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For Beau—


thank you for encouraging me to own my basic bitch every single day.





Introduction


First let me say, despite what you might think if you’ve seen me on Vanderpump Rules—I am not an authority on life what-so-fucking-ever. But I am a premiere authority on being basic AF. I’m opinionated and judgy (which is one of my main skills, and if they gave out Academy Awards for judginess I would definitely need a trophy room), so I have some pretty strong opinions about what’s important in life: ranch dressing, ghost tours, cocktails, hangover patches, hot dogs, actual dogs, the perfect pair of Loubs, Game of Thrones, and Ouija boards, to name a few things.


In my experience, there’s nothing more boring than people who take themselves way too seriously (I live in LA, so I should know). This book is for everyone out there who is tired of pretending they would rather read War and Peace or see a Daniel Day-Lewis movie about sewing than watch a Saw marathon and drink a delicious but basic AF cocktail like a Kir Royale (nine parts champagne and one part crème de cassis, whatever that is. The point is, it’s mainly champagne). This book is for people who want to let their basicness shine and listen to show tunes while they drive to the gym (with a full face of makeup, natch), but then drive past the gym and head to the bar instead. It’s for the Khaleesis* of the world, who know that the best way to get over a breakup is to assert your authority and coerce people into doing things for you (in 2019 that means having them buy you pizza and wine), and express your rage by any means necessary (in my case, that means singing show tunes at the top of my lungs). I’ve survived some very public and dramatic breakups, often with a camera crew documenting the entire before and after, so you could say that getting through them is one of my specialties.


So, no, I’m not ever going to be featured on Goop or give a TED Talk, but I do know some things. Like, let’s be real—everyone wants to look good AF on Instagram, and I can help with that. Most people would secretly rather eat the best hot dog on the planet than eat $26 roasted heirloom baby kumquats with a foam framboise reduction (and I can help with that too!). All humans have basic tendencies, and I am the living embodiment of a human who embraces her inner basic bitch, with pride.


In this book, I’m not going to share deep life lessons about finding myself during an (expensive) ayahuasca ceremony in the Amazon or feel-good stories that make it seem like I have it all figured out. This is me getting real, raw, and taking my basicness (and hopefully yours) to the next level, because embracing those tendencies can give you the confidence to speak up and do things you might never attempt if you were hiding your truest, most basic self. Reading this book will be like catching up with your honest, and yes, slightly bitchy friend. I will tell stories about losing my virginity, totally screwing up on social media, and learning that I don’t know shit about life—which is a pretty good lesson to learn in your twenties—and how not everything can be solved by bingeing on Taco Bell. I’ll explain what not to do on Instagram or Twitter (like, everyone knows that picture of you “sleeping” is really a selfie). I’ll tell stories about being basic AF in high school, and then basic AF in my twenties, and I’ll reveal embarrassing and true moments from my life (because not everything ends up on Vanderpump!) that prove that being basic 2.0 takes guts. I mean, you have to be kind of brave to live in foodie LA and admit that hot dogs and Cool Ranch Doritos are among your favorite foods. But YOLO, right?


I hope you can read this book and not only have a laugh and a little departure from the stresses of your everyday life but also feel like you can relate. We need to take back the joy of being basic and wear it as a badge of honor. The next time you go on a first date or meet a new group of people, I hope you feel comfortable being exactly who you are and that you don’t worry about saying or doing the “right” thing, because there is no “right” thing. Except when it comes to charging your cell phone. People who run out of charge are the worst and they deserve to be slowly tortured with nipple clamps, and with this book I am going to prove it!


If you’re not yet basic AF, I’m not judging you. Well, maybe I’m judging you a little. What I want is for everyone to embrace whatever they’re into, even if society or their boss or some asshole online says it’s lame. If you think chanting in a yoga class is the best thing ever, then good for you (even though it makes me want to gouge my eyes out with steaming-hot pokers). If you want to order the seasonal sugar-filled pumpkin-flavored whatever at Starbucks rather than some froufrou European drink, own your truth. Embracing your basicness can actually make you a happier person for one simple reason—because it’s fun. It’s so much more fulfilling to bond with people over your shared love of, say, overplayed pop songs or astrology than it is to sit in a corner and act like a hater. It gives you a sense of community and bonds you with strangers in a world that can be pretty isolating and harsh. It’s a lot more fulfilling to sing “Sweet Caroline” in a bar with a bunch of strangers than it is to pretend that you don’t know the words, missing out on something that’s fun, memorable (depending on how many shots you do), and social. That’s the essence of the Next Level Basic mentality—stop being a hater and enjoy yourself!


If your perfect day means a Kardashian marathon on the couch with an Aperol Spritz, that doesn’t make you any less cool than the guy who spends his day home with his microbrew, listening to jazz (which sounds boring AF, BTW). Personally, I’m tired of people feeling ashamed of what they’re into just because they’re afraid someone might make fun of their love of bedazzled ranch dressing bottles or because they watched Kylie’s ten-minute pregnancy video more than once. I mean, I did. And if you didn’t, I bet you’re tempted to google it right this second. Welcome to Next Level Basic.


Maybe you totally believe in the whole Mercury-in-retrograde thing (I do). Maybe you idolize Chrissy Teigen (who doesn’t?). And maybe you really love the whole rosé-in-a-can craze. So what if someone else says pink wine in a can is lame? Life is way too short to care what someone else thinks about what you think is cool, especially when it comes to something as personal as wine. So let’s stop taking ourselves so seriously and get back to basic—because I bet even Dame Judi Dench is probably out there at the local pub living her Next Level Basic best life. Let’s follow her lead.





* Since starting my podcast, a community of badass, smart, funny basic bitches has organically arisen. And those BABBs are called Khaleesis. I mean, it’s pretty basic to name Khaleesi as your fave Game of Thrones character, because she is kind of the ancient version of a basic bitch, with her platinum-blond hair and braids. So it only makes sense that fans of my podcast are named after her. . . .
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SECTION I


Basic AF
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Find Your Voice


You might not be shocked to find out that I was never a wallflower, but I was also not a “typical” teenager. I mean, sure, I hung out at malls and got embarrassed by my parents if they were anywhere near me in a public place, but I also pretended to read tarot cards and practiced mental telepathy, which (shocker) never really worked out. So I guess you could say I was quirky. In grammar school in New Orleans, I was the student council president because I ran a pretty kick-ass campaign where I plastered every wall of the school with posters that had a cartoon version of my face on them, plus streamers and glitter (looking back, it was a precursor to my current passion for party planning). Had Instagram been around back then, I would have paid the people in my school with the most followers to do sponsored posts for me.


Was this basic? It definitely was. But I still had a lot to learn. The thing is—taking your basicness to the next level is a process. It takes confidence, y’all. We all have basic tendencies, but admitting those tendencies like a boss bitch is the key. Embracing your most basic self and not caring what anyone says about your love of selfies or your passion for My 600-lb Life means you have become a confident badass who speaks her mind and doesn’t care what the trolls have to say about it. What I’m saying is: to be a Next Level Basic bitch, you first have to be a boss bitch. I learned this lesson pretty early on.


I’ve been called “Bossy Stassi” for as long as I can remember—and I take that nickname as a compliment. The teachers at school once called my mom and dad to tell them that other parents were complaining because their kids weren’t getting enough attention—because I was stealing it all by being a kiss-ass who loved to ham it up. I was the quintessential hand raiser in class, so being the center of attention has just always been standard for me. I legit can’t help it. (God, I’m such a freaking asshole.) You might say I was born to be a reality-show whore and share everything about my life with anyone who will watch. It’s just my destiny. BTW, I’m aware of how ridiculous it sounds to say that reality TV is my destiny when people in history like Gandhi and Mother Teresa actually got real shit done, but reality TV just feels like something I was meant to do—for the greater good of humanity. (Just kidding!)


So holla if you, like me, always felt you were special. Like you just looked around and knew you were different. And it’s not because you were smarter than anyone, or cooler than anyone, but because you just had something that’s a little different and unique. And I’ll just add—why is it considered a douchey thing to say that you’re special? Do you think Beyoncé is ashamed of being special? Exactly. We should all feel freaking special, even if we’re not dancing and singing on a giant stage in six-inch stiletto thigh-high boots, as pillars of fire shoot up all around us and millions of people watch our every move. You’re special. So don’t apologize for it—embrace it!


A long time ago I realized that strong, opinionated, comfortable-in-their-own-skin bawse queens are often labeled “bitches.” And you know what? I’m totes okay with that. If knowing what I want makes me a bitch, then so be it. Knowing what you want sounds easy, right? But sometimes you need to do a little work to figure it out, and own it. It took me a few years to tap into my own inner boss bitch and learn to find my voice. You know—that thing that makes you you. Your style, your brand, your je ne sais quoi, as the French say. Because those bitches always say it best.


So, based on my history as Bossy Stassi and my deep-seated annoying love of attention, as you might guess, my boss bitch tendencies showed up at a very early age.


Like many of you, I had (and still have, BTW) a passion for the Spice Girls. I get excited every time one of their songs comes on, and any reunion-tour gossip turns me into a delirious thirteen-year-old fangirl. Like, seriously, I need to be sedated. If you need proof of my obsession, at age nine I would diligently memorize dance routines to Spice Girls songs and hold my own auditions during recess for my own New Orleans Spice Girls crew. Some kids didn’t make the cut, which had the parents all up in arms if their precious snowflakes were left out. But that’s just life, right? Don’t even get me started on the whole “every kid gets a participation trophy” thing. I knew early on that if you want something to happen you need to make it happen yourself. You don’t just get a trophy for showing up.


Still, I can’t say I “found my voice” until a few years after my Spice Girls crew had disbanded. My big moment didn’t happen until I traveled to Los Angeles one summer as a fifteen-year-old musical-theater hopeful with a Doritos chip on her shoulder.


As a teen, I was artsy AF. I could not have been more artsy—I went to a performing arts school and studied theater. I thought I was the shit—maybe because I was so successful as the dictator of a teen Spice Girls crew way back when. So during this artsy era, at the age of fifteen, my dad took me on a trip to Los Angeles. I knew I wanted to go to an acting conservatory, and my dad somehow knew Robert Redford’s* acting coach. This acting coach agreed to let me sit in on one of his classes while I was in LA, even though I was some random teenage wannabe actress from Louisiana and the only starring roles I’d had onstage were at school in New Orleans. And in my own head, obviously.


We flew out to Los Angeles—the early 2000s Los Angeles, before Sur and Vanderpump were even a thing. The day of the class, I got dressed in my army-green bomber jacket from Express that was two sizes too small. Side note: I had seen a pic of Sienna Miller wearing a green bomber jacket, so I squished myself into this knockoff because I felt insanely cool, like I belonged in LA, a place way more advanced, style-wise, than Louisiana. I also had on my “Free Winona” T-shirt, which I wore all the time back then because I, again, thought it made me look cool. You see the pattern here, right? Anyhow, my dad dropped me off, and I headed into the class with a bunch of adults and waited for my mind to be blown.


I don’t remember a lot of things from my past because I take Xanax very seriously, but I do remember being in this class thinking, I am a fifteen-year-old wannabe actor from Louisiana and even I can see that these actors are getting off too fucking easy! New Orleans Center for Creative Arts (NOCCA), where I went to school, was so much more hard-core than this class. It was like a serious-ass theater boot camp where a teacher once stuck a wire hanger down my back and pressed it into my skin until I cried so I could channel the feeling of being sad/hurt/in pain. Was that borderline abusive? Sure. What does a hanger have to do with anything? No idea. But IDGAF. You have to suffer for your art, which is what I do on Vanderpump Rules every single day. Sort of.


Since my school was so tough, watching this California acting coach praise his students for lazy work instead of torture them with hangers made me think: I could kill this shit. I held my tongue and didn’t blurt that out to the class, even though inside I was dying to say what I felt. Sadly, I repressed Bossy Stassi and kept quiet.


After class, the acting coach asked if I wanted to have lunch with him and Not Robert Redford. This was way before YOLO, but YOLO, so of course I said yes. Any male acting coach taking a young, impressionable teenage girl to lunch probably expects her to look pretty, smile, and tell him how amazing he is even if his class was lame AF and he was having them do that ridiculous “falling game” where people fall into your arms so you can learn to trust your partner. Gross. But when the time came for this guy to ask me what I thought, as Not Robert looked on, instead of kissing his ass, something came over me and I blurted, “I thought it kind of sucked.” And then I proceeded to word vomit all the reasons it sucked and why my school, NOCCA, was so much better. “If you could see what we’re doing in New Orleans with wire hangers you would understand. . . .”


Awkward teenage boss move! Maybe my burst of confidence came from my too-tight green bomber jacket or my “Free Winona” shirt. Who knows. The way Not Robert and the coach stared at me as I spewed out all the reasons they sucked definitely made me physically uncomfortable, but I just kept on talking. Let’s just say the rest of the lunch was not the most ideal, but I survived, and so did they. Unless they’ve had to undergo years of therapy because of my speech. Egos in LA are very fragile, so it’s totally plausible.


We managed to finish the lunch, and when my dad picked me up and asked how it went, I told him what happened. That I, Bossy Stassi, told this famous actor that his coach’s class sucked and that he could learn a thing or two if he came to my performing arts high school in New Orleans. My dad was quiet, so I assumed he was embarrassed that his teenage daughter had sabotaged her future and insulted two grown men in the process.


Later on that night, my dad surprised me and told me how proud he was of what I had done. He said, “I need you to always say what you’re thinking because there’s so much power in that.” That’s always stuck with me (which is why saying shit without a filter is pretty much standard for me). As my dad said all this, I remember thinking, “Eff yeah. A fifteen-year-old girl’s opinion matters.” I mean, I didn’t learn much in the fancy LA class and I was just stating a personal truth that might have made some grown men uncomfortable—but hey, sometimes the truth hurts!


So whatever age you are (or pretend you are), your opinion does matter, regardless of how different or “weird” it is. You want to write a song about caramel lattes and how great they are? Do it. You want to tell some Nobel Prize winners how much you love brunch with bottomless mimosas? Go ahead. You want to spew a bunch of stuff about how much you love the Spice Girls while you’re on a first date with a classical guitar player who’s won a few Grammys (I have done this on plenty of dates, FYI)? Be my guest—because if they don’t think your opinion matters, no matter how basic it is, they’re not worth it. And being Next Level Basic is all about being true to yourself and having confidence, no matter what a bunch of haters say. So find your voice, whether you’re fifteen or thirty-five or fifty-two. Call people out if they deserve it, stand up for your basic beliefs, and never, ever let them crush your basic bitch boss spirit.


Next Level Basic TAKEAWAY



[image: Image]


Being basic means being true to what you like, without caving to the pressure of being “cool” or “edgy” or whatever basic-haters are into. So before you can truly embrace the basic lifestyle (with pride), you have to find your voice. I first had to learn to speak up and speak out before I could go full basic, and that meant not being scared to tell two grown professional men that I thought their class was lame. That one breakthrough moment gave me the confidence I needed to keep speaking out, whether it’s about my love of musical theater or my passion for outfit-of-the-day (OOTD) selfies. The next time you find yourself holding back and self-censoring because you’re afraid of what someone might think—open your mouth and get your opinion out there! And I promise, the confidence you get will help you take your basicness to the next level.





* It wasn’t actually Robert Redford, but it was an equally intimidating older actor.






THE “LET’S GET REAL” CHALLENGE


To get you on the path to finding your own basic 2.0 voice, I challenge you to share a photo and a mini essay (like really mini, 140 characters or less) on Instagram or Twitter that’s about something basic AF that you love—but that you’ve been afraid to admit. Share it, tag me, and use #NextLevelBasicChallenge, and we’ll see how many likes and YAS QUEENS you rack up. Having basic tastes is nothing to be ashamed of; it’s something that should be celebrated! And I support you.


In fact, here’s an uncensored list of my own basic obsessions as inspiration.


[image: Image] PHOTO BOOTHS: A party with a photo booth is a true party for me. Literally everyone looks better in a photo-booth photo as opposed to an iPhone pic or a photo from a regular camera (which no one does anymore unless they’re a professional photographer or they’re seventy-five years old). The lighting in photo booths is amazing; you’re usually drunk, so you look relaxed, glowy, and/or ridiculous; and I love the cute borders and props—it’s so freakin’ festive. Sign me up.


[image: Image] SPRAY TANS: I don’t want to damage my skin, but I still want to fake-bake so that I can totes look exotic, even in December. You just have to find a place that doesn’t turn you orange like the photos in Us Weekly’s “Too Tan Stars” photo gallery or People’s “Orange You Tan!” list, and you’re good.


[image: Image] BILLBOARD TOP 20 MUSIC: There’s a reason these songs are in the Top 20 . . . It’s because they’re catchy AF, and millions of people think so. It’s a bonding experience to be at a party or a bar with a bunch of strangers and hear everyone sing along to the same Bieber song. I own my musical taste, and I’ll blare Top 20 as loudly as I want to, thanks very much.


[image: Image] SEX AND THE CITY: Yeah, the show is old now, but I watch every single episode and both movies when they come on TV as if I’ve never seen them before. Personally, I think I’m all four characters combined: I tend to be cynical, and I try to hide my softer side—like Miranda. I can be a bit power-obsessed, and I love a good vibrator/romp sesh—like Samantha (listen, a girl has got to get hers). A feminine/classic outfit always does it for me, and I often have a stick up my ass—like Charlotte. And, finally, being surrounded by fashion/shoes/clothes makes me feel like I’ve popped a Xanax and I am the center of the freaking universe—like Carrie. . . . But, for realzies though, Miranda is my spirit animal. That chick worked 24-7, ate a brownie out of the garbage can, and always unapologetically told the truth. Mad respect, Miranda. This show will never get old, IMHO. In fact, I recently went on a girls’ trip to wine country, and we all had to do “dares.” One of the dares was for Ariana Madix to go up to a man in a cowboy hat and ask to take a photo with the hat on. Turns out, it was freaking Aidan from Sex and the City. I’ve never been more disappointed that I wasn’t the one who got that dare. I was the girl who got dared to do burpees. FML. Missed. Effing. Opportunity.


[image: Image] EAT PRAY LOVE: I watch this movie every time I’m about to go on a trip abroad. It just really gets me into that free-spirited, adventurous headspace. So what if it’s cheesy and over-the-top and ridiculous? Deal with it.


[image: Image] MONOGRAMMED EVERYTHING: No, seriously. I have monograms on E.V.E.R.Y.T.H.I.N.G. I love anything personalized. Maybe it’s because I grew up in the South, where your clothes and towels and bags and hats are monogrammed since (before) birth. Maybe it’s just because I like the look of my initials. My love of monograms didn’t do me any favors when I walked around Europe with a giant “SS” on the back of my trench coat though. That was a mistake. But more on that later.


[image: Image] FALL-THEMED EVERYTHING: When the first day of autumn rolls around, I don’t care how hot it is outside, I bust out the over-the-knee boots, sweater dresses, Halloween decorations, fall-scented candles, and I google the nearest pumpkin patch. I can’t get enough of everything fall-related. I want apple cider. I want to spend the whole month of October watching Hocus Pocus on repeat. Haunted hayride? Yes, please.


[image: Image] PINTEREST: I just can’t quit it. Home decor, fashion ideas, hairstyles, makeup inspo, bridal shit (no, I’m not engaged), travel locations, funny memes, recipes (not that I cook). I fall into a dark Pinterest hole way more often than I would like to admit. Before we were on Vanderpump Rules, Katie Maloney and I were broke AF. So to entertain ourselves we would sit around the apartment and Pinterest together, whether it was making boards for our future weddings or boards for fashion. Little did we know, several years later, we’d be on a reality show together.


[image: Image] BEDAZZLED SHOES: I. HAVE. A. PROBLEM. I see a jewel/gem/rhinestone on a shoe and it makes me feel like I just struck oil. I totally get that they walk a fine line between being chic or tacky, but I just can’t help myself. My friends and boyfriend make fun of me 24-7, but sparkly things are like an antidepressant. Basically, it’s like Prozac on my feet, but cuter.


[image: Image] MEGHAN MARKLE: Hi, my name is Stassi Schroeder, and I’m a Markle addict. Every basic bitch loves Meghan Markle. Why? Because she’s perfect. Like, holy-crap-how-does-she-even-exist perfect. Whenever I meet someone who doesn’t like her, I know they’re just being a hipstery contrarian. What’s not to love? She’s stunning; she seems so kind; she has impeccable taste; her voice is that of an angel’s. At age eleven, she wrote a letter about a sexist Ivory dishwashing liquid commercial, and her letter got megacorporation Procter & Gamble to change their thinking! She also wrote letters about it to then first lady Hillary Clinton and feminist lawyer Gloria Allred, just to cover her bases. Do you know what I was doing at eleven? Begging my parents to buy me clothes from Limited Too so that I could be “cool.” Meghan Markle has achieved royalty against all the odds. When I can’t sleep at night, I literally google Meghan Markle until I pass out. She should maybe consider filing a restraining order.


So be a boss bitch and own everything you do, even if you’re listening to Bieber while sitting in a monogrammed robe, watching Sex and the City, googling Meghan Markle until you pass out. Embracing your basic impulses is the first step to getting Next Level Basic. So get to it.








OEBPS/images/line1.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Nex? Tevel, (asic

——— 00—

THE DEFINITIVE
BASIC BITCH HANDBOOK

— ¥y

STASS|I SCHROEDER

GALLERY BOOKS

New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi






OEBPS/images/common1.jpg






OEBPS/images/common2.jpg
7\






OEBPS/images/commonb.jpg





OEBPS/images/commont.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781982112486.jpg





OEBPS/images/arrow.jpg













