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            To my beloved family:

            Harry, Delilah, and Amelia.

            You are everything to me.
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            Author’s Note

         
         Disclaimer: None of the names have been changed in this book because everything here is just my opinion, and I’m entitled
            to it . . . so fuck ’em! JK, some names have been changed to protect privacy.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Prologue
Welcome to the Rinnaissance
Or “My Lips Are Legendary, They Will Never Gloss Over the Truth”

         
         I shot one of my very first scenes of The Real Housewives of Beverly Hills (RHOBH) with Eileen Davidson, Yolanda Hadid, and the show’s then–breakout star Brandi Glanville. We were at a hotel restaurant when
            Brandi came out of the bathroom in full glam, while the rest of us were daytime casual. I was in a white leather jacket and
            jeans, while Brandi was stuffed into a short cocktail dress, her hair in a bouffant, and with a full face of makeup. I remember
            being stunned by her appearance.
         

         
         Brandi had been on the phone with the show’s producers for three hours and they were in a panic. “The show’s boring,” Brandi
            lamented when we started rolling, as if the weight of the Western world was resting on her perfectly toned little shoulders.
            “We gotta make something happen.”
         

         
         We were supposed to be doing a real show and here they were filming her breaking the fourth wall, a major no-no in the school of acting I came from. Sensing our surprise, Brandi explained, “Don’t worry, they can cut around it.” Sighing, she added, “Okay, well, sorry I feel I have to do this, so you’re just going to have to go with it . . .” 

         
         Then she threw her glass of wine in Eileen’s face. Luckily, she had drank most of it.

         
         Welcome to the Big Leagues, bitches! Turns out, that little minx Brandi knew she was going to throw wine in Eileen’s face
            so she figured she might as well look hot when she did it.
         

         
         Love that story? Well, every bit of it is true, and it only gets more bananas from there.

         
         I’ve been a star for three decades now, and for all of it—from the soaps, to talk shows, to my infamous stint on RHOBH—I’ve been known as a truth teller. I can’t help it. Why be anything else?
         

         
         I’ve often said my lips have a career of their own, but it’s the words that come out of them that have gained me fans all
            over the world and turned friends into enemies. I’ve gotten into so much trouble for expressing myself, I’ve literally been
            fined $50,000 by Bravo for opening my mouth and unleashing impulsive opinions on Instagram.
         

         
         That’s one reason why, after eight years clawing my way to the top of RHOBH, I decided to leave the show. Listen, I had a great time. It was really only the last year that sucked. Before that, there’d
            been a lot of laughs, so many great stories, and many epic moments with these ladies. It was a good time, until it wasn’t.
         

         
         Now that I’m off the show for good, I’m ready to speak my mind—no holds barred. And not just about the Housewives, but about
            my whole career—my whole life even. This isn’t just a Housewives book. This is my book. So honey, buckle up, because you better believe I’m gonna talk about it.
         

         
         “She has never once, in all of that time, uttered an untruth,” my lovely husband, Harry Hamlin, once confirmed in an interview. But I still feel like my fans don’t know all of me. There’s RINNA and there’s Lisa. They know the RINNA who wigged out on Kim Richards and smashed a wineglass on the table in front of her in Amsterdam. (Metaphorically wigged out because that was my real hair.) They don’t know the Lisa who was in a fog of despair over the loss of her mother during my last year on the show. Not that grieving excuses everything I’ve done, but . . .
         

         
         I’ve been through fire and ice to get where I am today. Some might even say I started some of those fires . . . and you know
            what? I own every bit of it. In recent years, “Own it, baby!” has become my thing. Why haven’t I trademarked that yet? (Siri,
            voice note: Get contact info for attorney-to-the-stars Marty Singer.)
         

         
         Anyway, I don’t give a shit what anybody thinks or says. I truly don’t. And I believe that’s the key to life, and real freedom.
            So, yes, I’m ready to go behind the scenes of RHOBH and spill some tea. No topic is too controversial, taboo, or off-limits. Wanna know what really happened between Lisa Vanderpump
            and me? She’s trending again, so sure, why not. Wanna know if Harry’s gay? Yaasss, queen, so do I. Probes about my plastic
            surgery? Pick my brain but maybe not literally. That’s one procedure I can do without. Otherwise, I’m an open book.
         

         
         Having said that, this book is not meant to be a sordid tell-all. While our explosive interactions made entertaining made-for-TV
            mayhem, they also touched on the stuff that all women experience in their day-to-day lives—frenemies, family, divorce, money,
            mental health, addiction. Not all RHOBH viewers ride around in limos and vacation in Hong Kong, but maybe they’re in the midst of a messy divorce, deep in credit
            card debt, or their best friends are having a secret lesbian love affair? Being a woman is complicated, no matter who you
            are. 
         

         
         Now, after the death of my mother, my exit from the show, and celebrating my sixtieth birthday, I’m exploring this transitional stage of my life. For once, I’m not in a place where everything feels taken care of and I know exactly what’s going to happen. For a control freak like me, that’s tough. I’m in the unknown. Of course, I was never really in control—I get that. But having the safety of job security in a cast was definitely appealing. I could’ve stayed in that place, but I chose not to. I knew, in order to move forward in my life, I had to leave RHOBH.
         

         
         “No pain, no gain,” we used to say back in the eighties, with our leg warmers pulled up to our vaginas. So far, my leap of
            faith has paid off in ways I never dreamed of—this most recent phase of life has become a Rinnaissance. (I thought about using
            that as the title for this book, since my very first New York Times bestselling book was called Rinnavation, but Rinnaissance kinda sounds like the name of a waitress at Medieval Times who serves giant turkey legs.)
         

         
         And it turns out, I’ve never felt better, and I’ve been told I never looked better. And jobs are pouring in. So many people
            ask me, How do you look so hot? How do you feel so good? How are you still married? How have you raised two kids that are
            still alive and not in prison? Why are you so happy? It’s much more complicated than you think, and my answers to these questions
            will surprise you.
         

         
         And in truth, I don’t like getting older, but that’s the reality, baby. So, I’m trying to figure out what you do with it. How do we make the best of this stage in life? Just because I’m a certain age doesn’t mean I’m supposed to put myself out to pasture. More than one person has said to me, Why don’t you step aside and let your daughters be in the spotlight now? As if I’m a horse that ran its last race and is headed to the glue factory. Um, are you kidding? Because I’m not in competition with my daughters. Because there is room for all of us, at every age, to take up space. There is no reason why a woman has to hit a certain age and just chuck it all. That’s ageism, and I’m gonna fight it. Fuck that. 

         
         I know so many of the things I’m going to talk about here are relatable to so many women—grief, aging, my body, my face, plastic
            surgery, navigating female friendships as you get older, raising daughters in a crazy world (the crazy world part is partly
            my fault, I admit), keeping a long-term relationship fresh and I’m not even talking about sex because I already did that in
            my second bestseller The Big Fun Sexy Sex Book. Harry and I have been married 120 years by Hollywood standards. It’s beyond sex at this point.
         

         
         Why would I be writing another book? Why is now the time? From my signature lips to God’s ears, I have a lot to say about the ongoing evolution of being a woman. The last
            time I wrote a book, I’d just had my second child, Amelia, and I was trying to figure out how to get my mojo back. Now, a
            decade and a half later, after leaving RHOBH, I’m at a totally different place in my life. It’s weird, but mostly it’s exciting.
         

         
         I’m going to reveal a lot of things and share stories that, I hope, might ultimately help anyone reading this book, and at
            the very least will make you laugh. That is my motivation and my true reason for doing what I do. If my story can help other
            people, it’s worth it. 
         

         
         I think of this book as a gift not only to you, my fans, but to me. And I promise it’s a hell of a lot better gift than a
            stuffed bunny. Just ask Kim Richards.
         

         
         So, get comfortable, pour yourself a short glass of Belvedere vodka, soda, and three lemon wedges, carcass out, and read on.
            It’s going to be a wild ride.
         

         
         xo Rinna

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            1
“Oof, You’re So Angry”
Or Grief Turned Me into a Monster

         
         
            I said this to Denise Richards in one of my most merciless moments in RHOBH history when I confronted her about her alleged sapphic affair with Brandi Glanville. But karma kinda came back and bit me
               in the ass for this one. Because by my last season I became the super angry one. The fallout from that volatile episode set
               me on a path I never saw coming.
            

         

         You never forget the exact moment you get “the call.” You know what I’m talking about, when you receive unexpected news that shakes you to your core—there’s a you before it happened and a you after. My “the call” happened on a Monday in November 2021. It was sunny and seventy-two degrees, a day as beautiful as any in LA. It was the end of COVID when things were opening back up again post-vax and masks. I was meeting a friend for lunch, winding my way up Sunset Boulevard to Pacific Palisades, when the number of my mom Lois’s assisted-living facility in my hometown of Medford, Oregon, popped up on my phone. My heart sank. It’s never a good thing when they call you. 

         
         I hesitantly picked up. “Hello?”

         
         The attendant on the other end of the line told me that I needed to call the local hospital asap. She explained to me my mom
            had walked down to the front desk of her facility with her purse on, makeup askew, drooling. They went up to her room and
            saw makeup containers strewn about. My mom must have known she needed help, but she never left home without her hair and makeup
            done perfectly. God bless her, she had even tried to put on a cute jacket but couldn’t. She’d had a stroke. They called an
            ambulance immediately and she was rushed to Rogue Regional Medical Center.
         

         
         This was not my mom’s first rodeo, stroke wise. She’d had one seven years earlier and was never quite herself after that. Lois would say it took away the negativity in her brain, that she became happier and nicer. I disagreed. My mom had never been a negative person, she was naturally happy-go-lucky, but she still wasn’t herself after the stroke. She was . . . different. Like she was a little off-center of her normal self. I’d already lost a part of my mother then, and I was not even slightly prepared on this random fucking Monday morning to lose the rest of her. 

         
         When I spoke to a doctor at the hospital, his words might as well have been the gibberish adults in the Peanuts cartoons speak, “Wah, wah, wah, wah.” The only thing I heard loud and clear was: “There will be no rehabilitation.” To say
            I was gobsmacked would be an understatement.
         

         
         Lois had been living on the independent floor of the Springs at Anna Maria in Medford, Oregon, in her own apartment. “I never
            want to be on the first floor because the first floor is the nursing home with twenty-four-hour care. Do not do that to me,”
            my mom pleaded with me several times. However, after this stroke, she needed a lot of care. “She’s not going to be able to
            speak,” the doctor explained. “She’s not going to be able to walk. She’s going to be in bed.”
         

         
         By the time I arrived in Oregon the next day, my mom had been moved to a different hospital due to a shortage of beds thanks
            to COVID, a smaller sister facility in Ashland, thirteen miles away. 
         

         
         When I walked into her hospital room, we locked eyes, and she started to cry. I started to cry, too, but tried so hard to
            hold it back because I didn’t want her to see in my tears how bad this truly was. Suddenly I had become the parent and the
            caregiver. But I needed to pull it together to be brave for both of us. 
         

         
         My mom was angry because she couldn’t communicate. She seemed irritated, but the stroke had taken her speech. We thought she was uncomfortable in her bed frame, so we put the mattress on the floor. We finally figured out she had to go to the bathroom. When the nurse inserted a catheter, about four gallons of urine came out. Nurses are the kindest, most amazing humans on the planet. I don’t know how they do it. 

         
         My mom had so much pent-up anger, which I knew came from fear. She was helpless. She was never going to be the same and we
            both knew it was the beginning of the end. It wasn’t going to get better. After a couple of days in the hospital, it was time
            to move her to hospice.
         

         
         My mom’s hospice facility was a big white mansion high on a hill back in Medford. I was very familiar with this house. It
            was built by architect-to-the-stars Paul R. Williams in the 1930s and remade into a hospice facility in 2017. My dad worked
            for fruit purveyors Harry & David for twenty-five years, and the actual Harry and David lived in that house for decades. I
            played in Bear Creek Park right below it my entire childhood. Tennis and softball. Little did I know back then how significantly
            that house would impact my life. My mom always dreamed of living in the fancy white house on the hill in Medford. And now
            that was where her beautiful life would end.
         

         
         Choosing hospice care for a parent is one of the most difficult decisions you’ll ever have to make. I’m still not sure if
            it’s better for them to go quickly or to sit there and watch death unfold, at an agonizing pace. Hospice is an in-between
            space where you want to hold on to every second but know any moment you’ll have to let go. When we moved my mom to the big
            white house, it was November in Oregon, so it was cold and damp and foggy; she died one week later.  
         

         
         I’ve never really talked about this, but my dad was one of the few people to die from assisted suicide in the United States thanks to Oregon’s Death with Dignity Act, which allowed the option for terminal patients. Six years before my mom died, my dad got very sick at the age of ninety-three. He was miserable. He couldn’t see or hear, and he wanted out. He got two doctors to sign off, then they sent us a bag of pills in the mail. 

         
         We felt that we had to go along with it because it’s what he wanted. I felt terrible about it. But when a loved one asks you
            to help them, you do it. All I could think at the time was, I don’t fucking want to do this, but my father doesn’t want to suffer anymore. 
         

         
         The pills were supposed to come on a Tuesday but didn’t arrive until Thursday. My dad was really mad that they were late.
            When someone is planning to die, they want to do it right fucking now.
         

         
         My older half-sister Nancy and I sat on stools at a high-top table in my parents’ assisted-living apartment kitchen, opening
            every single red Seconal and pouring the white powder into a white casserole dish. The death doula, which is what they call
            the nurse who supervises it, said we had to put it in orange juice because my dad had to be able to hold it and drink it.
            You can’t just hand the pills to them directly, that’s illegal. On top of that, when you assist in a suicide this way, the
            patient has to hold the glass with meds in it and administer it to themselves while you watch. And it takes a lot longer for
            them to die than you think. We said our goodbyes, sobbing; put on Frank Sinatra, his favorite singer; and, as my mom sat behind
            him holding him, we watched my dad die, tears streaming down our faces. It took forty-five minutes. It was three o’clock in
            the afternoon and the sun was streaming in through the windows. As agonizing as it was, the moment was also quite beautiful.
            At the end it was very peaceful, he just went to sleep.
         

         
         My friend Lindy had lost her father a year earlier and she told me, “Whatever you do, before he passes, say everything you’ve ever wanted to say to him.” So I did. I forgave him. I forgave myself. I told him everything I ever wanted to tell him, and I am grateful to Lindy for suggesting that because it was everything. I think that’s why I’m able to be okay with it at the end of the day, because I said everything I ever wanted to say to my father. 

         
         Nobody teaches you how to deal with stuff like death or with hospice. So many people have to make this horrific decision to
            basically unplug the ventilator. Then you sit there like a lump, powerless to save someone you love. Meanwhile, as the end
            nears, a lifetime of love, memories, regrets, and coulda shoulda wouldas play on an endless loop in your mind. It’s a surreal
            experience. 
         

         
         Coincidentally, not long before my mom entered hospice, my girls had been talking to a psychic medium named Mama Neda. She
            kept talking about birds and seeing them everywhere, and we were like, What is she talking about? What birds? But one day,
            before my mom died, we looked around the hospice room and finally noticed there were birds literally everywhere. On the chairs,
            every painting on the walls, the upholstery on the window seat, all birds.
         

         
         In those last days, as I stared at my mom for hours, immense love and gratitude flooded through me. As fans of RHOBH know, because she appeared on the show many times, Lois was such a special lady. She’s 110 percent responsible for giving
            me my strength, which is something that I took for granted for a long time. Back when she was herself, I never perceived her
            as strong because she was sweet and positive and never came across as bold and ballsy as I am. But the truth is, she was way
            bolder and ballsier than I am. I may be louder on the outside, but my mom had strength on the inside. She taught me that positivity
            is not the opposite of strength. My mom is why I am who I am.
         

         
         And Lois had every right to be a bitter, angry woman. In 1960, a couple years before I was born, my mom was kidnapped by a coworker named David Carpenter. He drove her down a deserted road where he stabbed her and hit her over the head with a hammer multiple times. Thank God, a military policeman had seen Carpenter turn off and thought it was odd. When Carpenter realized they’d been followed, he got out of his car to attack the policeman, who shot him in the stomach. My mom had half of her head taken off, but she opened the car door and then her purse spilled. She was so in shock, all she could do was put the items back in her purse. She was in the hospital for three months. My mom and dad had started dating just six weeks earlier. 

         
         Carpenter served just seven years for my mom’s attack. Then, after getting sprung from prison, he was convicted of murdering
            at least seven more people near San Francisco between 1979 and 1981, and was dubbed the Trailside Killer. Last time I checked,
            he was moved out of death row.
         

         
         Horrific, right? Here’s the thing. My mom never went to therapy. Well, she went once, and they gave her a Seconal; it made
            her too tired (a detail I recognize now as ironic since the medicine she didn’t like was the same that ended my dad’s life),
            she never went to therapy again. Today, several of my friends have multiple shrinks on speed dial, but my mom dealt with her
            trauma, not to mention metal plates in her head, totally on her own. She could have been a substance abuser and a fucking
            mess. Instead, my mom chose to wake up every day, put on a cute outfit, do her makeup, and go about her life. That’s the kind
            of strength I’m talking about.
         

         
         Listen, I’m not trying to glamorize repressing trauma so don’t @ me. It was different back then and women who went through the wringer like my mom and still ran a household are superheroes. They were experts at sweeping everything under the carpet. My mom didn’t have a choice. She grew up in a time when you were supposed to be a good wife and cook for your husband and clean and fill a traditional female role, which I didn’t necessarily know how to do, but she did. She played those parts perfectly. 

         
         My mom didn’t even tell me about Carpenter until I was eighteen. One day we were making lunch, standing in our kitchen. She
            liked to repaint the kitchen every ten years and I recall that it was bright yellow that day. “You know when I would tell
            you I was hit over the head with a hammer by kids down the street?” she said. “Well, that’s not the case, and I think you’re
            old enough now to hear what really happened.”
         

         
         As she told me the harrowing story, I instantly compartmentalized it. It was so bizarre and surreal, that I wasn’t in shock
            or freaking out. It was like someone reading a novel to me. And all I could think to say was “Oh, that’s why you can’t smell
            or taste anything!” I wasn’t mad at her for lying to me my whole life, but she should have told me sooner. I told my Housewives’ costar Dorit Kemsley after she was robbed at gunpoint in her own home to tell her children sooner than later, because they
            deserve to know why their mother is the way she is, and what she went through.
         

         
         My mom’s trauma made me cautious and untrusting of other people. But Lois always had a sense of humor about her ordeal. I
            mean, how many people do you know who not only survived a serial killer but can laugh about it?
         

         
         The weird thing is that I never thought really hard about any of this until my mom was dying. It all came into focus, and I was finally able to see her clearly. Of course, because of the generation I grew up in, I did all the inner self work, I did all the therapy, and I came to better understand generational trauma. I subscribe to the philosophy that when someone has that kind of trauma and you are birthed from it, you come out of the womb dealing with that trauma subconsciously, then eventually it comes out consciously in your life. 

         
         So, trauma and grief are part of my DNA. But WAIT, there’s more! (Picture me saying that out loud like I’m on one of my QVC
            shows selling a duster cardigan.) When I was six, I lost my half-sister, Loreen, who was twenty-one and accidentally overdosed.
            Loreen was my sister on my dad’s side. She was kind and beautiful, and had short hair parted on the side with a bouffant in
            back. She was married at sixteen, then again at nineteen. I don’t remember her husbands. I don’t have many memories of her
            at all because I was very young. But there is one image permanently etched in my memory of going to my Italian grandma Nanny
            Lee’s annual Christmas dinner in Berkeley, California. Nanny Lee loved to cook and feed everyone so she’d prepare a giant
            spaghetti dinner, and homemade chocolate-covered raisins and rocky road candy for my dad’s side of the family. Nanny Lee set
            up long picnic tables in her basement, where she stored homemade barrels of wine. I can picture Loreen sitting on the bench,
            smiling and smoking. But I had no clue she was a troubled young woman.
         

         
         After Loreen died, I never had my dad again. Frank Rinna checked out. I think he was terrified to lose another human being.
            If he loved me, he could lose me, so he subconsciously put up a boundary. It wasn’t anyone’s fault, it wasn’t malicious, it
            was a protection mechanism. That’s probably why I am so driven to get attention. That, and the fact that my mom had the performing
            bug in her DNA. She really wanted to be an actor, but she was too scared to ever do anything about it. She manifested her dream through
            me. She encouraged me to give it a go and made me believe in myself. I was so lucky to have parents who thought being an actor
            was cool and didn’t make me major in business in college “just in case.”
         

         
         My mom loved my career. She loved fame and me being on a show—anytime I was working. We would take her to LA hotspots like Craig’s and the Polo Lounge and she’d love to see celebrities there and get photographed by paparazzi. Unfortunately, her favorite celeb encounter was Ken Todd, Vanderpump’s husband. Much to my chagrin, that was her greatest thrill. I think the greatest part of her last few years was being able to come on RHOBH. She loved those girls, and the girls loved her. She thought we were all crazy, of course. But she had so much fun. And she
            was so funny, the audience loved her. The girls were so lovely with her, too. They would never be mean to my mom, and when
            she was around they were much nicer to me. 
         

         
         My favorite moment with her on the show was when we all were fighting at the table and I asked my mother, “Lois, what do you
            think about all this?” She looked around and just shot back, “I think it’s all bullshit!”
         

         
         So yeah, I watched my mom die. I saw both of my parents die. I’m actually very grateful for that because not many people get
            to be with their parents when they pass. I’m very blessed that I got to take that time with them because I was so busy. Between
            filming Housewives and all the other things going on, it would have been very easy for me not to be part of either one of their passings. I
            could have been somewhere filming, but I wasn’t—that was a true gift.
         

         
         This goes to show, you don’t know what’s going on behind the scenes of other people’s lives. Even though all the ladies loved
            Lois, during both of my parents’ deaths, my RHOBH castmates were awful to me. When my dad died during season 7, I was accused of being a drug addict and Lisa Vanderpump and
            Dorit were tag-team torturing me. It was rough. The BH Housewives posse was even worse after my mom passed.
         

         
         I must say, though, Kyle Richards called me at one point, because her mom had died in hospice. “I think you might want to know that we needed to leave the room and tell her it was okay to go before she would go. She wouldn’t go when we were all in the room.” I hadn’t thought of that. So that last night in her hospice room, Harry, my girls, and I said our goodbyes to Lois, told her it was okay to go. And that’s exactly what happened. We left her that last time, and she went in the morning at 5:05 a.m. I was very grateful to Kyle for that advice. 

         
         I didn’t want to see her body after she passed. I didn’t want to remember her that way. But my older sister Nancy said to
            get my butt in the car and go see her. I’m so glad I did. 
         

         
         Now, this is funny, and I know Lois would want me to tell this story. So, I went into the parlor for my last viewing and one
            of her eyes was open and one was closed. She was winking at me! Are you kidding? But I know she did that on purpose for me.
            My mom and I had one last laugh together.
         

         
         

         Three days after my mom died, RHOBH producers asked me to go to Mexico to film the very first scenes of season 12 with the girls. Who am I kidding? It wasn’t
            an ask. Bravo should have said to me, “Lisa, don’t worry. I know we’re just starting this show, but you take as much time
            as you need.” No, I was being pressured to not only film my mom’s funeral in Oregon, but to get my ass on that trip. So, I
            went to Mexico.
         

         
         Which, in hindsight, is insane. I was in shock. I had so much logistical stuff to take care of. The business of wrapping up a life is a full-time job and a really traumatizing one. Thank God for my sister. She stepped in and did all that stuff you need to do because I couldn’t make a decision to save my life. And I felt like nobody from the show helped in any way. 

         
         When I showed up to Conrad Punta de Mita in a bikini nobody said, “Oh my God, you just lost your mother and here you are.”
            In their defense, when they went through traumatizing personal stuff, I wasn’t always there for them either. The attitude
            on the show was, Okay, we gotta get this done. We gotta be good girls, and we’re here do the work. And I admit, I had played
            into that mentality, too, for eight seasons. But coming back with a new perspective after my mom died, it was just, like,
            What are we doing?! 
         

         
         Technically I could have waited a couple weeks, then shown up, but they couldn’t afford to be without me. They could not have
            made the show without me. They had to have me, and they knew it. They had bajillions of dollars at stake and they couldn’t
            rely on those other women. That’s the truth. It’s always about money.
         

         
         At first, production was careful with me because my mom had just died three days earlier. The producers focused on other things—the
            Mexico trip was about Crystal Kung Minkoff and Sutton Stracke and a bunch of drama I don’t even remember. I was a walking
            zombie through that whole thing. I didn’t have my own meltdown until a couple weeks later at the rose party. I cursed out
            Sutton over an argument we’d had about Elton John’s Oscar party tickets. Sutton claimed she purchased the tickets for me,
            which she didn’t. We were personally invited by the charity and Elton himself. Apparently, I never said thank you for the
            Oscar tickets—even though I didn’t get them from her—while at the same time I demanded a thank-you from Garcelle Beauvais
            for giving her a jar of Harry’s pasta sauce. Oh the hypocrisy. 
         

         
         “I will fucking cut you down!” I screeched at Sutton before kicking her out of the house. Was my anger misplaced? Totally. Looking back, I know it was the grief. But I got fed up. I was sick of the bullshit, and I fucking lost it on the girl who pushed my buttons the most. I full-on raged at her. 

         
         And I continued to take it out on Garcelle. Erika Jayne posted someone throwing Garcelle’s memoir in the trash (feel free
            to return the favor now). At the reunion we copped to the truth: I made the video tossing it in my garbage because she discussed
            my daughter’s eating disorder without permission, and it pissed me off. That’s not okay. Erika posted it and got all the grief
            because there were plastic bottles that Harry had put in there, so it looked like Erika didn’t recycle. Oops.
         

         
         I went a li’l rogue on social media, bad-mouthing the show, my castmates, Andy Cohen, anyone in my line of sight. I posted
            a screenshot of a private text message I’d gotten from a crazed fan that said, “I’m gonna get you.” It had his phone number
            on it. In retaliation he doxed me and posted a message of mine that had my phone number on it. I got thousands of phone calls
            and had to change the number I’d had for twenty-five years.
         

         
         I reached out to everyone at Bravo—Senior VP Kathleen French, Andy, Alex Baskin, all the producers—and begged them to help
            me with the stalking. “I’m in a tremendous amount of pain. Please, somebody help me.” And none of them would. They just tried
            to pacify me and said they would see what they could do, but nobody ever did anything. I get it now. I can see where it looked
            like I was going a little crazy, not only on the show but on the internet. I really was going through some scary, traumatizing
            stuff, and it felt like no one was listening or offering a helping hand. Maybe it was a cry for help, but I think that situation
            would drive anyone a little mad.
         

         
         Andy publicly called my rampage “disastrous” and said I lacked “impulse control.” At BravoCon, waiting backstage to go on, Erika turned to me and warned, “Just be prepared, you might get booed.” Really? Okayyyy . . . That took me off guard, but I’m glad she told me.
         

         
         That warning was helpful because when I got booed I wasn’t shocked or hurt. In Medford as a kid, I used to go watch live WWE
            matches at the armory, and the fans always loved the villains the most. So, pumped on adrenaline, I flipped off the BravoCon
            audience and took my seat like I was one of those guys headed into the ring.
         

         
          By the way, there were also a lot of fans cheering for me. It wasn’t quite as dramatic as what was reported. But I considered
            the boos a badge of honor thanks to my love of wrestling. I wasn’t devastated, it was more like, Wow, I really hit a nerve, didn’t I? Listen, was I deserving of some of this backlash after eight years on the show? Absolutely. People were gunning for me to
            take a wrong step, and I handed it to them on a silver platter.
         

         
         I had so much repressed anger from my mother’s death then, and the feeling that I was forced to go back to work too soon.
            After that, the rage, which you feel in grief, was real, and it was on. I really lost my mind. I started acting out loudly
            on social media. I was just calling people out—I even called Donald Trump out. I mean, who knows what I even did? I was in
            the fog of my own grief.
         

         
         The thing about grief is it makes people very uncomfortable. In part because it reminds them of mortality, but also because
            everyone handles grief differently. It’s volatile. And no one knows exactly the type of person you’re going to be, or how
            you’re going to behave, while grieving. It forces out ugly, uncomfortable emotions. In my case we all know what happened.
            
         

         
         I definitely could’ve handled myself better, but I also think everyone could’ve had a little more patience with me at the time, all things considered. I’ve always had my lovers and haters, but the audience really turned on me full force. I was called “vile” and “evil,” and I got death threats. People thought I was legit nuts and needed a 5150 hold. 

         
         Somebody should have pulled me aside and said, “Okay, Rinna, enough already,” but instead they were judging me, calling me
            names like “stupid monster.” Andy Cohen begged me to
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