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Epigraph

WE GONNA GET A BIG OL’ SAUSAGE

A BIG OL’ PLATE OF RANCH-STYLE BEANS

I COULD EAT THE HEART OF TEXAS

WE GONNA NEED SOME BRAND-NEW JEANS

—GUY CLARK, “TEXAS COOKIN’”
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Introduction
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Nonny with the Thanksgiving turkey


I never thought I’d be writing an introduction to a book like this . . .

If you know me or my music, then you know I love and live life on the fly. It’s about having fun and being in the moment. And part of that is my amazing friends, making memories, people feeling welcome, and mixing up a crazy good time everywhere we go.

I never thought about how lucky I am. Looking back on all these recipes and the memories they contain, I shake my head. I was raised by two generations of women who know how to whip up a party, a home-cooked meal, or enough light bites to feed an army, the way most people roll by the drive-through window.

That was never the way with this band of gypsies, down-home hell-raisers, and hardworking women who knew how to make people feel good. To us, it was a matter of what’s in the pantry, how do you pack it, who’s bringing what—and what else do we need?

From the time I was a little girl, there were always people around. My nonny had a bunch of girlfriends, and they’d get together at the end of the day to catch up, laugh about what had gone on, and have snacks and drinks before they went home to put dinner on the table.

Nonny was the original Ya-Ya, like in Rebecca Wells’s book Divine Secrets of the Ya-Ya Sisterhood. Nobody did a holiday feast like she did! And she was very stubborn about how she wanted it. She taught me the value of traditions, of using food as a way to punctuate the day and give people a sense that they were cared for.

To this day, people talk about Nonny’s cookies—and her Thanksgiving dressing. She’d say the secret “was in the hands,” but I think it was in the heart. Everything she cooked, you could taste the love.

As glamorous as they came in East Texas, Wanda Coker had a knack. For delicious. For bringing people together. For having a good time. For jacking that hair up, making people stop and smile.

She passed that knack on to my mama, Beverly. I’ve never seen anyone do more with less! Out of an almost-empty pantry, she could make a dinner that would be fit for a king, Dolly Parton, or the preacher. And it wouldn’t be a meal of making do; it would be something so delicious people would talk about that time they dropped by Bev Lambert’s and she fixed up whatever concoction she’d come up with.
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Me, Mom, and her ’80s hairdo
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My brother, Luke, and me helping Mom in the garden


That was the thing about my mom. Before people were thinking about nutrition, organic food, or balanced diets, she was doing it. We grew our own vegetables and raised chickens and rabbits. She wasn’t a hippie who’d gone back to the land but a working woman determined to put the best possible food on her family’s table.

And it wasn’t just about feeding us either. People from all over knew if they were in trouble, they could come to us. We’d have ladies and their children arriving in the middle of the night, staying with us while getting their lives figured out.

My mom also never met a stranger. It’s just a matter of how long until you actually met. She loves people like no one I know. You’ll be fast friends from the moment you strike up a conversation with Beverly Lambert. But not all friends are equal. Some are lifers.
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L to R: Heidi, Vicki, and Mom


She and my dad made deep friends when I was growing up. Denise, Heidi, Vicki—whom you’ll meet shortly—were Mom’s soul friends. Each showed me ways of looking at the world that still influence my songwriting; they also showed me different ways to make people feel loved.

When I started thinking about all the ways these women came together—often with me up in the mix, from the time I was small—I realized how much a little bit of something to snack on figured into all of it. Whether it was a potluck, a cupcake tower, some salsa, or a homegrown stir-fry, some of the truest conversations happened over chopping, setting out, or just reaching for one more bit of something.

And when my dad was around, there was a pretty good chance some songs would break out. My dad, whose band played my tenth birthday party, is also a pretty good cook. He’s in here, too, teaching you the right way to season cast iron, a few campfire recipes, and other hijinks.

But really, this is a book about friendship across the generations; about the way food brings, binds, holds you together; about laughter, tears, true confessions, celebrating, and even coming into your own.

Too many people worry about Instagram perfection, about making something so complicated or exotic that everyone goes “oooooh.” That ain’t us. We’d rather laugh, crack a beer, and tell you where the plates are! Load up, sit down, and enjoy the moment. It’s supposed to be easy, supposed to be sweet. Even when we’ve gone to some effort—and a few of these recipes take real work—perfection’s the last thing we want anyone to worry about.

So here, from my family’s pretty Bitchin’ Kitchen—where you can laugh ’til your sides hurt, share what’s got you down, or cheer your latest victory—to yours. Pull up a chair, get something cold, and let’s take the pressure off!

[image: image]
Denise and Mom


Nothing says “We’re glad you’re here” more than a little sumpin’ you’ve thrown together. Open this book, laugh along with three generations of true Texas women, and create your own Bitchin’ Kitchen, a place where your friends can come, hang, and savor the time without worrying about anything at all.
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Dad and his guitar. Where do you think I got it from?
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Who’s in the Bitchin’ Kitchen?
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If you’re going to have a Bitchin’ Kitchen, you’re going to need a lot of high spirits and friends who, like you, can get a job done. Not everyone needs to have the same strengths or tastes, but together you come through every single time.

Growing up in Texas, watching my mom and her friends, I saw the way pitching in, working together, loving music, and being there for each other are the greatest gifts you can have in life. I think my mom inherited that gift from her mom, because they both attracted the most awesome groups of girlfriends. All these women would come together, cut up, sometimes dress up, and share everything life could possibly hand them. And 99 percent of the time, they were together in the kitchen making deviled eggs and chili, drinking whatever struck their fancy, and talking about whatever the local news, secrets, hopes, and the song on the radio might be.

I watched female bonding up close and personal from a very young age. I can close my eyes and see the slow cookers all lined up on the counter as news got passed around. Those smells and whatever the news might’ve been mingle even now, taking me right back to everybody in the kitchen chopping, mixing, stirring, and sorting out life.

When I talk about my mom’s tight group, her ride-or-die, be-there-always girlfriends, the ones we call the Ya-Yas, I mean Denise, Heidi, and Vicki. Those four have been through everything together: sickness, health, crisis, triumph, death, birth, boys, men, dogs, cats, and a whole lot of music. Whatever it is, they’re all in—and they have a damn good time doing it.

Watching them, together and on their own, taught me a lot about how to get through life, who to lean on, how to find a smile when it’s tough going. Friends, food, laughter, celebrating the good and the bad with people you love—it’s pretty simple stuff, but it’s also everything. Life is going to happen, and it’s up to us to decide what we’re going to do. Even more importantly, it’s our decision how we’re going to feel about it!

To me, food doesn’t solve your problems. It really doesn’t change anything. But when it brings the folks you love closer together, it’s a good glue for those moments that need holding together. The longer I live and the more I travel, the more I realize how lucky I am to have grown up this way. I always thought other young women were also surrounded by strong, opinionated women they could count on and experience life with.

We’re not the fanciest (though every one of these ladies can set a table!) or the bougiest, but we are absolutely, unequivocally the funnest. When we get together there’s no stopping us from having a big time. So from our Bitchin’ Kitchen to yours, here’s to the easiest way we know of making memories to last a lifetime.

Now, before we begin, let me introduce you to this cast of characters—or rather, this band of fierce hearts. I know you’re going to love them as much as I do.

Nonny (My Mom’s Mom and My Grandmother)

“Do what you can with what you got.”

Nonny. Mom’s mom, my grandma, and a true force of nature. There are so many things I think of when I think about Nonny, starting with food, love, and entertaining. She would make the most basic things, things you didn’t think were special—and when she made them, you couldn’t get enough.

She had a big goose cookie jar, and after school we’d run over to this ceramic bird and take his head off. Whether it was filled with Pecan Sandies or her famous homemade Nonny Cookies, we’d grab handfuls. Those Nonny Cookies, as we all called them, were the classic chocolate chip cookies that every mom and Girl Scout made. So did my nonny, only when she baked them, they were something else. To this day, people still ask after those cookies like they were the greatest cookies ever made.

Not that Nonny bought into any of that. She acted like her cookies were no big deal. When you’d ask her outright how she did it, she’d look at you like you were crazy, then say, “Well, I use the Toll House recipe right off the chocolate chip bag. I don’t do anything special.” She swore she didn’t. If you pressed, she’d hold up her hands with the fingers spread out, bring them together then open them back up a few times, saying, “It’s all in the hands.” To this day, we haven’t figured it out, and we’ve all tried.

It was that way with so many things she’d cook. She took all her secrets to the grave, which was just like her! She knew the power of sparkle and the power of intrigue. She was Dallas stunning when we were little, just the kind of lady who made people’s heads turn. And when she moved down to Lindale to be closer to us, she didn’t slow down her own special brand of glam one little bit.

Nonny had her own crew of friends. They’d all gather up on her patio at the end of the day. They’d come together, compare notes, have a few cocktails, laugh, and then get home to put dinner on the table. That power of strong women’s friendships was such a source of joy, strength, support, and just enough “trouble” to make life interesting. My mom learned from the best of the best.

My high-low thing started with Nonny too. She’d put deviled eggs on a crystal platter, but use paper plates for her guests to make cleanup easy. She would have us all to dinner with the good china, but she and Pop-Pop would eat in the kitchen at her island.

She loved traditions, holidays, family, friends, and being together. To her, those were the things that mattered. She was incredibly generous with her love, and with her sense of wherever we were, it was absolutely the place to be—she passed that on to all of us too.

Beverly June Hughes Lambert (Bev)

“Be who you are and stick with it!”
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Bev is my mom. We like to say Mom is a cheerleader, who shows up for everyone and believes in everything they do. She was born a true Texas girl who started cheering while she was in junior high. She went on to become the head cheerleader in high school, in a state where that really matters, then a varsity cheerleader in college, where cheerleading is practically treated as a religion. Spunky, brunette, and pretty, she was all sparkle. Obviously, she could get everybody riled up! I think it is fair to say the people who know her would say she is a cheerleader in every sense of the word.

But her biggest and best cheerleading has always been for my brother, Luke, and me, since the moment we were born. Whatever we wanted to do or fell in love with—horses, dogs, singing, cooking—she was right there, encouraging us, showing up, and making us feel like we’d already succeeded. And I can truly say that Luke and I are both living the exact lives we wanted, in part because of how Mom cheered us on. What a gift.

She taught us both a lot about cooking, how what happens in the kitchen is a good way to understand how to create all kinds of things we want in life. It doesn’t matter what you don’t have—figure out what there is and get cookin’!

That’s how deep the idea of using what you got and making something really yummy runs in our family. My mom’s specialty is one of the greatest lessons she taught me. She can literally use whatever she has in the house and make something delicious out of nothing.

Many times, I’ve seen her go into an empty cupboard, drawer, or refrigerator and create something wonderful with a can of tomatoes, an onion, and something fresh from the garden, adding some oregano and letting it simmer. It wasn’t fancy, but you could taste the time that went into it—and the love.

We ate a lot of spaghetti growing up. You can feed a lot of people for not a lot of money with spaghetti, and everybody’s happy and full when they’re done. With the garden and all those fresh tomatoes, you wouldn’t believe how much sauce my mother put up once they started getting ripe.

Mom taught Luke and me this lesson. No matter where I go or what happens in my life, the idea of “use what you’ve got,” no matter what it is, has sustained me. Not just through moments of hunger either, but also through fear, uncertainty, and everything that happens in a life.

Denise (Neicy) Watson

“What can I say to help ya?”
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I’ve known Neicy since I was in diapers. A fiery redheaded hippie mama, she’s a mom of three and now a grandma to two wild and wonderful grandbabies who have her spark and curiosity. They raise chickens and bees, then jar and sell the honey from their hives. Nobody has more fun, more live-out-loud joy in their hearts than Neicy. She’s one of the reasons I love music so much. She always had the best taste, knew all the best artists and music, and could talk for hours about John Prine, Guy Clark, and Jack Ingram. I soaked it all in.

Even more than appreciating the artists, though, Neicy has an amazing appreciation for songwriting. She’ll pick out a line, then say, “Did you hear that?” Or she’ll talk about the way a melody moves, how it picks up the emotion in the song. She taught me to listen for those things. We bonded over music more than I ever realized when I was growing up. You know, when you’re young, it is an incredible feeling when an adult talks to you like you’re on their level. Even though I didn’t realize how much faith she was putting in my taste, I knew I loved talking about music with her more than anybody. She talked about it in a way nobody else did, which gave me a deeper sense of listening and thinking about the songs.

My mom always talks about the first time she and Neicy met. She was my dad’s best friend Rod’s new wife, which sets up the possibility for a whole lot of everything. But when Mom met her—all 110 pounds with a headful of brown-reddish curls, wearing a pair of overalls—she just fell in love. She laughs about it now, but she went from being loyal to Rod’s first wife to not having one speck of “hell, no” for Neicy. She was just so cute and so good inside and out.

Denise is just that kind of person. You can’t not love her, because she loves everyone and everything so much. She fell right in with our family; she and Rod and her kids literally became part of our tribe. It was like two families blending into one. When I was growing up, if there was something my parents couldn’t do, Denise and Rod were there, and my mom and dad would do the same thing for their kids.

Neicy’s family is from Louisiana, so one thing she brought with her is the spice. She loves it hot! Hot! HOT! Her Cajun influence on the things we ate was right on time. She could whip up a blackened anything or jambalaya without missing a beat of whatever song she was singing along to. We’d just be there watching, knowing something fiery and delicious was about to hit our tongues.

Over the years, Neicy, whose favorite flower is a daisy, has never missed a single show I’ve played in Texas. Like her beloved flowers growing alongside the road, she’ll follow whatever highway or back road she needs to and find where we are, always bringing those good spirits and a special, spicy treat with her. Neicy loves the road, so sometimes I think coming to see one of our shows is just an excuse for her to merge driving, music, and loving on all of us into one feel-good escape. And it’s always awesome when she arrives.

Vicki Plaxco (Princess V)

“I add strawberries to my cocktails. Just trying to keep it healthy!”

“It’s all about the ambiance.”
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Princess V is our glam girl. Every squad’s gotta have someone who knows how to sparkle, to shine, and to kick things up a notch. A true character, the Princess is Texas regal and can quote Princess Diana at the perfect moment. No matter what or who the party is celebrating, Princess V is going to roll in shining, with a perfectly themed dish and all her Tiffany bling blinging bright. She loves life, so any excuse to get together and have a party sounds good to her. For Vicki, no reason at all is as good a reason as any to share some snacks, drinks, and laughs.

She’s also a professional glamper, a dog mom of two, and a lover of all things Airstream—so it might surprise you to know that she has had a long career in Texas state government.

That’s how Vicki met my family. She is a certified fraud examiner. When I was younger, she was the Deputy Inspector General, Enforcement Division, Texas Health and Human Services, and later the Public Manager. But to us, she’s the one who’s going to bring the fancy and the perfect whatever—and we’re not gonna hate her for it.

I think my love of sparkly things, be it guitars, cowgirl suits, or night skies when the stars are out, comes straight from the Princess! She unabashedly loves all these things for what they are, not for what they tell people. Once you’ve seen someone shine like that, you’ve got a star to steer by. That’s Vicki.

Heidi Prather (Quaheida, pronounced: qwua-HI-da)

“I’ll just stop at Buc-ee’s on the way down. Do y’all need anything?”
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In every group there’s that one absolutely bright, sweet ray of sunshine. For us, it is, and always has been, Heidi. She works harder than anyone else I know: she’s a wife, a stepmom to two girls, and a rescue dog mom to Ruger, a very high-energy beagle who can’t get, or give, enough love. Whatever anyone needs, she knows almost before they do, and she’s ready to provide.

Buc-ee’s, for example, is our absolute must-go, “Oh my goodness, can you believe they have that?!” favorite truck stop. They’re all over Texas. And you know when you see the little beaver mascot that you’re going to be able to load up on dry goods, a bakery filled with kolaches, a jerky counter loaded with different flavors and meats, a barbecue bar, and too much other good stuff. And Heidi understands! That’s why her battle cry always includes “What do you need?” when she’s on her way; she knows there’s always a Buc-ee’s between where she is and where we’re meeting.

She’s a Mary Kay rep, and she knows how to use those cosmetics like a ninja fairy godmother. If you want someone to help you get your glam on, Heidi’s the one. She understands how to bring out your best features, just like she knows how to slip a drink into your hand before you even realize you’re thirsty.

When I was growing up and we’d head to Austin, it meant seeing Heidi—and what could be better? I’ve known Heidi and “Princess Vicki,” the Fischer sisters, since I was seven or eight years old. They were born and raised in Austin and will always be the essence of that city to me. They grew up where Austin City Limits came from. And they, like everyone in our world, loved music. When I started chasing my dream, just a girl trying to play shows in bars I was still too young to drink in, they let me sleep on their couch what seemed like a million times.

Literally, they let me sing for my supper. And when you’re trying to get something going in the music business, that’s a blessing. You get so many feelings thrown at you from strangers; coming home to Heidi and Vicki’s house was always a soft landing. And when you’re faced with how much bad food is out there on the road—truck-stop “specials”; ugly, flat meat deli trays backstage; late-night fast food—you starve for some home cooking. Anywhere near Austin, I always knew I had a home on the road. And when I got there, Heidi and her sister Vicki always did me right.

Plus, I got to watch their lives unfold. Promotions, weddings, retirements, all life’s ebbs and flows—I saw them happen. Along the way I even sang in both of their weddings. Those are the moments when you realize how intertwined life and love and friendship really can be.

Me (Ran)

“It’ll all come out in the wash.”
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I write and sing songs. I’m a stepmom and a dog, horse, goat, and cat mom. My family has a store in Texas called The Pink Pistol, from where we also run our Red 55 Winery, and my husband is from New York. And then there’s MuttNation Foundation, my dog rescue organization, to take care of as many fur babies as we can. It’s all a little bit of heaven, but the good stuff truly comes together when we all get together.

There’s something about having a group of us together—whether it’s me with Mom and her friends the Ya-Yas, my band and crew, my girlfriends, or my fellow songwriters—that feels right. “The more, the merrier” is a cliché for a reason: it’s true.

To be completely honest, I love eating way more than cooking, but I’m always trying to get better in the kitchen. Like my “aunts,” I love what happens when you put people together with good food, drinks, and a fire, on a porch or next to an Airstream. Even a concrete parking lot can be a great place to get together, share some snacks, and play some music if you’ve got some lights strung up, chairs and tables set up, and mason jars to put flowers in. It’s not about the fancy, it’s about the fellowship—anything in a pinch, or a load-out.

That’s the beauty of the way I was raised: I don’t care where I am. I just wanna make people feel welcome, loved, and seen for their awesome. Those are the lessons I learned from my nonny, my mom, and her squad. They were passed on to me and all my friends—and now, with this book, hopefully to you and all your friends and family, who make you richer than all the money in the world.
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The Original Queen of the Bitchin’ Kitchen, Nonny
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My grandma was a bombshell, just like a movie star—which is a weird way to talk about your grandmother. But my nonny, Wanda Louise Bass Coker, just was. She had shiny black hair, and she wore it in the biggest beehive hairdo—all these curls, stacked on each other. It looked like this great big, beautiful wedding cake.

With her huge brown eyes, often with the perfect cat’s-eye liner, she stood out. She looked just like Priscilla Presley—well, if Priscilla Beaulieu Presley was from Texas. They had the same great big eyes and great big beehive hairdo. You couldn’t help looking. People did everywhere she went.

She was voted Most Beautiful in her high school two years in a row, junior and senior years! In Texas, a single year being named Most Beautiful is the biggest deal ever. Two years? Well, that just doesn’t happen. It doesn’t. But it did.

That was Nonny.

Crazy, magical things happened to and around her. She was a femme fatale, but she really wasn’t ever about the drama as much as living her life on her terms. It just so happened her terms were pretty specific and very awesome. If we’re being honest, she was a little bit Elizabeth Taylor and a little bit Sophia Loren.

My mom says Nonny was so beautiful, she never really had to do anything for herself. Everybody just wanted to do it for her. I know she never filled up her gas tank ever, not even once, because my pop-pop always did it for her. It made him happy to do those kinds of little things for her, which is about the sweetest thing in the world.

Even with all of that, the prettiest thing about my grandmother was how much she loved fun, friends, and being together. It runs deep in our veins, that idea of gathering your tribe, loving your girls, making every moment special in some way. You might get a deviled egg on a crystal plate, something that seems a little out-of-the-way kind of fancy, but it wasn’t about being fancy at all. That crystal plate was all about telling you how special you are—and how happy she was to be with you.

It was the greatest example of just enjoying the things that make you happy! Don’t save it or wait; don’t worry about it being what someone tells you it should be. That attitude was the most amazing gift, just watching how she saw and did life. That sense set me on the path of high-low, mix-and-match, put it together and don’t worry about everything always having to be the best. That’s the path I’ve been on since I started having a life that was my own. I thank her for that.

Use what you got, of course, but never be afraid to use the good stuff either. Get down the good china or the crystal just because. Just. Because.

I was eight when Nonny moved to Lindale to be closer to us. Before she moved those ninety miles east from Dallas, going to visit her and my granddad was like going to Disneyland. It would be a few days of the most fun and being spoiled with all the good snacks. It’s funny how even a bologna sandwich is special when you’re eating it and laughing with your grandmother.

But once she got to our hometown, it was even better. Suddenly, we saw her almost every day. It was like we had two homes, each so very different in so many little ways. For instance, my mom didn’t believe in sodas—or Cokes, as we called every kind of soft drink—and Nonny always had them in her refrigerator. There was nothing like running out of school at the end of the day and seeing her parked there in her white Cadillac with the tan roof. She was so glamorous! Obviously, I knew her as my grandma, but she was also one of those ladies who always had her nails painted. She’d have her nail polish and a sequin cigarette pouch that she’d let me play with. Or some days, she’d let me have a cigarette just to hold, just to hang out the window to feel all grown-up and glamorous like her.

I think I got my love of glitter from Nonny. She knew how to put it all together. I see pictures of her in her little outfits from the ’70s and ’80s, bright green shorts and a matching top, western shirts with fringe and her cowgirl hat just so. She’d be wearing all kinds of costume jewelry, just looking so fabulous I can’t help but smile. She loved all that stuff! And to this day, when I see fringe I am drawn right in. I can’t help myself; it’s the Nonny in me.

On the days Nonny would come get us after school, it was always an adventure. Some days she’d take us to Dairy Queen to get a Blizzard, or she’d take us to her house and let Luke and me rummage through her refrigerator as soon as we came inside. She didn’t want us “prowling,” as she used to call it, but she knew we needed our snacks.

Nonny and Pop-Pop’s was a little brick ranch house, with three bedrooms and two baths. They had a patio out back for smoking and barbecuing, and they did plenty of both. All the flower beds were full of colors: zinnias, impatiens, azaleas, hydrangeas, caladiums, hibiscus, and tons of roses. Nonny had the most perfectly green yard. I could never get over how perfect it was, with all the grass, the elephant ears with great big leaves, and ferns everywhere. She even had a giant sycamore tree with big, long branches that swept down to the ground.

When I was thirteen, my mom took my first publicity pictures there in that yard, right there by that sycamore tree. If I was going to be a singer, I knew I should plant my feet firmly in that place and take the pictures to send out with my bookings. My grandparents’ place felt like a refuge. From the moment you pulled in, it felt—and looked—like the happiest place on earth.

My grandparents had the greenest thumbs, which I was in awe of. They could grow anything, but I can kill a fern. I can kill a succulent. And I did. When I was trying to figure out what to plant at my farm, I called Nonny. I knew she’d have the answer for me. We laughed and laughed. But Nonny knew me. She knew how much I loved the way her house looked. She told me to get azaleas. I did.

I can still see Nonny in her yellow kitchen, that ’70s kind of yellow that falls somewhere just short of gold. It was kind of French country, with a border just under the ceiling. And being Nonny, all her appliances and the Formica counters were in this same shade of not quite gold but more than yellow. She had a double door, with a small island.

At Nonny’s house, so many of the best dishes were about cooking slow and low—humble food that took time but really paid off in flavor. Red beans were so much a part of who we were, and nobody made them like Nonny! I remember watching her with a can of Coke, pouring half of it into the beans “to stop the farts,” then drinking the other half. I figured it must’ve been the fizziness, so when I started making my own baked or red beans, I decided to use half a can of beer and drink the rest. All these years later, it still seems to have worked out okay.

My grandparents had a whole dining room, with a sideboard full of pretty china, crystal, and the decanters they collected. That was the fancy stuff. They had it all in the dining room, looking so perfect. It showed me the beauty of a lovely table in a lovely room. Pop-Pop would still eat at the island in the kitchen, standing up. That taught me that maybe it doesn’t matter where you eat but who you’re with.

The prettiest thing about my grandmother was how much she loved having fun and bringing her friends together. That’s what she passed down to my mom and me. Nonny liked to make those moments special. Even if it was nothing special, she’d add a special touch. Never to be fancy; just enjoying the pretty things that make you happy.

Her attitude was “Don’t save those fancy plates or wait for a special occasion; don’t worry about it being what someone tells you it should be.” She would
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