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WHAT THEY’RE
 SAYING ABOUT HIM.

MEAN   “The queen of mean.”

—Rolling Stone

POLARIZING   “One of the most polarizing media figures since Howard Stern.”

—LA Weekly

RAGING   “Like a queer-eyed Incredible Hulk, this raging diva persona…has smashed through the Hollywood elite, muscling his way from bottom-feeding blogger to up-and-coming entertainment-business power player.”

—Wired

CONTROVERSIAL   “Hollywood stars fear the wrath of Perez Hilton, a controversial gossipmonger with a poison pen.”

—Forbes

FEARLESS   “Perez is great because he’s fearless, rambunctious, and gayer than IKEA on Super Bowl Sunday. He’s the new me!”

—Michael Musto

HARD-TO-IGNORE   “Love him or (he prefers) hate him…[Perez] has risen from the blogosphere to reap some of the same fame and notoriety as the entertainers he celebrates and humiliates daily.…[He] has become a hard-to-ignore Hollywood player.”

—The New York Times

MOST-HATED   “Perez Hilton revels in his role as one of the most-hated figures in Hollywood.”

—BusinessWeek

HOT   “Perez Hilton is hot.” —WashingtonPost.com
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FOREWORD

by Andy Warhol
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In 1968, I said, “In the future, everyone will be world-famous for fifteen minutes.” This statement itself became so famous that everyone asked me about it all the time, and I grew very bored with repeating it. To make things lively, I began to confuse dull interviewers by switching it up. My first iteration was the mildly interesting “In the future, fifteen people will be famous.” Naturally, I was thinking specifically of fifteen of my own protégés: Candy Darling, Penny Arcade, Mario Montez, Francis Francine, Holly Woodlawn, and you get the idea. But it was with my second mix-up that I accidentally stumbled on a gem of foresight: “In fifteen minutes, everybody will be famous.” Which is to say, it is not the fame that will be limited to a few minutes, but rather the time it will take for fame to arrive. Today, you live in a world where in a millisecond, fame is achieved, linked, and permanently archived by Google’s fastidious Web-crawling Martian spiders. Fame lasts forever and happens instantly, to everyone.

It used to be that we all drank the same Coke. Whether you were the president or a bum on the corner, no amount of money or fame could get you a better Coke than the one everyone else had. Now we all have the same camera phones, camcorders, MySpace, Facebook, and YouTube. Like every celebrity before them, ordinary people couldn’t trade their privacy fast enough for some measure of fame. Now your zodiac sign is as easy to Google as Lindsay Lohan’s. Vanity is the new Coke, and it’s more democratic than the vote. Why? Because you don’t have to be eighteen to have a MySpace page. “Who’s who” has become “who is.”

Add to this mind-set a barrage of twenty-four-hour news programs, the explosion of reality television, celebrity magazines, and constantly updated news and gossip Web sites. The Earth has evolved into a breaking-news, gossip-hungry, minute-by-minute, click-to-refresh world. We’re no longer a planet of people interested in gossip and breaking news; we’re literally obsessed with finding out the next hot piece of dirt.

Enter Perez Hilton, the most important and influential person in all of media and entertainment. It’s no exaggeration that once Perez writes about you, the whole world knows about it immediately. His praise can help you (Amy Winehouse, the Jonas Brothers, and Kylie Minogue would like to thank Perez!), and his criticism can destroy you (RIP, Tara Reid). If you’re like Jessica “Don’t Call Me Latina” Alba, and you are downplaying your ethnic heritage, Perez is going to call you on it. If you are FOX News host John Gibson and you make a tacky joke about Heath Ledger’s death, then don’t be surprised when Perez posts your clip online for the whole world to criticize until you are stripped of your show. When Brad Pitt and Angelina were rumored to be seeing each other, there was very little evidence—until Perez Hilton posted the first shots of Brad and Angelina on the beach in Kenya. It crashed his site, but Brangelina was born.

[image: ]

If you’re a “singer” and you make a horrible record, or if your movie bombs on opening weekend or just goes straight to DVD, or if you launch a boring advertising campaign for a lame product, Perez will call you out. Before an audience of millions, he will draw an MS Paint penis on your face—plus some coke falling out of your nose and the word whoreanus across your forehead. Then you will hear the scurrying clatter of a million robot spiders sent by Google to collect, catalog, and archive your shame for all eternity.

Even I didn’t see it coming to this.

A.W.

Heaven, 2009


PREFACE
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Being presidential in Oh Nine is so hot. It makes me want to gel back my hair, clear my throat, and deliver the State of the Union, er, Hilton, that is. But just everyone knows our new Commander in Chief has a tough road to hoe, so sometimes do hiltons. Since the first publishing of my book, many of our favorite red carpet disasters, including yours truly, have gotten themselves into some truly hot messes.

Likewise, many of our most coveted hiltons have really been stepping it up since the first edition of my book came out. Let’s start with a step you should never take: hit your girlfriend. Or your sister or uncle for that matter. It’s not even okay to hit your enemy, duh. Yes, Chris Brown is more famous for allegedly bruising the exquisite face of his girlfriend, Rihanna, right before she was scheduled to perform at the Grammys. Of course he pleaded not guilty. RiRi’s pop rightly asked, if not him, then who? And scored A-list class points by hoping Chris not do so much time for the crime as get help for his anger-management issues. I don’t think they’ll get back together, and I hope he doesn’t have a career after this. Though it’s hard to imagine such a squandering of true potential at the age of nineteen, look what happened to Eric Roberts and Christian Slater after they got arrested for beating on their ladies? Their careers went bye-bye. Why didn’t Brown just make a sex tape, already?

And then there’s moi. In the heat of the moment I said something I shouldn’t have, something I truly regret, and promise to never say again. If I could go back to that club in Toronto, I imagine my conversation with will.i.am going much differently and that things would not have escalated to the point where I was on the receiving end of someone’s fist. I know my puss isn’t as lovely as Rihanna’s, but still, a hilton’s got to look her best. Suffice to say, violence is never the answer and no one deserves to be brutalized. We also need to admit our mistakes and take responsibility for them. Just say no to H8, y’all.

New technologies keep giving hiltons more ways to get attention and parade their private lives in front of us. Everyone is keeping in step with Miley and doing the Twitter dance. Ashton Kutcher is the poster boy for Twitter. John Mayer tweets like a bird in springtime, especially when it’s to new tween idol Demi Lovato. And yours truly has gotten into a few twit-for-twats. Both Demi Moore and Lily Allen have blocked me from their feeds. Ashton’s wifey cut me off because she never liked it when I referred to her daughter Rumer as Potato Head. And she was none too fond of my responses to her tweets. Lily Allen started a beef with me when I started posting to her account, calling me a lonely old queen. Ouch! Guess it wasn’t me after all. It was her. Oh well, I consider it a badge of hilton honor to be eighty-sixed by two red carpet divas. And if there’s a loss, it’s theirs, because I gave publicity to their Twitter feeds.

Some things haven’t changed. Suicide blondes still rule the red carpet, and Heidi Montag has crowned herself queen. She and Spencer Pratt have absolutely saturated the market with themselves. So much so, we’re all swooning in the stifling aroma of peroxide. Montag has shrewdly climbed the ranks to top beyotch by leaking a song right before the latest, dull season of The Hills premiered, setting up bikini photo ops with the paparazzi, and strategically marrying the zero-talent Pratt. Choosing her BFF’s adversary over her, then stealing her thunder. Well played, Mrs. Pratt. Once the season of The Hills is over, will anyone even remember who Lauren Conrad is? Not unless her striving reality-star frienemy runs off with a Saturn dealer, moves to the San Fernando Valley, births a passel of cross-eyed children, and grows an extra chin.

And just when you think an old hilton dog is out of tricks, Tara Reid pulls rehab out of her sagging bikini top. Hey, Tara, you don’t need to shotgun hefeweizen for attention anymore. You have your botched plastic surgery to show off. And the victorious medallion of Survivor to wear around your neck.

Meanwhile, another erstwhile All-American Girl Next Door, Linsanity, is careening way off red carpet course. Of course, we all love to watch the action in slo-mo, over and over. There’s LiLo hurling something through the window of SamRo’s Hollywood Hills mansion. Oh, look, and now she’s crashing Lily Allen’s gig at LA’s Wiltern Theatre and looking like a lost hippy with her stringy hair and baggy top. The potty-mouthed British chanteuse did not ask her to duet on her rather lackluster cover of Britney Bitch’s “Toxic.” But the real bummer trip for the flailing star came when her lady love gave her the boot, or high-top sneaker. First the SaMan barred her from her sister Charlotte’s party at Bar Marmont, and then she had security block the delusional Lindz a second time from joining her crew at an after party in her room. All of which left poor LiLo to tweet “u win” and promptly go clubbing with her mom.

But here’s a tip for you wise wannabes. Being seen lunching at the Ivy, like Melanie Griffith and Sharon Stone did (twice), is not hilton. Getting barred from your girlfriend’s party at a storied hotel of celebrity excess? That’s hilton. Hey, sometimes being a hilton hurts. Cheer up and launch your own self-tanner, like Lohan’s Sevin Nyne. And do try to stay faithful to your own brand.

My favorite entry into the House of Hilton by a red carpet mile? Lady Gaga. The fierce blonde rose from the ashes of her Def Jam record deal and emerged a glittering star. By singing about everything I write about, she personifies the millennium pop diva. Her album Fame is a perfect companion piece to this guide to notoriety and the lengths people go to stay relevant. The thing about her is that she’s not really a hilton, because she’s actually talented. She’s the alterna-hilton, if you will. I feel a deep kinship to her. We were both theater kids who went to school in NYC and are outsiders who managed to infiltrate the mainstream by imitating the fakeness of celebrity. She had one perception of her and then she showed us her talent. Whilst Lily Allen keeps digging in her hilton heels, hiking up her sweater to show off her ghastly third nipple, and getting carried out of a bar by her own dad. Lily is getting a little one note.

And sometimes the distance hiltons travel, whether it be by frequent-flier miles or borrowed Maserati (like LiLo did from porn kingpin Dennis DeSantis), doesn’t get them as far as they want to go. Recently, Denise Richards tried to be relevant by paying getting on Dancing with the Stars, but people hated her so much, she got voted off. Her reality show It’s Complicated did get renewed, but only because she agreed to take a steep pay cut.

As the economy continues to tank as fast as LiLo’s film career, hiltons have to tighten their Gucci belts. They’re getting paid less for appearances at clubs. Maybe some hiltons are even forced to wear the same clothes twice. They’ll have to settle for a lot fewer freebies too. Say what you will about hiltons, they aren’t lazy. And now a hilton has to hustle harder than ever.

Making that money won’t be as easy as it once was, which is good news for us hilton watchers. Those famous for being famous are going to really have to take it up a notch in order to get attention. Could Lilo’s current meltdown be tied to the downward economy? If we graphed the drop in the Dow Jones against the rise in her increasingly desperate behavior, we could predict when she’ll commit her Red Carpet Suicide coup de grâce. No doubt, it’s going to be spectacular.
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