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14 of 14 people found the following review helpful. Treat yourselfBy Customerlf you enjoy the show, this book isa
must! The only downside to this book isits too short. You'll want it to go on forever. It leaves you wanting more. This
was the easiest read. Y ou can almost hear Ang reading it to you. This book isworth every penny!!0 of 0 people found
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the following review helpful. Wish i could of met her ...By BrandiThis was way better than | expected it to be.Big Ang
isthe breakout star of the VH1 reality show "Mob Wives." Everything about her islarger than life: her fingernails, her
lips, her voice, her personality, and especially her gigantic breasts. She even had her own summer spin-off show this
year, which followed her and her lifelong friendsin their overgrown adolescent adventures. This book is not the
expected memoir, but rather a sort-of lifestyle manual/self-help book. It's pretty much arundown of the philosophies
Big Ang uses to guide her life, from fashion and grooming to cooking (what | wouldn't give to eat a Sunday dinner at
her house!) and relationships, both friendly and romantic. Ang comes off as so positive and sweet and full of life that's
it'simpossible to dislike her, or even look askance at some of her dubious past (arrest for marijuana and cocaine
dealing; leaving her baby daughter at a coat check while she partied at her favorite disco).| was lucky enough to meet
Big Ang this past June at her Staten Island bar, the Drunken Monkey. | later learned, from watching her show, that it
was the day before her son, A.J., made a court appearance which led to his court-ordered rehab sentence for his own
involvement in drug dealing. But Ang, while not as effusive ason TV that night, couldn't have been nicer, and
tolerantly posed for pictures. | can also tell you that she's quite pretty in person, and | was thrilled that her massive
chest brushed my arm when | stood beside her.The only thing wrong with this book: NO PICTURES! I've seen some
images of her from the eighties online on VH1.com, but | would have loved to see more here. If you love Big Ang,
you'll love this book.12 of 12 people found the following review helpful. Great book!By Carla Valdezl really enjoyed
the book. Knowing the more intimate things about Big Ang. She is my favorite character on Mob Wives. After reading
her book makes me love her even more. All my respectsto agreat lady. Best of luck and may God continue to bless
her always.

Everything about Angela“Big Ang” Raiolais larger than life: her lips, her 36JJ breasts, and especially her personality!
In alifestyle guide as genuine and fun as Big Ang herself, the star of VH1's Mob Wives, called the show’ s “den
mother” by the New Y ork Times, serves up the hilarious and poignant wisdom she’s learned while running her bar,
raising her family, and dating made men. Big Ang has rulesto live by for beauty, food, family, friendship, and more.
Here sheis... ON HER KILLER BOOBS: | was on vacation with my family in the Catskills when out of nowhere, this
bat flies right into my chest and then falls splat on the ground. Turned out, he died on impact. ON FAMILY
TRADITIONS: Every Sunday, we do afeast for fifteen to twenty-five people. Last week, we went through seventy-
five meatballs. Even by my family’s standards, that’salot of balls. ON DIETING: Swearing off lasagnato lose
weight? Y ou might fit into smaller jeans. But you're still the same person— except hungrier and bitchier. ON
HOBBIES: Would | rather cook for people or have sex? No hard-and-fast rule there. But | will say this. Cooking is
always satisfying.

About the AuthorBig Ang joined the cast of VH1's Mob Wivesin its second season and instantly became the show’s
biggest star, thanks to her distinctive look, her infectious laugh, her irrepressible witticisms, and her personal lifestyle
code: NO DRAMA. The niece of Salvatore " Sally Dogs’ Lombardi, a deceased captain of the Genovese crime family,
Big Ang was born and raised in Brooklyn. The doting mother and grandmother owns The Drunken Monkey, a popular
bar on Staten Island, where she lives with her Pomeranian puppy, Little Louie, and starsin her own VH1 spin-off
series.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.1 Big Beauty RulesY ou can’'t control that much in life.
Bad things happen. Accidents. Arrests. Problems hit you out of nowhere. But hair? That’s one thing we can (usually)
rely on. It's acomfort to know that you can do something small—a mani-pedi, a blowout—and feel awhole lot better
about life, no matter what’s going on outside the salon. I'm not saying beauty treatments will make your mortgage
payments disappear or turn your no-good husband into a prince. But even in abig life, thelittle things help alot. When
you look good, you feel good. | don't know any woman on earth who'd deny that essential truth. ALWAYSHAVE A
TANEven in the dead of winter, | have atan. | just don’t feel right without it. When my skin gets alittle bit pale, it
feelslike I’m walking around completely naked—and not in agood way. In the bedroom of one of my former houses,

| had a full-size tanning bed set up next to the regular bed. | called it the bedsroom. The tanning bed, a gift from my
baby sister, Janine, was a huge apparatus with long tubes on the top lid and a bottom platform where you lay down. |'d
stretch out on it—completely nude; who wants tan lines?—every night for afew minutes. It was my peaceful time to
myself. If | hadn’'t used it, | would probably be dead now from vitamin D deficiency. Most people take natural sunlight
for granted. They’re out there, soaking it up like human sponges, just doing their daily business. Bartenders like me,
who start the day in the middle of the afternoon and don’t go to bed until dawn, just don’t get enough sunshine. That’s
why | called my old bar Nocturnals, for all the creatures of the night, like me. How funny that everyone who went
there had deep dark tans! | love my vacations in the tropics. But you can’'t cram an entire year’ s worth of sun exposure
into a couple of weeksin Aruba. So | adored the tanning bed . . . until | started dreading it. Claustrophobia hit me out
of nowhere. Whenever | closed myself into that contraption, I’ d feel anxious. When | was younger, | wasn't afraid of
anything. I’ d ride the Cyclone at Coney Island all day long. The roller-coaster experience—the dips, jolts, and
turns—used to be fun. | enjoyed feeling out of control. But now, at fifty-two, | never go on amusement park rides
anymore. | don’'t want to feel upside down, belly churning like crazy. If | want thrills nowadays, | . . . well, actualy, |



don’t want them. Now, | want calm. It’s enough for me to just get through the week in one piece. | came to hate
closing myself into that coffinlike tanning bed. So | gave it to my cousin Sallyann, and she keepsiit in her garage. So
now, | get a spray tan at the salon a couple of times amonth. | go into astall, like a shower, and afew nozzles blast
bronzer at my body from top to bottom, front and back. On an episode of Mob Wives, agirl set up atemporary tanning
booth at my house. My castmate Dritaand | put on our bikinis and got sprayed. It was great because when a
professional applies the stuff, you get an even all-over tan, including the tricky spots like the armpits and the
underboob area. The worst is when you do the automatic booth and miss a huge patch, or your face gets nut brown and
your neck iswhiteasglue. IT'SALL ABOUT THE HAIRMYy hair always looks good. My girl Tina—aka the Chinese
Big Ang—at Beyond Beauty salon in Staten Island does my blowouts a couple of times aweek. My hair has a natural
wavetoit, but | prefer it stick straight. I've tried to straighten it myself, but | do alousy job. | don’t even own a hair
dryer or aflat iron. One of the reasons | don't exercise: if | sweat, I’ll ruin my blowout. I’ ve experimented with
haircuts and color over the years. I’ ve had bangs on and off. | love, love, love superlong extensions, in black and in
every color of the rainbow. I’ ve been blond a few times. | think every woman should mix it up by going blond at least
oncein her life, if only with a decent wig. Y ou put on anew head of hair and feel like a new woman. Instant cure for
boredom. Early on in my pregnancy with my son, A.J., | decided | wanted to go blond. So | had my hair bleached and
walked out of the salon with a gorgeous head of long blond hair and loved it. | went to bed and woke up bald. The hair
fell out! | didn’t know you'’ re not supposed to dye your hair during the first trimester. There | was, pregnant, getting
bigger every day, and bald as arock. Disaster. For months, | wore hats. Cool hats. | rocked afedora. But till.
Eventually, my hair did grow back in. For atime, though, it was supershort and white blond. This was 1989. New
Wave was hot and | had perfect hair for it. | was right on trend, totally by accident.” Ang can pull off any hairstylein a
big way. For my thirtieth birthday, she planned a party for me. Our crew went to the Short Hills Hilton for the night.
At the time, she had really short blond hair. When we pulled up to the entrance of the hotel in alimo, people were
looking in the windows, trying to see who it was. Ang stepped out the limo, tall and glamorous with the short blond
hair. People were asking, ‘Who isthat? We told everyone she was Brigitte Nielsen. They believed it and kept pushing
in to get a picture with her.” —Sallyann, cousin“When Ang had long blond hair, people on the street stopped her al
the time thinking she was some celebrity or another. | remember going shopping with her, and a woman mistook Ang
for Victoria Gotti. Angistall, and Victoriais petite. But it didn’t matter. Ang always |ooks so great, everyone assumes
she has to be someone famous.” —Rita, auntGO LONG OR GO LONGERIt takes two hours to put on my bling-bling
nails. Time well spent. | get to relax and chat with Tina. | walk out of the salon with gorgeous square-shaped gel tips
with two dozen individually attached rhinestones. The nails are long, of course, about two inches. | smile every timel
look at them. It'sagreat trick to have to look no further than the backs of my hands to find shine and sparkle. Just
doing boring, everyday things like dialing the phone or pouring adrink draws my attention to my elegant nails, and |
instantly feel likeagl . Only drawback: it is hard to chop garlic.“ Angela has been coming to my salon for five years,
and we' ve formed a very good friendship. She's been abig part of my salon’s success. She helped me get more and
more customers as the years went by, by telling everyone how much she loves my shop. “I am an immigrant from
China. Not once did Angela make a racist remark about me—you’ d be surprised what people do say. | am so happy to
be her friend. Quality friends are hard to come by.” —Tina, owner of Beyond BeautyLASH OUTWhat could be
prettier than superlong, thick, dark eyelashes? I'm not afan of false lashes, with the glue and having to peel them off.
Instead, | get eyelash extensions—a fake lash is glued on to each of my own individua lashes, making them twice as
long and thick. It takes a couple of hoursto fill in every few weeks and it costs a fortune. But on the plus side, | never
need mascara. Every flutter of my eyelidsis like being in amovie from the sixties, when all the girls had huge lashes
and big eyes. | find people staring at my lashes, trying to figure out what’s going on there. | get akick out of watching
them react. First, the Wow! Then, alittle confusion. And then, just awe.” Ang was always the first to try something
new. Even as ateenager, she was the first to get waxed or get streaksin her hair. She always recommended people,
too. ‘I’ve got agreat hair person,” she'd say, or, ‘ Thisis the best place to buy shoes.” She’s not the kind of woman who
keeps a great store or stylist to herself. She wants her friends to get in on her finds. And everyone does. Ang isa
trendsetter.” —Deb, “aunt”NO SWEATFans of Mob Wives remember when | bungled a belly dance with Karen and
Ramona on the show. Ramona said that | couldn’t do the moves because of my “beyond-enormous boobs.” It was kind
of abitchy comment, but whatever. She might be right: My center of gravity is higher than anormal woman'’s.
Gyrating my hips was exhausting! Never again. | do not see belly dancing in my future. Same goes for yoga, Zumba,
Pilates—all that bouncy, bendy crap. Back in the eighties, | danced at Pastels, afamous disco in Bay Ridge, Brooklyn,
for hours and never got tired. But that was then. Disco is dead, in case you haven't heard. (RIP Donna Summer.)
Nowadays, if | want exercise, | take Little Louie on long walks through Staten Island’s Clove Lakes and Silver Lake
Parks. I lift my three-year-old grandson, Sal, and chase after him. | stand for hours in heels while bartending at the
Drunken Monkey, which keeps my calf, tummy, and butt muscles tight. But if it’s not about my pets, my kids, or my
work, | don’t do traditional gym exercise. Self-tortureis not part of my lifestyle. Okay, once | hired atrainer. | was
under house arrest at the time and figured, since | was stuck at home, | might as well try to get in shape. She came over
every week and put me through the paces. Running in place. Lunges. Crunches. Pushups. With my boobs? Ridiculous.



| don’t mean to knock my trainer. | loved her! But working out was horrible. As soon as my house arrest ended, so did
our sessions. My friend Margo got it in her head awhile ago that all our friends should get in shape together. She made
agym room in her house, with exercise machines, weights, music, and TVs, awhole setup. If you didn’t show up at
her place for the scheduled workout, you had to put money into akitty. If you did show up, asincentive you could do a
shot or have a cigarette break after every fifteen minutes of exercising. Well, you can guess what happened. For a
while, we all showed when we were supposed to. We' d barely break a sweat, then we' d start drinking and smoking
and call the workout done for the day. But even that got to be too much. So we'd just stuff the kitty every week for all
the workouts we missed. Before long, it got to be alot of money. We talked about what we were going to do with it.
Since everyone had the same idea, it wasn’t atough decision: We splurged on a massive feast at one of our favorite
restaurants. So much for getting in shape. I’ ve been thinking lately, though, that | should try again and join agym, lift
some weights, get Dieseled up. My daughter, Raquel, has decided to start running every day while the baby naps. She
puts on shorts and sneakers and runs the three-mile loop around the park—twice. | get winded running my mouth.
WEe'll see. If hitting the gym doesn’t work out, there’ s always lipo. IT'SWORTH I TWhatever you do to look good is
worth the time and money. I’ m not saying everyone should have superlong nails or get eyelash extensions. But | do
believe pampering yourself afew times a month forces you to relax, slow down, and make a hecessary mental
adjustment. You'll leave the salon feeling better than you did when you walked in, which will make you happier and
more fun to be around. And that’swhat it's all about: Doing what you can to make yourself and the people you love
feel good.



