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			INTRODUCTION: PERFECT IS BORING
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				This photo pretty much sums up our whole dynamic: I’m crazy, but my mama is crazier.

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]Tyra: Hi, my name is Tyra Banks, and you might remember me from that time I yelled at a girl on TV.

			Yeah, you remember that time.

			If I was a singer, “Be Quiet, Tiffany” would be my top-of-the-charts number-one-hit-single bat mitzvah dance floor filler that you and your gay best friend cue up every time you go sing karaoke, and you got the GIF saved on your phone, just so it’s ready to go the next time someone starts telling you something you don’t want to hear.

			And you know what? I’m not mad at that, because that moment that’s all over the Internet is really just me embodying someone I love so damn much: my mother.

			’Cause I ain’t crazy, but my mama sure is.

			[image: ] Carolyn: Ty, now when you say “crazy,” you mean it in that good way, right? Shoot, girl. I ain’t even gonna ask, ’cause I know you do!

			[image: ]Tyra: Well, let me see—do I? When I say that my mama is crazy, what I mean is . . .

			Crazy in a letting-your-grandbabies-pull-your-wig-off-and-let-them-wear-it-to-brunch way.

			Crazy in an eating-spilled-chili-off-the-dusty-kitchen-floor-cuz-that’s-her-famous-recipe-and-it-ain’t-gonna-go-to-waste way.

			Crazy in an always-got-your-back-even-when-everyone-else-says-you’re-down-and-out kinda way.

			Crazy in a using-her-juicy-belly-bloops-as-a-musical-instrument way.

			Crazy in that tough-love-that-gets-the-point-across-for-real way.

			Crazy in a talking-’bout-secretions-on-Amtrak kinda way.

			Crazy in a beautiful, talented, loving, and supportive kinda way.

			So . . . yes.

			You’re right, Mama. When I say “crazy,” I mean amazing, awesome, incredible, mind-blowing, stupendous.

			For me, crazy is good. Crazy is the opposite of boring.

			[image: ] Carolyn: I like that. I ain’t been boring a day in my life, so if you wanna call me crazy, I’ll take it!

			[image: ]Tyra: I think we can all agree—me and yeah . . . you reading this book right now and Mama—that “Be quiet, Tiffany!” was my craziest moment (it’s always number one on any Internet list of “29 Reasons Why TyTy Is One Color Short of a Rainbow” or something like that). It was also the time that all the Mama in me came spewing out, like one of those baking-soda-and-vinegar volcanoes you made for your elementary school science fair (and with my red hair, I kinda looked like a volcano).

			So let us just break down all the wig-shaking, finger-pointing, mouth-flapping insanity that spawned a million memes.

			Tiffany was a girl on cycle 3 of America’s Next Top Model. She was so beautiful and talented, with a rags-to-riches story. She didn’t make it to the final cast of that cycle, but she had something special about her so we invited her back for a cycle 4 audition and, bam, she made it. On cycle 4, her photos were getting better and better. She was someone who had already been through so much, and I could see where she was going. We invested in her, and she invested in herself. I thought she was going to be the winner. Scratch that—I knew she was gonna be the winner.

			[image: ] Carolyn: Tyra had been raving about Tiffany every time I talked to her. She said that when she saw Tiffany model, she felt like she was looking at the winner of the show. She had never said that—ever.

			I was never someone who put tons of emphasis on physical beauty. For me, inner beauty is much more important, and I passed that on to Tyra. So, when she looked at the girls on Top Model, she was looking at the whole girl—not just their posing or their runway walks. How they laughed, how they smiled, how they treated other people, how they lit up a room, or their quest, their fire, their journey.

			Tyra connected to Tiffany’s spirit and her potential. Tiffany was pure heart and soul, and Tyra was set on making sure that beauty rose to where she deserved to be.

			[image: ]Tyra: That cycle, we had created a judging room challenge that had the models doing mock live TV commentating and reading really difficult words off a teleprompter—things in French, difficult designer names, tough technical terms for patterns and stitches. The point wasn’t to see who knew how to pronounce the words perfectly, but who could butcher the heck out of them without losing her cool. We knew that no one—no one—was going to get those cray-cray words right. Everyone tried their hardest and everyone messed up, but when Tiffany messed up, we felt like she acted like she personally had been set up to fail. That all the other girls were perfect and she, well, wasn’t. Like it was her fate to lose, entirely out of her control.

			Something inside me just couldn’t take that. I was looking at this beautiful black butterfly who had finally exited her cocoon, and she was pretty much saying that she wasn’t good enough to really spread her wings. There have been countless times in my career when I heard that I couldn’t do something because I was black, and that only made me want to go out there and prove everyone wrong. Now, to have a girl who had already overcome so much standing in front of me talking about how she couldn’t do things because circumstance and fate were in her way, well . . . You saw what happened. (And you might want to turn down the volume, ’cause it’s about to get loud.)

			BE QUIET, TIFFANY—BE QUIET! WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU? STOP IT!

			I HAVE NEVER IN MY LIFE YELLED AT A GIRL LIKE THIS. WHEN MY MOTHER YELLS LIKE THIS, IT’S BECAUSE SHE LOVES ME.

			I WAS ROOTING FOR YOU; WE WERE ALL ROOTING FOR YOU. HOW DARE YOU? LEARN SOMETHING FROM THIS.

			WHEN YOU GO TO BED AT NIGHT, YOU LAY THERE AND YOU TAKE RESPONSIBILITY FOR YOURSELF, ’CAUSE NOBODY’S GONNA TAKE RESPONSIBILITY FOR YOU.

			YOU ROLLIN’ YOUR EYES AND YOU ACTING LIKE THIS BECAUSE YOU’VE HEARD IT ALL BEFORE. YOU’VE HEARD IT ALL BEFORE—YOU DON’T KNOW WHERE THE HELL I COME FROM; YOU HAVE NO IDEA WHAT I’VE BEEN THROUGH.

			BUT I’M NOT A VICTIM; I GROW FROM IT, AND I LEARN.

			TAKE RESPONSIBILITY FOR YOURSELF.

			(I typed that in caps ’cause yeah, I was yellin’ like a banshee when I said it.)

			I’d been in this banshee situation before, but on the other side. I got one of those real, raw, no-holding-back “Be quiet, Tiffany” diatribes from my mama at least twice a year. Or maybe three times a year. Wait, who am I kidding? It’s probably more like four. To this day, whenever she gets tired of hearing me doubt myself, or when she thinks I’m about to give up because something turns out to be a little harder than I expected, she grabs me by the shoulders, shakes me, and screams, “BE QUIET, TYRA!”

			Mama was never about just breaking me down. It was always—and still is—about building me up. In that two-minute televised Tyrade, I dropped several truth bombs on Tiffany that were filled with the very lessons that Mama had tried so hard to teach me. Mama always told me that I was beautiful no matter what and that I was worthy no matter what, and that’s the message I want to pass on to women and men everywhere. It ain’t about me. It’s about us. I don’t want you getting in your own way as you strive to reach your big, fat, sexy, juicy goals.

			[image: ] Carolyn: I wasn’t there on set that day, but Tyra came to my house as soon as production wrapped. I could tell something was up, because she was quieter than usual when she walked in the door.

			“Mama, something happened on set today, and . . . I don’t know if I should air it.”

			Something about the way she said this made me realize that she wasn’t talking about the standard-issue drama that went down on Top Model—someone being super rude at a go-see, a girl writing words on her booty cheeks, or a model cheating on her boyfriend in Milan and crying under a table while getting cursed out by her irate boyfriend back home.

			“Ty, what happened?” I asked. “What did you do?”

			“I’m just gonna let you watch the tape,” she said.

			Then she played me the uncut version, and the hair stood up on the back of my neck.

			[image: ]Tyra: When I walked off set that day, my heart was pounding and I had to catch my breath. I knew I had done the right thing (or had I?), but still, there was a part of me that was surprised as hell.

			What the eff was that?

			I could feel the eyes as I walked back to my trailer. Not on me, but on the ground, as no one on my crew wanted to make eye contact or talk to me. “Tyra has lost her goddamned mind,” they were probably all thinking. Probably? Shoot. I’m sure they were sure I needed meds stat.

			Had I truly flipped the switch? No one could believe what had just happened. Not even Mama.

			Least of all me.

			[image: ] Carolyn: What Tyra showed me was bone-chilling.

			Nobody ever believed that Tyra was my daughter. From the time she was born, people asked me if she was adopted—she had this pale skin, these gray eyes, and this sandy reddish hair. Plus, when she grew up, she was almost six feet tall and built like a gazelle with big boobies. I was a human, and my daughter was some alien Amazonian being from that race of people we call “supermodels.”

			But when I saw that tape of her yelling at Tiffany, it was like I was watching myself.

			It was me up there talking to Tiffany.

			Everyone’s always teased me about how I look when I get upset. My eyes turn into little slits and I talk through my teeth and I point. My. Finger. With. Every. Word. ’Cause I’m tryna drill my message into your brain.

			And that’s exactly what Tyra was doing.

			And everything that was coming out of her mouth was a version of something I’d once said to her.

			The apple doesn’t fall far from the I-look-crazy-right-now-but-I-swear-I’m-not-I-just-believe-in-you tree.

			[image: ]Tyra: At first, I wasn’t sure we should air it. I mean, yes, I have gone far on TV. I’ve worn a prosthetic suit to expose the harsh judgment of obese people, dressed as a man to show how people responded to rap posses, posed as homeless, and pretended to be a stripper to find out why the heck men are so enthralled with G-strings and pasties in public places, but all of those big moments were produced.

			This wasn’t.

			It was unplanned.

			It was raw and real.

			It was emotional. Maybe even too much, because it made people uncomfortable.

			It was one of the few times in my life that I had lost control, when I cracked and everything came spilling out. People pressure celebrities to be perfect, but this was one of my most flawed moments.

			Did I want to put it out there for all the world to see?

			

			
				• • •
			

			I’VE ALWAYS TOLD MY Top Model girls that perfect is boring. I got that from my mama (and Eve even said it to Lindsay Lohan’s character, Casey, in the cult movie that I starred in, Life-Size). But of course, when I said it, I wasn’t just talking about looks. I was talking about life.

			The only way to live a perfect life is to not take risks, to just sit in a little box and never go after what you want or reach for your goals (because, God forbid, ya could try and ya could fail, and that sho’ ain’t perfect). When you care a lot about someone or something, you’re more likely to do imperfect things. Ya know, like freak out and yell.

			So, what was I gonna do?

			Try to sweep the imperfections under my Kool-Aid-colored red wig, or air it out, even if it got a little messy?

			Well, Mama always taught me not to be afraid of messy.

			Even if it was a hot mess.

			[image: ] Carolyn: I thought people needed to see this side of Tyra. It showed that she was an emotional human being, and a human being who cared. Sometimes too much.

			“I don’t know, Ty. I’m thinkin’ you need to put this out there,” I said. “People need to see that you’re not some impeccable lil model chick that produces some TV. You are really real. For real.”

			[image: ]Tyra: So on the air it went, and the whole world saw the crazy me, the mama bear side of me. I’ve been misinterpreted a million times when talking about this, but I don’t regret airing it. Top Model is not just some reality show I do on the side to make some money—it’s a platform for me to change lives and the perception of beauty, and this moment just showed how much I care.

			I am who I am today because my mama mama’d me (yes, mama’d is an official word, as of now) like nothing you’ve ever seen before. She was a G. She managed the early parts of my modeling career and sacrificed a lot (no, actually, all) of her own dreams so that I could make mine come true. Every accolade I get, every accomplishment I’ve achieved, all my iconic moments and catchy coined phrases (Smize, boo!) are because of her. I am her creation. Her FrankenTy.

			[image: ] Carolyn: My daughter, Tyra, yeah, the supermodel and business mogul (gosh, that sounds awkward to say because, really, she’s just my baby girl), is here today and not ummm . . . shall I say, crazy, because of how I parented her. Yeah, she might make up her own words (Ty, I’m your mama, and “pot ledom” still confuses the hell outta me), have some questionable taste in men (child, that “successful” actor didn’t have a phone or a car), and Lord, does that girl have gas (she’ll clear a room and try to blame it on somebody else). But I’m still gonna go ahead and give myself that pat on the back because her accomplishments and spirit—they are honest and pure. Tyra has a good heart, so I guess I must have done something right, right?

			[image: ]Tyra: I decided to write this book with my mama because my story is bananas but even more bananas when people can see that my whole journey is wrapped up in her crazy story, and her crazy story is my crazy story. When my parents got divorced, she moved into a one-bedroom apartment with six-year-old me and my twelve-year-old brother. Within a year, she got us into a two-bedroom. A year after that, we moved into a three. She was a junior-college dropout who got promoted at every job she ever had and held her own in boardrooms with MBAs and CEOs. The only thing Mama ever got handed to her on a plate was some bacon, and even then, I probably came along and took it away because I was worried about her diabetes.

			Whether you’re a mama or a daughter (or a son or a father—hell, you know we’re inclusive over here), I think there’s something you can take from our story. Maybe it’s how far we’ve come, how hard we’ve fought, or how much we’ve loved, but we hope it inspires you on your own journey.

			Besides, Mama and I had to do this together—she’s the one with the elephant memory, so I’d be calling her seventeen times a day anyway. I might remember we were there, but she remembers what we wore (I had on my bro’s air force jacket and a backward baseball cap; she had on her gold hoop earrings and a red cowl-neck sweater), what we ate (barbecue chicken pizza with a basket of gooey garlic bread), and what song was on the radio (Salt-N-Pepa’s “Push It”).

			
				[image: ]
				Mama was younger than me in this photo, and dang—she was bangin’!

			

			So now I gotta push it real good. I gotta press rewind and go back to the beginning of Mama’s and my story here . . . rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr . . . to when I was born? Nope, a little more . . . rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr . . . (I’m rewinding a tape here—you remember those? Oh right, you probably don’t) . . . rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr. OK, now that’s the spot.

			Yep.

			So . . .

			Press play.

			Carolyn London, my crazy, fierce mama, did it—you know, it it: knockin’ boots, doin’ the deed, whatever you want to call it—a whopping (yet entirely underwhelming) 1.5 times as a teenager (more on that later).

			The result?

			A baby on the way. Luck may not have been on her side, but her fertility was. Poor Mama (I share my own first-time tale later in the book, but you’ll have to keep reading to find out where!).

			At that time, in 1966, unwed pregnant teenagers were outcast even more than they are today. When she called to try to tell the baby’s father, his mother said, “Honey, that’s your problem,” and hung up the phone. She had a big old pregnant belly, a bouffant hairdo, and the grit of a gladiator. She didn’t waste time with the haters; she just had her baby and got on with her life.

			Six years later, I came along.

			
				[image: ]
				Mama and me when I was just two. 

			

			
				[image: ]
				The three of us lived in a one-bedroom apartment, and Mama worked her butt off to get us to a two-bedroom and, later, a three.

			

			[image: ] Carolyn: Now, lemme just wipe these tears from my eyes (and the snot from my nose), because I’m always amazed when I’m praised by my baby girl. I’d always wanted a son and a daughter, and when Tyra was born, I grinned like the Cheshire cat (after I got done with all the screamin’ and hollerin’ in the delivery room, mind you). Little did I know that this tiny girl clinging to my belly would one day have a brain like a Jamba Juice–whirling blender with no off button, or a NASA rocket ship slicing through the stratosphere to discover places unknown.

			I realized one day that the White Rabbit in Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland ain’t got nothing on Miss Tyra. You see, she’s also never late for a very important date. Or should I say date, after date, after date. Her calendar of life is always full to the brim, and like the White Rabbit, she’s always constantly checking her watch and running from one unimaginable idea to another. She’s also got a bit of the Mad Hatter thrown in, and her top hat is that ever-changing crown of weaved hair that I do believe is sewn in so tight that it stimulates the essence of her slew of creative madness. My child still calls me in the middle of the night just to share new ideas that spontaneously popped into her head. (“Mama, I got this show idea I wanna do about models!”) And the even crazier thing? So many of her Mad Hatter ideas have actually worked.

			[image: ]Tyra: There’s all kinds of mamas out there.

			We’re about to break a few down:

			There are mothers who expect absolute perfection from their children 24-7. They’re strict and stern with lists of rules as long as Steph Curry’s three-pointer. Those it’s-either-my-way-or-the-highway-so-shut-the-hell-up-because-I-said-so mamas. The ones who seem to have slipped themselves a little pill called Momnesia and don’t remember a damn thing about being a rebellious teenager who snuck out of her bedroom window to be with that wild boy who couldn’t care less about her except for getting some you-know-what and her parents insisted she stay the heck away from him because he had a . . . well . . . a . . . penis but she still snuck out the window every time that boy called the house and let the phone ring once and then hung up—the secret signal that meant “I’m coming now, baby, so get ready to jump out that window,” and she jumped every damn time. You know those kinds of mothers. We all do. Maybe you even had one. Maybe you are one. You know . . . used to be all loco but now you pretend you were a teenage angel. And I’m not talkin’ the Victoria’s Secret kind.

			My mama . . . naw . . . she wasn’t like that.

			
				[image: ]
				Tyra and I were as close as can be. But BFFs who hang in the club? Nah, I’m not that kinda mama.

			

			[image: ] Carolyn: Nor was I one of those moms who are their child’s best friend. You’ve seen them. Hangin’ out big-time with their child. They hit the club with their daughter in the tightest bodycon dress (hello Herve Leger bandage) ’cause that night, Justin Bieber’s crew is rumored to be buying shots for everyone who can twerk their butts the hardest and fastest. And they’ll sashay together down that morning walk-of-shame runway while sharing the too-juicy details of their sexual conquests with JB’s DJ’s daddy and his bodyguard’s brother’s barber.

			SMDH.

			I was never a hot mess mama. Hold on too tightly and the kids rebel; hold on too loosely and all things go to hell.

			[image: ]Tyra: She tried to be somewhere in the middle of the JB and the yank (yo’ butt if you broke her rules).

			If you compare my mama to art, she would be modern street art, like my mystery boy, Banksy. (Do you know who Banksy really is? All I’m saying is Banksy Art is an anagram of my first and last names. . . . Hold up a sec while I wipe this purple paint from my fingers.) But back to my—I mean Banksy’s art . . . Familiar visuals, yet off-kilter and loaded with social commentary on how messed up we all are and how we can make it better with spray-painted figures on the side of some random building. If my mom’s style was a cuisine, she’d be molecular gastronomy—foodstuff you know but it comes to the table all unique; smoking, foaming dishes listed on the menu in quotes and full of liquid nitrogen. You kind of freak out at first, but then you put it in your mouth and realize it might actually be one of the best things you’ve tasted and experienced friggin’ ever! (Hey, Chef Achatz!)

			Mama could be so raw and real that I’d be squirming in my seat, hoping that lightning would come and strike me upside the head because I was sure that’d be less painful than sitting there listening to her talk like that. She could also be as tough as Gordon Ramsay, but what she was always trying to drill in my thick fivehead was some serious self-esteem.

			[image: ] Carolyn: Most of those talks worked. (And the ones that didn’t? Oh, we spill the beans all up in this book, baby, so you don’t make the what-the-hell-was-she-thinking mistakes Mizz TyTy did.)

			If Tyra were an instrument, she’d be a trumpet—full of energy and hitting all the high notes, but just as capable of turning on the soul and bringing a tear to your eye. One moment she’s a fairy godmother, playing the wise character, inspiring and motivating to make dreams come true, and the next, she’s my little girl again, sitting on the sofa in our living room eating five flavors of ice cream while watching old DVDs of Pee-wee’s Playhouse. If she were a dance move, she’d be the Nae Nae, with one hand up and one hand down, just swaying all over the place. If she were an emoji, no doubt she’d be the [image: ]. (In fact, she’s making that face at me right now.)

			Tyra likes to make up these silly rap songs, so one day I thought I would compose one about her. Cue the beats.

			Daughter, oh daughter, oh daughter of mine

			Here’s my verse, Imma try to make it rhyme.

			You’re better with age, like my fave port wine.

			Guess I done my job, ’cause you turned out fine.

			Daughter, oh daughter, oh daughter of mine

			Big forehead, with a genius mind

			You a mama now, that’s so sublime.

			You like my mama too, Freaky Friday time.

			Daughter, oh daughter, oh daughter of mine.

			You make me proud, ’cause you taught me how to rhyme.

			My mark on you’ll stand the test of time.

			Your fierce life’s your legacy, when I’ve left mine.

			[image: ]Tyra: Wow, Mama, now I’m about to cry! But that, ladies and gents, is l-o-v-e. And I’ve been tryna pass some of that on in my whole career, in every little thing I do.

			To you.

			When I pulled a Mama up there with Tiffany and let the honesty rip, I wasn’t thinking about ratings; I wasn’t thinking about it going down in history as one of the most memorable moments on TV; I wasn’t thinking about people running up to me on the street a decade later, asking for a selfie and maybe, please if I wouldn’t mind, could I just be so nice as to yell at them, too?

			I was just thinking about Tiffany, and all those times I’d been standing there in her shoes, doubting myself, feeling like I might just give up and how Mama would have given me a verbal smack upside the head to snap me out of it.

			I think of Tiffany often and still have so much love for her. (Every once in a while, a Top Model girl in cycles I shoot today reminds me of her, too.) Tiffany was lovable and charismatic; people were always drawn to her, and the other girls enjoyed her. She was tough, but also fun and feisty, with a mouth on her that was always making people laugh and trying to cheer them up (even right up till the end, when she got eliminated).

			She’s a strong, smart, beautiful woman, and I know from reading recent interviews with her that she’s introspective to this day, mature. She gets it. That’s rare.

			I’m still rooting for her. We’re all still rooting for her. And I think now she’s rooting for herself, too.

			So you know what I do when someone says, “Tyra, my name’s Randall/Amanda/Chantel/Brian, and if you could just yell, ‘BE QUIET, RANDALL/AMANDA/CHANTEL/BRIAN,’ you would make my year!”? I put my rage face on and I wait for them to press record and say go, and then I look right at ’em and belt out, “BE QUIET, RANDALL/AMANDA/CHANTEL/BRIAN!”

			And I do it with a smile, because I am not embarrassed about that moment. It was real, raw, heartfelt, and crazy. And not perfect.

			Just like my mama.

			Just like me.

			And just like you.

			(Yeah, I called you crazy. You had to know that was coming, right?)

			
				PARENTAL ADVISORY—EXPLICIT CONTENT AHEAD!

				Now, I’m not tryna have you write to our publisher about how you wanna go back in time and stage a mass book-burning extravaganza, or set you up to leave all kinds of comments on my Instagram because my mama and I got dirty mouths! So go ahead and put this book in the trash stat (and unfollow me while you’re at it) if you get embarrassed or squeamish easily, because we wrote this book for mothers and daughters and fathers and sons everywhere who aren’t afraid to tell it like it is. In other words, the lewd, crude, and shrewd—but never the rude! On second thought, this book might be just what you need, boo. (Remember, sometimes it takes a moment to recognize that something is actually exactly what you need; what you want and what you need aren’t exactly the same thing.) That said, if you are looking for any or all of the following, then consider a word of warning before you sit back and enjoy this ride:

				
						If ya mama never shared anything crass with you, get ready, child! This book is for you!

						If she shared a lot, be prepared to say amen a million and one times. You know how it is.

						If you’re prudish, keep reading—you will get turnt out, boo!

						If you got a daughter of your own and you’re wondering how to talk to her about all the down-and-dirty, read on!

						If you wanna laugh your ass off—you got it, honey. Coming your way.

						If you want to learn how to embrace your booty and tell the world to kiss your fat ass, you’ve come to the right place.

						If you want to see what happens when yo mama practices tough love but never lets you down, we got you.

						If you want to see all the fabulous things that happen when you take control of your destiny, we got you.

				

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]Tyra: When Paris came calling for me in the form of a French modeling angel—well, agent—by the name of Veronique, no one saw it coming. Not my local Los Angeles agency: “Little catalog Tyra?” they said. “That Tyra—who models on weekends and after school? The one we don’t really see as making a career of this. You want her to go to Paris?”

			Not my mama: “What the hell are you talkin’ about?” she said, scowling into the phone when the agency called to talk to her.

			And certainly not me.

			But Veronique said yes, she wanted me to go to Paris and model. Well, she said oui. And she added that out of all the girls on the board, I was the only model they wanted at her French agency, City Models. She believed I could do quite well in the land of Coco, cafés, and croissants.

			Well, hell—nobody knew what to say.

			Because I had other plans. Big plans. That began with a c and did not involve Coco, cafés, or croissants.

			[image: ] Carolyn: I was very excited for Tyra to go to college, because it was an opportunity that I never had. When she first started modeling in high school, she thought catwalking and posing was just going be a side thing, since she knew for sure she was going to a university to study film and television production. Her modeling jobs were a way to help her father and me afford tuition.

			I had heard so many negative things about the modeling industry, especially when models were traveling far from home—from girls getting taken advantage of on the other side of the world by photographers who abused their power, to models getting strung out, losing their careers, and getting shipped home. I also just wanted Tyra to have something that was more stable and solid. A career in modeling was so fleeting, and I couldn’t imagine my daughter having a life in a field that was all about sitting there and waiting for the damn phone to ring.

			Sure, my baby had some beauty, but I was bettin’ on her brain.

			[image: ]Tyra: I was so excited for college. I genuinely, truly, honestly, not-just-saying-this-for-the-benefit-of-all-the-grown-ups-in-the-room loved learning. And college was learning with an endgame: studying intensely what you were interested in so that you could prepare for a career that you (hopefully) loved.

			So when Veronique insisted I come to Paris, I can honestly say it was something I’d never even thought about. I’d spent the past year dreaming of classrooms and campus quads, not runways and modeling squads. College wasn’t just a dream, either. I’d put in work weighing my options and making plans—I’m talking hand-drawn charts and spreadsheets and pros-and-cons lists that stretched from the kitchen all the way down the hall into my bedroom and up against the closet.

			At first, the options seemed endless. I’d flip through a college brochure, in my head singing Ariel’s “wish I could be . . . part of your world.” This was the university for me! Then another brochure would come in the mail and I’d repeat the process because, no, this school—this one was where I truly belonged! Finally, I started to narrow it down. I toured campuses, met with professors, and even checked out the dorms, imagining what color sheets I’d get for the ultralong narrow twin bed and what posters I was gonna put up on the wall (Vanessa Williams, Bell Biv DeVoe, Al B. Sure, En Vogue, DJ Jazzy Jeff & the Fresh Prince?).

			I broke down the schools:

			UCLA? Close to home and in my fave hangout hood, Westwood, but that student body was huge.

			Columbia? Ivy League . . . yikes!

			NYU? The thrill of New York was tantalizing, but the idea of having to cross a busy city street while dodging taxis to get to class was terrifying.

			That’s why I fell in love with Loyola Marymount University. The campus was on a hill overlooking the ocean; it was quaint and serene, and the boys on the basketball team were fine as hell (scratch that Will Smith poster that was going on the wall—maybe I’d just become a college b-ball fan). I became smitten with the film and television program at Loyola, and imagined that going to school there would be like getting shot out of a cannon and landing right in the middle of my dream entertainment industry and creating magic behind the camera. On the orientation tour with my dad, I even bought out the student store, taking home the college logo sweatshirts, T-shirts, mugs, key chains, banners, you name it. I had that college student just-woke-up-now-where’s-the-dining-hall Smize down.

			I was ready, and everyone knew it.

			So when Veronique reached out to my agents in Los Angeles about me, they couldn’t believe it. They knew how focused I was on going to college, so they hadn’t even tried to push me. And honestly, I believe they thought I was just a catalog girl, not high-fashion material. They saw me modeling parkas for Burlington Coat Factory (you know, the kind with the faux fur hoods where you can’t even see your face?) and some cotton nightgowns for Sears (nothing says s-e-x-y like long sleeves and ruffles, amirite?), not sharp-shouldered Saint Laurent blazers or feminine, pink, poufy-sleeved Oscar de la Renta couture gowns.

			But I had to admit: Thinking about going to Paris was thrilling. I could see myself up on the runway, but what if the L.A. agency was right?

			That thought terrified me, and I spent many nights with my eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling at three a.m.

			What if I went and just fell on my face?

			What if I came home a failure, and college was just . . . gone?

			[image: ] Carolyn: Tyra wanted to do both. She wanted to go to Paris and go to college, and she kept asking me what she should do. I thought about my own life and how I’d wanted to be a dancer but kept trying to be a secretary because my parents thought that good people grew up to get jobs with the city. It was part of that whole “doin’ what a perfect daughter does” thing.

			I gave up on dancing, but I never forgot about it, and I never extinguished my dream. Every year, I took Tyra and Devin to see the Alvin Ailey American Dance Theater and the Dance Theatre of Harlem, and I’d watch those dancers with a heavy heart, imagining myself up there, gliding across the stage with them. Maybe I could have been the Misty Copeland or Judith Jamison of my time. Or a Rockette. (Or maybe I should just try out for America’s Got Talent now. I do have an in. . . .)

			I had dreams, but the idea of perfection personified by my parents squashed those dreams flatter than a French crepe. I didn’t want to do that to Tyra, so I sat back and told her, “The choice is yours, and I’ll support you whatever you decide to do.”

			
				[image: ]
				Even though I gave up my dream, I never lost my love for dancing.

			

			[image: ]Tyra: Whatever I decide to do? Aaauughhhh!

			This was hard as hell to decide. And there was the issue of money. I had made some modeling money, but even with that supplement, college tuition was still going to be a big stretch for my parents. If I could pad my pockets by going to Paris, that could make paying for college a little easier. . . .

			Finally, I said ooh-la-la and what the hell, I’ll go to Paris.

			The decision got a lot easier when Loyola told me I could defer my admission for a year. If Paris was a bust, I’d just end up right back where I started: in film school. So, the worst thing that could happen to me could end up being the best anyway. Yeah, Ma had let me know the decision was mine to make, but also that it wasn’t one I should take lightly. That it was called the modeling business, not modeling playtime. College or no, I was still gonna have to study up for Paris.

			But first, I was gonna have to tell my Superexcited-his-daughter-got-into-every-college-she-applied-to-Loyola-sweatshirt-wearing Daddy.

			Yeah, that’s his legal name.

			
				[image: ]
				My proud daddy and me at my high school graduation. Three short months later, I had to break the news that instead of going to college, I was going to Paris. Eek!

			

			[image: ] Carolyn: Now, Tyra’s daddy adores his baby girl, but did that mean he was gonna support her no matter what she decided to do?

			[image: ]Tyra: Boy oh boy, was I nervous. My dad was in papa heaven when he had flown me across the country to visit colleges, so having to inform him that I was now Tyra I
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				THE ESSENTIAL TRAITS OF A KICK-ASS LUNATIC WALK

				
						The gaze: It should be off in the distance. If someone tries to talk to you, never make eye contact. Pretend they got a parrot on their shoulder, and look at the parrot.
					

						The punches: Unseen enemies come at ya from all sides. Throw some left hooks, some right jabs, some crosses to the side, some uppercuts while spinning around. For extra credit, some kickboxing kicks will up the ante.
					

						The stroll: Never walk in a straight line. Zig, zag, stumble, and stutter-step.
					

						The voice: Sometimes you’re yelling, sometimes you’re whispering, but you never stop talking to yourself. Throw in some threatening words every once in a while.
					

						The body: Your head twitches, your arms twitch, your knees twitch. Everything is moving all the time.
					

						Get home safely.
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