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Fabienne  Kanor 

How to be a PBD? 
The 61 Rules to Become a Perfect 

Black Doudou Woman

1. The second you wake up, thank God for always having been a
good girl and ask the Devil never to bring you down.
2. Now get up. Go to your mirror and see what needs to be tampered
with.
3. Take seven breaths before taking action.
4. Take action by soaping your body, polishing your skin, tracking
down your blemishes and your anomalies.
5. Straighten your hair. I mean: tame it, bash, butcher, enslave it. It
must be as asleep as a silky guiltless kitten.
6. Give up polemical headscarves unless you attend a religious or an
ethnic event.
7. More generally, throw away accessories of  all kinds that could ruin
your reputation and turn you into a pessimistic and non-convivial
citizen.
8. Shine your lips, pick a harmless dress and put on a pair of
overgendered shoes.
9. Only go out if  you agree with the survival instructions below.
10. As soon as you step outside, never start your sentences with “I
am angry at”, or “I am fed up with” or “I am pissed off ”.
11. Stop moaning bitching grumbling cursing raging crying shouting
protesting tchiping.
12. Do not tell the persons you are introduced to that you are a
survivor.
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13. Do not say “my people” when referring to your community.
14. Don’t palaver about your ancestors.
15. Don’t harp on about cotton and sugarcane’s stories of  yesteryear.
16. Obliterate that bitter past and the obscure ship’s hold you come
from.
17. Turn to the Romans legacy instead and practice Carpe Diem.
18. Do not bark and bite when a man holds the door for you to scan
your buttocks.
19. Tighten your thighs but mask your abasement.
20. Remember this is not a woman’s world and try to smile, do smile.
21. Do not take it personally when they look at you as if  you were
the most spectacular ebony statue that they have ever seen; when they
ask you how long you have been in their country; how many times
a month you wash your locks; when they pretend that you are the
spitting image of  Ms. Whoopi Goldberg.
22. Do not crush their fantasy.
23. Do not compromise their longing for social peace.
24. Keep your anger secret.
25. Standardize your instinct.
26. Shut up your inner voice.
27. Do not stand up for your specific rights.
28. Be general.
29. Be vague.
30. Be courteous.
31. Be patient.
32. Be blind.
33. Think small.
34. Play safe.
35. Do not think.
36. Do not breathe.
37. Do not inspire.
38. Do not expectorate.
39. Silence your pain.
40. Control yourself  much more than you can.
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41. Value what they value.
42. Despise what they despise.
43. Keep away from unpopular words such as reparation,
revenge, racial war, or [I am quoting Aimé Césaire]: “génocide par
substitution”.
44. Once a year, sort out all your bedside books and only save those
about happiness and humanism.
45. Refresh your mindset every day by rehearsing these catchwords:
“I am a citizen of  the world”, “Black people need to move forward”,
“I do not blame anyone for what happened”, “All men are equals
before the law”.
46. Pretend not to be embarrassed when flirting with a white person.
47. Pretend that you don’t care when a “brother” who will never be
your brother calls you Bounty, or tar baby.
48. Do not feel any bitterness when that brother-who-is-not dates
white women exclusively.
49. Do not make a drama out of  this.
50. Do not be rude.
51. Do not be wild.
52. Do not square things up.
53. Do not let yourself  be accused of  racism and misandry.
54. Stay good.
55. Stay still even if  you feel rickety.
56. Feel guilty when you are not.
57. Feel dirty.
58. Feel weak.
59. Feel false.
60. Feel fake.
61. Always feel the urgency to be a PBD in a perfect white
supremacist sexist world.

This Black Doudou Code is not a literary creation. Neither a comedy 
sketch, nor an entertaining narrative. All of  it is about truth. It is all 
about legacy. It is the way a lot of  Black women have been raised. It 
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is what they have learnt from their family and the society they live 
in. I remember each one of  these rules. My mother and my father 
taught them to me when I was a little girl. They have inoculated 
them deep into me. They have poisoned me. They have made me 
sick as much as they had been made sick themselves. I have inherited 
what they had inherited and that patrimony became a burden, and 
that burden kept growing-growing until it became a part of  our 
DNA. 

I don’t remember how much time I have wasted enduring the 
blasted hair torture. Into my mother’s hands, I had no choice but to 
stay still, submissive to the will and whims of  the iron, praying for 
a miraculous salvation. How many hours of  this since I was born? 
How many days? How many little girls? How many irons? How 
many mothers? How many times did I say to myself  “you are not 
beautiful enough, smart enough, invisible enough, normal enough. 
You won’t make it. You will fail. You loser! Not good enough. Not 
enough. Never enough.”?

Being a Perfect Black Doudou means being able to follow 
all these rules without any apparent doubt. Being able to stomach 
fear, sorrow, bitterness, shame, complacency, hypocrisy, oppression, 
discrimination, self-mutilation, silence, darkness, loneliness, war, 
bleeding, agony, death. It means living with umpteen masks and a 
triple consciousness. 

Let me tell you a story, something that happened to me when 
I was seven years old. It is not an outstanding story, but I remember 
every detail of  it to this day: how azure the sky was, how green the 
grass on which my father and some other guys were playing football, 
how blonde the little girl sitting right next to me in the stands, how 
fascinated we both were looking at our dads running, jumping, 
dribbling, so free, as free as men. They were our heroes. 

Before going further, I need to tell you more about Orleans, 
the small town where my story takes place. Back then its population 
was mostly white. The Black community was essentially made of  
Martinican and Guadeloupean people. Back then, you never saw 
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a Black person walking down the street “tough and rough” and 
“Black and proud”, as James Brown used to sing. We were the 
invisible ones, the shadows from the outside, the hard workers 
who had immigrated to the so-called Grande France to do what the 
White people there did not want to do. Back then, we were flooding 
hospital corridors. We were assistant nurses, mailmen, dustmen, 
housekeepers. We were all observing the same code of  conduct: to 
be discrete so as to not disturb anyone, to integrate into the white 
world, to melt, to disappear. Well, I guess it is for all these reasons 
that my father did not rule in my favor when the little blonde girl 
accused me of  being rude with her when it was her who insulted me. 
I guess it is because her mother, who had just appeared in the stands, 
claimed she had heard me too, that my father failed to protect me 
and asked me to apologize. “Demande pardon aux gens”, it is what 
he told me, shouting, and his shout went up and down in the sky, 
and his mouth remained opened as if  it would never work again. 

I looked at my father, in shock. I looked at the girl who was 
smiling. I turned towards her mother who could not stop scolding, 
and for the first time in my life, I felt anger inside me. It burnt my 
brain first degree, it crippled my voice, it jolted my bones. I felt rage 
going up and down, up and down into my entire presumed guilty 
body, and I kept it inside my heart instead of  letting it go. I kept it 
into my memory instead of  setting it free. I started seeing that anger 
as a part of  me. I suddenly understood that I would never get rid of  
it. It marked the beginning of  my path as a Perfect Black Doudou. 

Because this event was in fact a ritual, I performed it duly. I 
did not kill the blonde and her mother. I did not disobey my father. 
I jailed my feelings and did what had to be done. I-a-po-lo-gised. So 
did my father in order not to be considered as a bad negro. Sorry, but 
it is how we were called and seen, and treated, back then. 

See, in football games, the intermission called half-time only 
lasts a few minutes. That time, that day, I swear to you that it lasted 
years. For decades later, I still feel the same anger, the same shame, 
and also, some compassion. I surely was not the only person to be 
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aware of  what was going on there, in the stands. I suspect that my 
father was already getting used to such incidents. He knew that he 
was not an individual, but a pair of  hands. That he was not a French 
man, but a post-colonized. Just a former slave. 

Later in life, when I happened to share that story with White 
friends – mostly women - I was sometimes shocked by their reactions. 
Some of  them confessed that as women they had experienced the 
same kind of  injustice. They said it happened to women, any woman 
- to be and feel guilty even when they are not. I understand where 
their compassion comes from. I appreciate their understanding but 
you see, I refuse to compare my experience as a Black Doudou 
woman and theirs. It will never be the same. It cannot be the same. I 
know the weight of  what I carry as a PBD. I know the price of  being 
raised by a broken man and a flattened woman. I know how and why 
I got sick when I turned seven years old – I became that little Black 
girl who had to obey her father who himself  had to obey the White 
woman, who had to obey her husband. 

I am the result of  a double oppression. That is what it is. And 
that is who I am.

Penn State University 




