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Dedicated to Black women everywhere.

I see you, I see me.

Our bond is like no other.
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I have a duty to speak the truth as I see it and share not just my triumphs, not just the things that felt good, but the pain. The intense, often unmitigated pain. It is important to share how I know survival is survival and not just a walk through the rain.

—Audre Lorde









Preface

TO REFLECT all that’s happening to us as Black women right now—as we endure this unrequited love affair with our country, careers, and companions—it’s important that I tell you a little of what happened to me. I’ll start from the darkest edges of my sadness, in the tempest of what crystallizes the woes of Black womanhood, when I was sitting in the cavity of life’s hardships: unemployed, unappreciated, unloved.

In the shadows of Kamala’s loss as Black women everywhere are being crushed personally and professionally, navigating the pitfalls of this American obstacle course alone can be daunting. So I’ll begin this story in the most tender place. One that we know all too well. A place where we women dare to desire love’s reciprocity and are too often met with disenchantment. You’d think that after all Black folks endure together, conceiving a romantic love with one another would be the easiest thing to do. Yet—for reasons rooted in politics, policy, and pain that I will examine in this book—it is not.

To stitch together a literary quilt of Black women’s experiences these days, I’ll begin at my bottom. In heartache. On one of the more depressing days of my adult life. When I struggled to breathe, gasping for oxygen through tears… “Miss Cross, can I get you anything?”

I couldn’t immediately see who was asking. The hood of my tracksuit was pulled up tight over my head. I hoped the attempted anonymity would cover my face and conceal my tears from the view of my fellow passengers as they filed past the first-class cabin. When I looked up at the flight attendant, I let out a little sigh of gratitude.

She was speaking to me in that secret language that exists between Black women. Sometimes, it is the only balm we have. The one we give each other. She saw my tears. She was not just asking if I needed anything; she was telling me that whatever I was going through, I was going to be okay.

“I’m fine, thank you,” I replied, knowing she knew that I wasn’t. “Maybe just some sparkling water?”

I wiped my eyes and returned to staring out the window to watch Miami’s blue ocean water fade beneath the thick white clouds until all I could see was an opaque alabaster nothing. A little more than two hours until I touched down in New York.

Sigh.

I let out a deep exhale. Then, drew a deep inhale. Hold. Then, exhale again.

This breathing exercise was supposed to calm me down. It wasn’t working. If I let out one more deep exhale, it was going to come out as a sob. Maybe even a wail.

Inhale. Exhale. Slowly. Woosah.

It was useless. I could no longer control the decades of anguish, sorrow, grief, and sadness that had metastasized around my heart. The balled-up callus had climbed up my vocal cords and collapsed my throat. I was in ruins.

Serves me right, I thought. I should have known better.

Where had I gotten off, thinking that happiness, fulfillment, and joy were in my future? My entire life had taught me that stability was only an illusion. That no matter how hard I worked or how meticulously I planned, I should always be braced for the ground to drop out from under me. But for a brief moment, I had believed that I could exhale. Now… as the ground literally dropped from under me… I couldn’t breathe at all. My heart was breaking.

Goddamn that Gray. (That’s not actually his name. But that’s what we’ll call him. Because that’s how he made me feel.)

It had been about a year since we’d met through a friend. For those early months, we were both so smitten. Living in two different cities, we navigated our busy schedules to ensure we’d see each other frequently.

I was less busy these days. It had been nearly two years since my weekend-morning talk show on MSNBC had been abruptly canceled. Still devastated by the loss, I’d been hosting two separate podcasts.

God. How had I gone from hosting one of the highest-rated shows on a major cable news network to navigating an overcrowded marketplace where any idiot with enough money to buy a microphone could call themself a host? Between podcasts, occasional cable news appearances, and speaking gigs, it was just enough to not feel completely hopeless and voiceless.

Gray, meanwhile, worked in private equity—a partner at his firm, working on a billion-dollar fund. My career was at an all-time low; his was at an all-time high. He was clearly the busier of us. He was hitting multiple conferences a month, hopping from meeting to meeting and from continent to continent.

He used to leave conferences early just to come see me. Not so much, more recently. He was presently in Miami at a big conference his firm was hosting for all the partners across the globe. I knew he would be busy while he was there. But… I needed to see him. I deeply desired for us to have a really special weekend together. So, he invited me.

Well… not exactly: I kind of invited myself. As in, I persisted until he said, “Okay, we can make it work.”

What a mistake that turned out to be.

He hadn’t bothered to make any of the plans. He simply put down a credit card to pay for it all. I booked the flight, found the hotel, made the restaurant reservations, and tried to plan our schedule around his overbooked calendar.

But as soon as I landed, I felt terribly alone. I got in around 10 a.m. but couldn’t check into the hotel. I let Gray know that I had arrived but that it would be a few hours before the room was ready. He was already on the ground, meeting with the CEO of a company he wanted to buy. He told me that he couldn’t come see me and would be tied up for the next few hours. No problem, I thought. His firm had bought out two hotels that were off-limits to the public and surrounded by security, given the corporate tycoons in attendance. Hence, he and I were staying off-site at a different hotel, at least for the three days I was slated to be there.

He didn’t bother to ask how I’d fill my time while I waited for the room to be ready. Or to say he was looking forward to seeing me. He didn’t even bother to call. For hours. All day. I had gone for a stroll on the beach. Met a friend for lunch. Had a drink at the bar. Then, checked in. And now, it was the evening. The sun had set over our balcony view of the beach, which I watched alone while waiting for Gray to call my phone or, even better, walk in the room. Nothing.

He needn’t have bothered. It was already clear how he felt, given that it had been five days since he’d returned any of my calls. It was the longest we had ever gone without actually speaking to each other. Our conversation had been reduced to short, clipped texts.

“Are you still coming tomorrow?” he’d asked.

“Yes,” I’d replied.

“Okay,” he’d responded.

All absent any of the smiley faces or hearts that once decorated all of our exchanges. I arrived disheartened. And now, with each passing moment, my spirit was sinking further into a dark empty abyss.

By the time it was 7 p.m., I was furious. It had been nine hours since any communication. He didn’t even know where I physically was at the moment. I knew he had a firm-wide dinner to attend that evening. Without me. I swallowed my pride and sense of abandonment and texted him that I would see him afterward. That’s when he replied, saying he wouldn’t see me because he and a few of the other partners were planning to go out after the dinner. Go out? After I had been waiting all day to see him? I knew we weren’t scheduled for anything that day, but I had thought we’d at least see each other. Even if it was just for five fucking minutes.

That was it. I’d had enough. My stomach tightened, and the tears began to collect in my eyes. I stared at my phone, embarrassed that after all I had overcome and set out to accomplish in life, I was allowing this man to dismiss me this way. I felt depleted. I was drowning. In pain that he caused. In pain that predated him. In pain that reinforced the same message: that I, a Black woman, was unworthy.

This moment was the time to make a decision. Would I stay here and hope that he would magically begin to afford me some consideration, kindness, and respect? Or would I show up for myself and get the fuck out of here? I chose the latter.

I asked my assistant to book me the first available flight out the next day. I sent Gray a text and told him I was leaving and to enjoy the hotel room the firm had booked for him as well as the rest of the conference. I shut off my phone and cried myself to sleep. I knew an argument awaited me in the morning.

“Stay,” he protested the next day when he rang me promptly at sunrise.

“No!” I screamed at him through the phone while throwing clothes into my bag.

His words felt empty. The gesture wasn’t grand enough after the night I’d had. After the month I’d had. After the year I’d had. After the life I’d had! I gathered all my things. The car was downstairs waiting for me. I hung up on him and proceeded to the airport.

As soon as I boarded my flight, we resumed our well-rehearsed ritual. I was flooding him with a string of disparaging texts. He was trying desperately to calm me down while pointing out all the ways I had somehow invited this latest disappointment myself.

“I told you I was going out, Tiffany,” he typed. “Big deal. I was going to see you tonight.”

“Fuck off, Gray. You don’t care about me and I am sick of it. Whoever the fuck you were with last night, take that bitch out tonight. I’m fucking done,” I typed.

This diatribe would go on for the entirety of my flight. The texts were as endless as my tears. With each exchange growing more hateful, more hurtful, I felt so dead inside. All the pain we heaped onto each other bounced around inside my empty carcass. My still-beating heart ached. How was I to spend another hour, let alone another day, feeling like this?

My phone filled with a day’s worth of messages from other people, seventy-eight of them by the time the plane landed in New York. Texts from my mother and brother and uncles. From entertainers, athletes, and moguls. From journalists, CEOs, and members of Congress. For now, all conversations were paused. I’d get back to them eventually. I felt too empty to respond to anyone.

As soon as my flight touched down, I got into the back of a black SUV and wiped my eyes under my oversize black shades, since I now looked like a red-eyed raccoon after crying off my eyeliner. It was just after 5 p.m. but it was February. The sixth to be exact. The sun sets early this time of year. So it was nearly pitch black outside. Once we reached the hotel, I made my way to my suite. I dropped my bags and immediately ordered food. I had been too upset to consume anything all day. Not that my ever-expanding waistline had bothered to notice.

I have a bad habit of eating my emotions. This evening would be no different. I ordered myself a miso-steamed lobster with extra miso butter (because why not?), a side of bok choy (gotta at least create the illusion of eating healthy), yellowtail sashimi (hard to eat sashimi cute, but I was solo, so who cares?), and warm bread pudding with an extra scoop of vanilla ice cream to give me that hot-cold combo that my mouth, and apparently my heart, loved so much (screw you, scale! I deserve this).

I opened the minibar and poured some tequila into a cocktail glass. Cracked open all the windows and sparked up some of the finest, stickiest, purple Bubba Kush straight out of California’s Mojave Desert. And I sat there at the table in my fancy suite at the fancy hotel awaiting my fancy dinner. All by myself. While the tears dropped one after another, as I looked out the window at the amazing view of New York City.

This is not how I imagined I’d spend my forty-fifth birthday.

Yet here I was.

Isolated.

Still… I knew I was not alone at the bottom. Other Black women were crouched and crying, quivering in the twilight, battling all types of pain, struggling to keep going.

This story isn’t all about me, sisters. Nor is it all about men, even. There are many ways the hearts of Black women are being broken right now. Where to even begin…
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