have his SuperSaver card with him and he was not going to be eligible for the big discount on his ’tater chips and Co-Colas. Now, he was telling us all this with a completely straight face—except for when his lip quivered and his eyes kinda filled up. I reckon he was expecting that we would, like, sympathize with him or something.
We dutifully listened without interrupting until he got to the part about crying in the grocery store, and then we all kinda looked at each other and just lost it simultaneously and completely. We were howling and high-fiving and banging on the table and generally having a high old time at the total expense of the hapless Irv. Lucky for us, this was not one of his weepy times—or pissed-off times—and he took it pretty well. When we finally calmed down, he said that the hormone experience had really given him a better understanding of women—as a physician. Said he had treated women patients his entire medical career and he had never believed a word of the symptoms they described until now, when they were happening to him, his very ownself. Now he gets it. Of course, now he’s retired, so he can’t put it to use in his practice, where it might benefit us, but we’re just happy that there is currently on the planet at least one man who has a deep, personal understanding of What It’s Like.
We’d like to see a law passed that requires all straight men to take at least a year’s worth of hormones—and try to just “get over it” and “deal.” Oh, yeah, baby—show us what you got then! And men who plan to become ob-gyns—they must take the hormones throughout their entire course in med school. Now we’re talking “fair.” (On the flip side, though, we do have that multiple-orgasm thing going.)
So in the interest of “fairness” and to show that we don’t take ourselves too seriously, in the pages to come we’ll also examine a few female types—we call them Yams—who might be expected to pair off with certain Spuds.
The Bud Spud
Also known as the “boy friend,” the Bud Spud can and will serve in many capacities and meet many of our needs—all but one, truth be told. Bud Spuds can be talked to, they can be danced with, they can often fix things, and they are more than welcome to pay for things. But we do not have sex with them except on very rare occasions that most often involve dim lighting and too much alcohol. A very wise person once said, “Never fuck your friends,” and I’m sure they meant that literally and figuratively. Words to live by.
The measurements of the Bud Spud are completely irrelevant except in some cases for dancing. Some women don’t like to dance with the Short (just as some men don’t like to dance with the Tall), but me, I don’t care since I never slow-dance anyway, so it doesn’t matter to me a-tall. If your Bud Spud is on the hefty side, you can be assured not only of eating well but, perhaps of equal importance, of eating happily. I positively loathe eating with people of any kind who do not love food, don’t you? I think I speak for all the Sweet Potato Queens worldwide when I say, “We are not afraid to eat.” I do not necessarily loathe the food-apathetic people themselves (although I wouldn’t rule it out), but I simply will not eat with them if I can avoid it, even if it means going hungry for a spell my ownself.
When we were in Los Angeles, shooting the pilot for a Sweet Potato Queens sitcom at the Warner Bros. Studios, we found we were something of a freak show at our many and frequent restaurant meals. This would be primarily because of our breathtaking beauty, you are no doubt assuming, and you’re right, of course, but it was also because we actually eat food. No one who lives in Los Angeles ever actually eats—at least not in public, where they might be seen or even photographed for the scandal sheets. And believe me, eating in L.A. is scandalizing to the locals. They hardly ever order anything but salad—the lettuce brokers in L.A. must live like kings is all I’m saying. And everybody orders everything “on the side”—the dressing, naturally, if they even allow it in their presence. If there happen to be any other items included in the salad that could possibly possess a shred of a calorie, those items are either deleted or requested “on the side,” where they can be picked at with a fork and looked at with a mixture of suspicion and disdain, if not outright disgust. We saw diners recoil in horror from proffered baskets brimming with beautiful breads. You would have thought the waiter was attempting to put a bucket of turds or snakes or snake turds on their table (one of my favorite ex-husbands used to describe an extreme case of intoxication as being “snake turds drunk,” and though I never fully grasped the concept, I did gather that it was pretty damn drunk). It did give us pause to wonder exactly how these folks would react to something truly shocking or appalling.
One of our very favorite eateries is Kate Mantellini’s on Wilshire Boulevard. The menu is so large as to be initially daunting, but we soon discovered that any fears we might have were groundless because everything on the menu is just about the best thing you ever ate in your en-tire life, and we know this because we ordered everything on the menu just about every time we ate there, which was nearly every day for a week. You don’t really have to worry about making “the right choice”—you can safely just close your eyes and point to something, and you’ll be happy with it, I promise. I love that about a restaurant. Nothing quite pisses me off as much as bad food; even if I didn’t have to cook it myself, I’m still hungry.
There was a big giant group of us, to be sure—me and the Cutest Boy in the World and Tammy Carol and Tammy Donna and Tammy Cynthia, our precious darlin’ George, our captive computer guy, Jay, and our most beloved buddies, Katie Dezember and Dennis Black—so we would always get the big giant booth by the window and we would also get all the attention. The waiters flocked to our table, chattering excitedly with us. (Waiters in L.A. are not generally found to be “chatty.” It’s as if the prospect of eating is so mortifying for both the servers and the diners alike that everyone concerned just tries to pretend it’s not happening. This is much like the attitude adopted by medical professionals and us during pelvic exams. Every-body just talks about the weather and pretends they are not actually down there under a sheet, up to their eyeballs and elbows in you.) But once the waiters got over their initial shock that not only were we going to order a whole shitload of actual food—with nothing “on the side” unless it was additional sauce, dressing, or gravy—but we were actually going to eat it—all of it—plus massive quantities of wine and hard liquor and dessert—well, now, I can’t rightly say that they ever did truly get over it, but at least when they came to, they were just positively giddy with excitement. I don’t know who was more excited: us at the prospect of consuming the sumptuous repast, or the entire staff of the restaurant at the prospect of getting to watch us do it. Some folks do just purely love to watch, don’t you know.
So anyway, we love to eat and we love our friends who love to eat, be they Queens or Bud Spuds. Exercise some caution when eating for entertainment, however, lest you become a Ham Yam.
Your Bud Spud can be of just about any sexual orientation you can think of—and it seems to me there are a lot more choices these days than there used to be. It really doesn’t matter how he likes it—it ain’t gon’ be happenin’ with you, so what do you care? His hands and feet can look like little monkey hands and cloven hooves as long as they are fully dedicated to your service.
His habitat is likewise of little importance unless you are likely to end up sharing it with him, and it is entirely possible—in many cases highly desirable—to share living quarters with one’s Bud Spud. As long as you have your own bathroom (bedroom goes without saying) and he has a good cleaning lady, it should work out just fine.
The young: If he does have offspring for whom he is personally and financially responsible, we would hope that he tends to them in his off-hours, when he is not tending to you and your needs. Of course, the ideal situation is for him to be a complete and total orphan, with no living relatives of any kind anywhere. He should, on the other hand, be wildly entertained by the very prospect of spending time, energy, and money on any offspring that you personally happen to have. But, of course, a Bud Spud truly worthy of the name will be completely entranced by any and every thing connected in the slightest way to you and your life.
A really good Bud Spud will be so completely happy in his devotion to you that he will just live forever—and mercy, I hope so, since it will be close to
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