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	FOREWORD
by Tyler Perry

Whoever came up with the saying that “it takes a village to raise a child” must have been thinking of my friend Madea. In the black community, Madea was the head of that village. Her name is the southern term for “mother dear.” Madea used to be on every corner in every neighborhood when I was growing up and generations before. She used to be everywhere, but today she is missed. Back around the 1970s, the Madeas in our neighborhoods began to disappear and they have left an unmistakable void.
Everybody wants this kind of grandmother around. No matter what race you are, everybody wants to have a Madea in their family. She’s not politically correct. She doesn’t care about anything but what is honest and true. And she is always saying the least expected things. The other day, I asked Madea how she was feeling. She said, “I woke up this morning with a little numbness on the side of my hip. But it’s all gone now. I just realized that I had slept on my vibrator.”
People are so endeared to her because of her honesty. That’s why I think she is so beloved. Some people have even told me they think we’d be better off if Madea were president of the United States. If that were the case, the country would be bankrupt, because she would spend all the money. I don’t think the majority of the elite would approve of her policies. But the people would appreciate her as president. I think she would be as popular as President Clinton.
In the Madea administration, there would be no complicated international entanglements. There would be little if any talking with people of other cultures and other countries. If she doesn’t speak the language, she’s not one to sit there and wait for a translation. Madea’s foreign policy would be “There ain’t none.” But we wouldn’t have terrorists, either, because she would deal with them personally, from the bottom of her purse.
I think Madea has an opportunity to say everything that I can’t say because, number one, I’m a man, and women get away with saying things a lot more than a man would. In our society, women are given much more latitude than men to have emotions and to express them. And, number two, she has been around for more than a few decades, so she can get away with stating some opinions I’d be afraid to say. And, number three, she just has a way of putting things—sometimes I’ll have something I really want to say and then I’ll just hear it coming out of Madea’s mouth, in her own words.
In the beginning, I was really shocked about the things she said, the way she said them, and how she got away with it. But today I’m pretty shockproof with regard to Madea. Whatever comes up comes out. You just have to be ready for it. Madea and I have different, extremely different, ideas about life, raising children, diet—the list goes on. But there is a line that we walk together: we are both very loving and caring people.
I remember a guy on the corner of my neighborhood who wanted to be a Madea. He would come out of his house every morning with the curlers in his hair and a bandanna and just look around and see what the kids were doing. He would then run and tell their parents. But he was kind of illegitimate.
Looking at the authentic ones (my mother and aunt included), these women were not trying to be this Madea person. The responsibility of the neighborhood simply fell upon them. If somebody’s child was doing something wrong, Madea got to them and straightened them out or she would go directly to the parents, and the parents straightened the kids out.
With parents, caregivers, and Madea there to keep an eye out, it was easier to give kids a chance to spread their wings. We have to allow our children to make mistakes and not shelter them too much, which is hard to do. The key is finding the balance between allowing them to hit the wall and bump their head, and protecting them from things that are extremely dangerous—that can destroy them and take their lives.
Because there are so few Madeas, children are pretty much raising themselves. So many parents have to work hard just to make ends meet. Madea used to watch out for these children.
My friend Madea has “attitude” that comes with wisdom. Back in our teens and twenties, we thought we knew everything and made all those foolish mistakes. Then, when we got a little older, at thirty, we started getting these flashes of light, revelations of what a great and lucky thing it was that we didn’t get caught doing those stupid things back then. Around forty, if we’re lucky, we stop lying to ourselves. Fifty and above, we’ve run out of patience for foolishness. Take me to the bottom line. When we get even older, it becomes more urgent. “I don’t have that much time, I’m trying to enjoy my life, get away from me with your foolishness.” That’s pretty much Madea’s thoughts and way of life.
I want to dedicate the spirit and intent of this book to all the Madeas and the mothers that I grew up with—to my mother, Maxine; my aunt, Mayola; Big Mabel Murphy; Viola; Olabea; Sylvia—all those women who were on the block on that one stretch down in New Orleans.
As you read on, I hope that you will enjoy your time together with Madea and have some good laughs. For those of you who are new to Madea and haven’t seen her on the stage, on DVDs, or in film, I hope you can separate her great wisdom from some of the totally ridiculous things she sometimes has to say. You never know what she’s going to say or do. She always keeps me on my guard!


INTRODUCTION
by “Madea” Mabel Simmons

The reason why I am writing this book is because I have lived a long life. It’s been great. I’ve seen a lot of things. Every time I’m out in front of people, they ask me for advice. “Madea, what should I do about this? Madea, what should I do about that?” I tell people I’ve got problems of my own, but for some reason, they keep asking and they seem to like to listen to the advice that I’ve got to give. So, rather than writing a book about advice, I just want to talk. Maybe some of this stuff you can relate to, maybe not. Maybe some of it you can understand, maybe some of it you don’t. If you are not a black person and you don’t understand something, read that part to a friend who’s black and ask for an explanation. If you don’t have any black friends, make one on the bus. If they see you reading this book with my face on the cover, they will want to stop and talk to you.
This book is to help you understand that life is sometimes hard, and you have to laugh your way through it.
But first, I want to clear up one very important matter. I received no help at all from Mr. Tyler Perry in writing this book. He had absolutely nothing to do with it. These are not his opinions. The lawyers told me to tell you that. These opinions have only to do with Madea. Tyler Perry has nothing to do with Madea. We are two very separated individuals, okay! I don’t know him that well. He don’t know me that well. So this book is about Madea.
I met Tyler Perry when he was a little boy. I knew his mother and his auntie. They were all worried about him because he talked to himself. He walked around a lot by himself and spent a lot of time alone. We were really worried one day. We saw him with a pink dress on. He said it was because it was Mardi Gras, but I don’t know. We were all very concerned.
To write this book, I sat down and recorded all of this on an old eight-track player I had in the closet and had it transcomposed by my friend Joel Brokaw. Everybody needs a friend like Joel. He’s got hair like Gene Wilder and a heart like Oprah.
I decided to write all this stuff down because I’m so tired of saying the same advice over and over again. So if anybody asks me from now on, I can just pick up the book and say, “Did you read this? Unless you read the book, don’t ask me no questions.” That’s what Jesus is telling people these days. I believe he’s saying to them, “If you have not read the Book, don’t ask me no questions.” So read the book. This is your official guide to all things Madea.
Consider this book your one big fortune cookie. Every page that you turn to will be a new fortune. Now, if you’re looking for the cookies—I ate them. So take it as you will.
[image: image]


PART ONE
THE MAKING OF MADEA

People often say that the truth hurts. Hell no, it hurts even more if you do a whole bunch of foolishness to try to avoid it. So, now you’ve been warned for what’s to follow!


Skeletons in the Closet

Everybody’s got skeletons in the closet. Every once in a while, you’ve got to open up the closet and let the skeletons breathe. Half the time, the very thing you think that’s going to destroy you or ruin you is the very thing that nobody cares about. My advice to anybody with skeletons is dust them off every now and then—as long as your closet ain’t full of them. It’s not good to have more than two or three.
What I have learned in this life is that you can never be ashamed of where you come from. So as you read some of this stuff, especially when I’m talking about my family and folks, keep in mind that I’m going to keep it real. Some people think that keeping it real will get you in trouble, but I’m going to tell it like it is.
The first memory from my childhood is so beautiful. It was lovely. I was looking out of the window. It was autumn. The leaves were changing, everything was golden brown, and the wind was blowing. The sky was blue with white clouds passing slowly. At that moment, I was sitting there thinking, Wow, I am so very, very blessed to be on this earth. Just as I was getting ready to raise my hands and say, “Thank you, Jesus,” my momma slapped the hell out of me on the back of my head and said, “You ain’t finished washing them dishes yet! Stop staring out that window and finish the dishes!” So that’s my earliest remembrance. I must have been about five.
We started cleaning the house at three. In that day, we didn’t have no remote controls and vacuum cleaners. If you wanted all of that stuff, you had children. That’s what they were for. So that was my job: I was the automatic dishwasher. My brother was the lawn mower. I had another sister who was the remote control—every time they wanted to change the channel on the TV. Every time the family wanted a new technology, it was called children.
I grew up in a little house on a hill in the country in a little town named Greensburg, Louisiana. Maybe it was more like a shack. We had to stuff newspapers into the walls because we didn’t have insulation back then. But it was nice. We had an outhouse. We didn’t have much, but we had love.
And I had many, many, many uncles. Every time my daddy went to work, one of my uncles would come over. So there were plenty of family members always around. Most of the uncles’ names were Johnson for some reason: Uncle Little Johnson, Uncle Big Johnson, Uncle Wide Johnson, Uncle Crooked Johnson—everybody’s name was always Johnson. I could never figure that out.
Britney Spears grew up in the same area. She, of course, came many years later. It was a little different today than when I grew up there. Now they have trailers. As I said, I grew up in a shack, she grew up in a trailer, but we are all in the same park, not too far from each other. I knew her great-grandmother. What was her name? Litany Spears? That’s right, Litany. Yeah, I didn’t like her, and she didn’t like me.
It was a small house. We had a living room, a kitchen, the outhouse, and one bedroom. All of us there in the one room. But you know, it was all good. There was a foot tub that we would all take baths in. We’d have to get the water from the well and warm it up. You had to stay clean when you lived in such close quarters. If you smelled bad, my mother would be the first one to knock you on the side of the head and tell you to take a bath. There were two beds: one for my momma and daddy, and the other for all us children—that was another good reason to smell good, sleeping in the same bed.
My daddy was the nicest man you’d never want to meet—but not too bright, though. Looking back, I realize just how dumb he was when I remember him coming home once and finding one of the uncles there. My momma introduced him as Uncle Lowdown. My father shook his hand and invited him to stay for dinner. You see, my daddy had an accident. He worked at the sawmill and one of the logs fell down and hit him upside his head. That side of his brain was never too together after that, but he was a good provider.
Of course, growing up like that, all together with seven or eight people, you have to stand up for yourself. I had to fight all the time. That might have something to do with who I am now.


The Original Madea

My mother was feisty and stern. She was the original Madea. I’m Madea Lite compared to her. That woman was Madea Over the Top. She was a cusser. She didn’t have little guns. She had shotguns and razors. People would come by the house for protection. She was there with Harriet Tubman—they were friends, my momma and Harriet Tubman. They played cards together. Yeah, I know what you’re thinking. She was quite old. People don’t live that long no more. This has a simple explanation: Harriet Tubman ate nothing but wheatgrass. It was all they had. So they stayed healthy. My momma also was friends with Mary McLeod Bethune-Cookman. My momma was a civil rights activator. She activated in the civil rights. The only one she could never have worked with was Dr. King. They wouldn’t have let her in the marches because she was too violent. So you might say I picked up a few traits from her.
My momma was a big woman, too. I’m small compared to her. They called her Big Mabel Murphy. She would have been the entire W of the WNBA. It would have been the WWNBA, the Wide Women’s National Basketball Association.
My mother was never a praying woman. She was a cussing Christian. She would go to church on Sunday and then cuss everybody out the remaining days of the week. I remember how she had her hands full with my brother. He would always be in trouble. My father was getting senile and could never do anything with him. Every time my brother Frederick would be in trouble—and he would always get into all kinds of trouble, especially when he was older—my mother would go and bail him out. Then, one day, she changed. She got the call but just turned over and went back to sleep.
Don’t get me wrong, my mother was very gentle and mild-mannered, a very kind and peaceful woman…until you got her started. Now, what, you may ask, could get her started? If the wind blew the wrong way, that would get her started. We didn’t have a car, but if the mule didn’t get hitched up fast enough, she would get started. If the dust blew into the house after she had cleaned, all hell would break loose. The common housefly? She would start shooting. We would all know to duck until she got that fly. But back in the day, you wouldn’t dare tell her she was crazy. She needed what we call today Xanax.
Our neighbors didn’t live so close. That’s why my voice is so strong. I could holler all the way across the fields. That’s the way we talked back then. We didn’t have no cell phones. We would go out on the porch and yell. If you came home after a date one night and you wanted to talk to that person later on, you had to holler all your business. “Was it good? Did you enjoy yourself?” That would set my mother off, too. She’d go and beat the hell out of us.
Out in the country, we had chickens, cows, pigs, horses…No, we didn’t have horses. We had mules that we wanted to be horses because we couldn’t afford real ones. I worked in the fields planting beans and corn, but I wouldn’t pick no cotton. I won’t even open a bottle of aspirin because I don’t want to touch that ball of cotton.
I must have been about sixteen when we moved to the city. My daddy started getting Social Security, and my momma decided that she wanted to move up. So we moved down to New Orleans into a shotgun house. It was beautiful. She fit right in. Big Mabel Murphy fit right in down there on Bourbon Street. I soon realized that all my uncles were down there, too. They would always hang out at this place they called a Hop House. She would go down there to hop around. At least that’s how I understood it then.
Growing up, I didn’t feel shamed about my momma, but I was a little bit embarrassed about all my uncles. You are who you are and growing up where you are for a reason. Because I was raised around all of the foolishness, I guess I just accepted it. Maybe that’s why I had no problem being a stripper. You know, my stage name was Delicious. I invented “drop it like it’s hot.” Now, I have to “let it down like it’s warm.” But the way I grew up, I realized that I didn’t want my daughter to have all those uncles. So once Cora was born—and that wasn’t too long after we moved to the city—I decided I was going to have only one child, and I was going to limit myself to one uncle per year.


Becoming Madea

People ask, how did I get started being known as Madea instead of just plain Mabel Simmons? That’s my real name. I didn’t really find myself until after my mother got sick and all the uncles stopped coming around and she really needed me. She told me a lot of things about life. I’ve tried to remember all of it and take it with me. She told me a lot about taking care of yourself. “There ain’t no man going to do something for you that you can’t do for yourself. Get out there and make it happen for yourself.” My mother was strong, too strong. She was six foot eight and weighed 410 pounds. She was almost as big as Paul Bunyan and his blue ox, Babe.
Every Madea gets her values and spirit from her mother. It was passed down. I thank God I had a good, strong one. It’s a lintiage that is passed down. You get the good things or you get the bad things. I just tried to take it all. This temper comes from my momma. The good, gentle side comes from her, too. But the one that don’t take no stuff is one of those personalities that she had. I could swear she was letsophrenic. Letsophrenic—it’s a disorder where people are crazy and hear a bunch of voices and let so many people talk to them—that’s letsophrenic.
I’m not quite as harsh as my mother was. I give people the benefit of the doubt, mostly just because it’s a different day and time. See, back then, you ain’t had nothing, and when they came up to you, you know what they wanted from you. But nowadays, you never know what people want because there’s so much craziness and foolishness going on. So I try to give them a little more lead way. But they ain’t going to sucker me. I ain’t nobody’s sucker.
When did I know that I was a Madea? I must have been about thirty, because Cora was a big girl when this happened. There was this one girl in the neighborhood, she was having trouble with her husband. I went over there and beat the hell out of him. He was a pretty big man, and I surprised myself with my own strength. Now, I’ve always been a big woman—not fat as hell, like this, but big. But that day I learned that I have more than the strength of a man. And that girl, she said to me, “Get the hell out of my house! I don’t want you hurting him!”
I realized maybe I needed to keep my damned mouth shut and keep to my own business. I also learned that the power of helping people is wonderful but not always appreciated. So that was the moment I realized that Madea was something special and that I shouldn’t waste my superpowers. I found out that when I and my big old 68 DX that’s on my chest enter the room, we can make a difference. Wonder twins activate.
Now, up to this time, before I was thirty, I was preoccupied raising Cora and working. I worked as a stripper for as long as I could, from my late teens up to my early twenties. Something happened by the time I was twenty-five or twenty-six. I don’t know why it’s so, but the pounds start coming. They decide that they are going to go where the hell they want to go, and you can’t tell them what to do. Then I realized what the Bible said about “from this earth you came, to this dirt you shall return.” So as you look at your body when it’s getting older, everything starts going back toward the dirt. That’s what was happening to me; I realized I was going to hit the dirt at some point. (Men have that problem, too. When everything starts hitting the dirt, they can’t get it up! When they get older, it points down to the dirt. Some people take a longer time to get back to the dirt because they ain’t start with much. But some people get there a little sooner.) Anyway, even though I was young, I still had to do something besides stripping.
After the baby and all that other stuff, things aren’t tight and firm no more. My tips went from two or three hundred dollars a night down to seven. I knew I had to get another job. I tried to go into the workforce, but it’s hard for someone with my personality to work in corporate America. I worked for a big company that made paper toilet seat-protector covers. It’s a noble cause and all, but I just couldn’t bring myself to care very much about it. So that didn’t last long. I couldn’t get along with the people in the corporate office. They wanted me to work harder, and the amount of money they was paying me, I said I needed to find something else to do.
I knew waiting around for child support was a big waste of time, and I wasn’t going to be on welfare. My mother would have turned over in both of her graves if she had known I was ever on welfare. (She was a big woman, so they had to cut her in half and bury her in two places.)
Now, I had my house. I believe in ownership. I bought a house and a car when I was stripping, and I was saving to get money to send Cora to college and give her everything that she needed.
Then I discovered the business of husbands. That’s how I made my money from that point on. Insurance. Praise God for insurance. And so my days were spent watching soap operas—we called them “the stories”—especially The Young and the Restless. By the time the first one came on, Cora would be out of the house, on her way to school. I’d just sit there smoking and eating. Then I got up and did some exercising. Going from the bed to the kitchen and back into the bed would be one exercise. I’d wait a little while, clean up a little. I might make up the bed if it was a good day. Or I’d wait for Cora to come home and do everything. When you have kids, it’s like early retirement. After they come home from school, you get them to do every damned thing and you just sit around doing whatever you want to do.
But it turned out that this kind of early retirement wasn’t for me, sitting around cooped up all day, avoiding the neighbors—Brown on one side and on the other, Inez.
I became a Black Pantheress. I was what you’d call a “natural woman”—in other words, I had an Afro like Angela Davis. I had the Afro, the bell bottoms, and the high platform shoes. All that stuff that’s back in style now. I didn’t start to get a perm until the late ’80s when the Jheri curls came out. I’ve always been a little behind the times. I wore my Afro when it wasn’t the
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