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They say the devil’s in the details, but for me the details are heaven. Maybe an avid planner and host like me should say that in the course of the party I’m on a cloud of joy, but that would be a lie. Planning and preparing are my favorite parts of the process. Truth be told, when it comes to the actual parties, I’m a nervous wreck. But there is a moment of joy. Mine comes when I see the party come together. The guests are flowing through the space, tasting food, trying out any activities, having conversations with friends and strangers. And when I see someone take a bite of dessert, or try out a photo booth costume, or smile as they pick up a favor, well, that makes it all worth it.

Creating a party. It’s my favorite thing to do, and I’m inviting you, as my guest, to join me in the festivities. I know we’re going to have fun. Come—discover your inner party planner!

Love, Tori





“I love the puzzle of throwing special, chic parties with down-to-earth budgets, and lucky you, I’m psyched to share my secrets.”

Tori Spelling planned her very first party (her own roller skate–themed birthday with a hot-pink-and-turquoise color scheme) at the age of eight, and she’s been hosting friends and family in her home ever since. She knows as well as anyone that “style” and “elegance” don’t often play well with “budget.” Well, with celebraTORI, she rolls up her sleeves and turns that notion on its head—expertly showing how creativity, passion, and smart planning are the secret ingredients for throwing a truly unforgettable bash on any “real world” budget. All it takes is a little elbow grease and a lot of imagination to transport your guests to another world as soon as they walk through the door.

In this delightfully entertaining, must-have party companion, Tori shares all the tips and tricks she’s learned from her most successful soirees (and a few train wrecks). It’s like having your own personal party planner for a fraction of the cost!

    celebraTORI is not just instructional, it’s inspirational. Hosting an event is not about ticking to-dos off a list; it’s about turning an organic idea into a fun day you and your guests won’t forget—so much so that you just can’t wait to do it again… with a different theme, of course. Tori covers all the basics, from discovering new reasons to celebrate and choosing a concept, to decorating, creating flower arrangements, making refreshments, and building the cornerstone of any great party: the dessert table! The best part is that all of her suggestions, including her mouthwatering recipes, are 100 percent do-it-yourself.

Filled with lots and lots of great advice, handy blueprints, and hilarious anecdotes, celebraTORI will be the most important guest at your next party. It’s the perfect foundation for taking life’s special occasions up a notch… or five.
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TORI SPELLING is the #1 New York Times bestselling author of sTORI telling, Mommywood, and uncharted terriTORI, and the star and executive producer of Oxygen’s hit reality series, Tori & Dean: Home Sweet Hollywood and Tori & Dean: sTORIbook Weddings, with her husband, Dean McDermott. Together they have three children—Liam, Stella, and Hattie—and live in Los Angeles. Tori offers ideas and inspiration for elevating everyday life at her ediTORIal online community, ToriSpelling.com.
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To my mom,

the master party planner.

I learned everything I know from watching you throw

the most amazing parties

with so much love. Thank you for the gift of knowing

it’s all in the details.

I hope my parties make you proud!

I love you,

Tori xoxo
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a party planner is born

I come from a family that did everything over the top. We had the grandest house and the biggest parties. Whenever most people had one of something, we had five—from cars to bathrooms to dogs. I remember going to my parents’ famous parties as a child. There was a Christmas party every year, where thousands of dollars must have been spent on the caviar alone. For one huge New Year’s Eve bash my parents rented out the parking lot of the popular Beverly Hills restaurant Chasen’s and tented it. The tent was elegantly swagged and, as I remember it, the entire lot was carpeted. I have no idea where people parked—I was young and blissfully free of such concerns—but there must have been a valet. There was a private patio at Chasen’s that was often used for parties, but even as a kid I was aware that booking the whole parking lot on New Year’s Eve was a big deal.

What made my mother’s parties amazing (because, let’s face it, my father was a little too busy making TV shows) were the grand florals, the gleaming silver trays, the exquisite food presentation, and elegant details like a piano player or a soloist. But spectacular as those parties were, party planning has evolved. The parties were extravagant, yes—the massive refilling bowls of caviar, a whole roast pig with an apple stuffed in its mouth—but they were simple in concept nonetheless.

My mother’s parties have changed with the times, and these days she continues to set a high bar, embellishing her customary extravagance with amazing little touches that inspire me in my comparatively humble, do-it-yourself way. Take the spectacular candy table, which filled an entire room at her Christmas party. It had an electric train running full circle around it, through a village of colorful candy jars and confections artistically placed at different heights. My mother’s candy table was a catered masterpiece, and I can’t exactly replicate the splendor of that creation. When I do a candy table, I do it myself, with store-bought candy and inexpensive canisters, but given the price difference I have to say it gives hers a run for the money.
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CHILDHOOD PARTIES—EARLY INSPIRATION

Growing up, my birthday parties were always as over-the-top as the parties my parents threw for themselves and their friends. The celebrations that were thrown for me when I was little were the talk of the town. Usually in the backyard of our house in Beverly Hills, there were puppet shows and poodle shows, fair rides like bumper cars and twirling swings. We had McDonald’s Happy Meals (a concession to my taste) and ice cream from Baskin-Robbins in all thirty-one flavors.
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My eighth birthday party is the first one I really remember helping to plan. It was a roller-skating party, held in West Hollywood at a famous old rink called Flipper’s Roller Boogie Palace. I designed my own outfit for the occasion: hot pink spandex pants and a turquoise tube top. Over the tube top I tied a pink-and-white top that said “Tori” on the back in rhinestone script. Linda Ronstadt, who had a similar look on her album, Living in the USA, would have been proud of me. The party was decorated with hot pink and turquoise balloons, streamers, and paper products. The cake, which was of course from Hansen’s, the cake-makers of Hollywood, was custom-molded in the shape of a roller skate that looked just like mine, white with pink wheels. A caricature artist was there, drawing pictures of each guest engaged in his or her favorite activity. He rendered me, side view, sporting a gigantic roller skate. That party, which took place more than thirty years ago, was an unforgettable milestone for me: The first time I hosted a color-coordinated theme party. My very own color scheme at age eight. I was on my way to bigger and better things. In my not-too-distant future: a Michael Jackson party in fifth grade, with a Michael Jackson impersonator that my mother still insists was the King of Pop himself; a country club party in sixth grade; in seventh grade an all-girls spa party at the legendary Aida Grey beauty salon, where we got our makeup done and our hair blown out. Afterward we went to The Bistro Garden in Beverly Hills, which was Nancy Reagan’s favorite restaurant before it was bought by Wolfgang Puck and made into Spago. As we sat on the patio and lunched, we were treated to a teen fashion show from Energy, which was my favorite boutique at the time.
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When I was in sixth grade, my parents bought the property that they would transform into the Manor, a super mansion in Holmby Hills. Before they tore down Bing Crosby’s mansion, they threw me a huge birthday party on the lawn. And the last birthday party I remember was my sixteenth, in tenth grade, which was a tea luncheon under a tent in the backyard of our Beverly Hills house. In an effort to show my maturity, I wore a suit and had my hair in an updo. The tables were fancily set, as if it were a wedding, and at each place setting was an individual cake, as elaborate as a wedding cake, from the bakery Sweet Lady Jane. That was the birthday when I was given a champagne-colored BMW, when all I had hoped for was something a little less ostentatious and a little more fun.

 

BECOMING A HOST

I guess the celebrations of my youth planted a seed, either that or party planning was in my DNA, because as soon as I could, I started hosting my own parties. The first year I moved into my own apartment, my best friend Jenny and I decided to host Thanksgiving. We were nineteen years old, and we thought it was a very grown-up thing to cook a Thanksgiving feast. Of course, most of our friends were still locked into Thanksgiving with their families, so we set ours for Wednesday night, the day before the real holiday. (When you’re nineteen, you don’t see anything unappealing about stuffing your face two days in a row.)

I was still acting on 90210 at the time, and the day of the party, filming ran later than scheduled. I arrived home at five o’clock that night to find Jenny in the kitchen, sweat pouring down her face. The kitchen was a mess, with half-started dishes on every surface. Jenny said, “Why did we decide to do this?” She wiped her brow.

I said, “We can do it!”

Jenny said, “The chopped liver. It’s over there.” She pointed a wooden spoon in the direction of the liver, which I had insisted on making from scratch. We got to work, cooking and drinking and greeting guests as they arrived for dinner to find that it was hours from being ready.

At eleven o’clock that night, we were finally done. Jenny and I were excited to have our first real dinner on my new dining room table. But my then-boyfriend Nick and his friends were caught up in some sports game and refused to come in and eat at the table. So the girls ate at the table and the boys stayed in front of the television. The dishes didn’t look spectacular, and everyone was so hungry it was hard to tell if the food was actually good, but we had succeeded.

(Before I served Nick his turkey, I put a few drops of Visine on it. I had heard it caused gastrointestinal distress. The special ingredient was meant to be payback not just for the TV watching during my dinner, but for all the nights he partied it up and left me at home. If he noticed a weird taste and complained, I was going to make that old fly-in-my-soup joke and tell him to be quiet, or everybody else would want what he got. As far as I know, the Visine didn’t have the intended effect, but I was still somewhat vindicated. Disclaimer: Don’t try this at home.)

That Thanksgiving Jenny and I had tried to cook every single recipe that struck our fancy. It was our first lesson in being overly ambitious. But for the most part we were undaunted by the chaos. Jenny and I continued to throw parties—all very experimental, spaghetti-on-the-wall type stuff. Literally. One of my friends always joked about how there was always old spaghetti hanging off the ceiling in that apartment. For every party we threw, Jenny and I would pick a gazillion recipes and cook all day long. There was no rhyme or reason to our labor. If we were hungry for deviled eggs, we made deviled eggs. If artichoke chicken sounded yummy, we threw it in. The only unifying theme for the menu was that it came from a pile of recipes we wanted to try. Although décor has become my obsession, I didn’t care much about it at the time. But all that experimentation was fun, and it laid a good foundation for future parties. By the time I wanted to do a spooky Halloween spread, I already knew how to make deviled eggs, and it was a no-brainer to turn them into eyeballs and dub them Evil Eggs. And so on.

As I became a more experienced hostess, I branched out. I began by throwing the most obvious theme parties—holidays were my starting point. At first, Christmas was the only party I threw that truly qualified as over-the-top. I had my mother’s example as inspiration, but where she was ever-elegant, I went in the other direction. Maybe we’re all drawn to what we don’t have—but I was into the kitschiest food and décor I could find. I decorated with plastic reindeer, tinsel, and fake snow. I served mini grilled cheese and mini peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, and I stacked up Krispy Kreme doughnuts to form a tree. There was always a punch bowl of store-bought eggnog, spiked of course.

At those Christmas parties we often had a white elephant gift exchange, where you bring the cheesiest present you can think of, like a Chia Pet, wrapped. Everyone draws a number. The person with number one is the first to choose a present. As everyone watches, he opens it. Then the person with number two can either open a new present, or take number one’s present from him. And so on down the line. It always made for many laughs, especially the Christmas where we did a sex toy white elephant exchange.

For some reason I was a do-it-yourselfer from the start. It wasn’t so much a reaction to the fully catered, fully staffed parties I grew up with so much as it was my way of being a homemaker. To watch me in the kitchen, you’d think that my mom had cooked the family dinner every night, which was not the case, although she’s an excellent cook. No matter, I was determined to do it all.

I had to have people over. It all came about very logically. It’s no fun to cook for yourself. And my friends were my family. When I used up all the obvious holidays, I needed more excuses to entertain, so I cast a wider net. I had premiere parties for every TV movie I was in—and in my twenties that was four times a year. (You know, the traditional Watch Me Get Stabbed By a Jealous Classmate Party, Watch Me Try to Remember Who Killed My Boyfriend Party, and Watch Me Stab My Boyfriend Party.)

But it still wasn’t enough. So even though I hate football, one year I decided to host a Super Bowl party. About twenty people came over for chili and cornbread. (I had grown up eating chili at Chasen’s, and so was fond of it and wanted to make my own. Coming to love chili at a place like Chasen’s is a little like saying that the pool at the Four Seasons made you fall in love with swimming, but that was my reality.) It was such a success that I came to have a Super Bowl party every year. As the years went by, I branched out. I color-coordinated napkins and treats with whichever teams were playing. This was particularly challenging since I didn’t know which side to root for, and if I represented both, certain guests were sure to object. Besides, football colors are pretty ghastly and including all four successfully was near impossible. When it came down to it, what choice did I really have? I simply picked the team with the prettier color combination.

Why was I having annual Super Bowl parties when I don’t give a bean about football? Well, I had awakened the dormant homemaker gene hidden in the fiber of my soul. I was in love with throwing parties. Every aspect of it tapped into some inner compulsion. I loved the planning, the crafting, the cooking, getting deals, running out on the day of the party to make last-minute purchases, and the rush and thrill of getting everything in order just as the guests arrived. Throwing parties was genuinely fulfilling.

From the very beginning, my parties were about experimenting and having fun, not making checklists. What fun is a checklist? It limits you too much. That’s what this book is about—the organic, inspiration-driven party. Sure, a to-do list can help you remember everything that needs to get done, but we all know that. You don’t need me to show you how to write a list of obvious tasks on a piece of paper. This book is meant to be inspirational, not simply instructional. Even so, I’ll give you my tips and battlefield stories to show you how it’s done (and what not to do—I have plenty of experience with that, too).

 

“GROWN-UP” PARTIES

Once I met my husband Dean, he became my guinea pig for refining my party-throwing technique. Before our kids were born, I threw one or two all-out birthday parties, and a couple other bonus gatherings. My favorite was Deano’s Derby Day. About fifteen of us went to the racetrack. Wearing hats was mandatory. At the track, our table was decorated with little plastic trophies, and each seat had a mini racing form, which showed all our events for the day. After the fifth race, we all went to the Winner’s Circle for a group photo.

Dean always liked his parties, but every year he said, “You don’t have to go all out. Just keep it simple. I feel guilty when you work so hard.” One year he was so emphatic in his protestations that I paused. It was Dean’s birthday. Should I do what he wanted? But simple? I couldn’t do simple. Simple was just him and me, sitting at dinner. Sure, I like that, but it doesn’t say “Birthday!” with quite the enthusiasm that I feel. Did that mean I shouldn’t throw a party at all? For advice I turned to my “gay husband” Mehran: “Dean doesn’t want me to throw a big to-do, but I love doing it.”

Mehran, ever wise, said, “Well, you’re not doing the parties for him anyway, are you? You’re doing them for yourself. Once he’s there, he has a great time. So don’t penalize yourself.” Mehran was right. Dean didn’t need to feel guilty and I didn’t need to feel unappreciated. I had my own selfish reasons for making his birthdays unforgettable and unique. And since the effort was in part for me, he could enjoy them without feeling like I’d gone overboard on his behalf.


OEBPS/images/back.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg








OEBPS/images/f0vii-01.jpg











OEBPS/images/copy.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0003-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f000x-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/fviii-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00ii-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/f0005-02.jpg










OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg
£ y{/&ly/ é{/(//’e)'

NEW YORK
LONDON

TORONTO
SYDNEY

NEW DELH






OEBPS/images/9781451628630_cover.jpg
celebralORI

Unleashing Your Inner Party Planner to Entertain Friends and Family
o <,y
S

\

£ _I== -~

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

TORI SPELLING





OEBPS/images/title-image.jpg
UNLEASHING YOUR INNER PARTY PLANNER
TO ENTERTAIN FRIENDS AND FAMILY

TORI SPELLING

o






