THE NEW YORK TIMES, SUNDAY MAY 19 200«

R, T e S

GOOD COMPANY

~ Suppose They Gave a Party :
And Served on Ma]ohca? Y
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SPECIAL 01$HES Irwin Schneiderman, left, chairman of the New York City Opera, chatting with Brooke Hay-
ward Duchin at a pre-benefit dinner at the home of Susan Zises Green. Right, Raymond Han. :

By RUTH LA FERLA

OMETIMES the dress code
Sdictates the tone of a party,

sometimes the décor. But the
dinner servica?

“Why not?"” .

Susan Zises Green, a New York
decorator who collects majolica by
the cabinetful, se¢s no reason not to
trot out the bést for her friends. In
fact, she decided that her hand-paint-
ed English c¢eramics, a minor for-
tune in antiques, were just right for
the informal gathering she gave the
other night. Ms. Zises Green i3 a
chairwoman of the New York City
Opera; the event was a pre-benefit
.dinner for the benefit dinner that
takes place on Tuesday.

“Actually, the majolica was Fran-
guis’s idea,” Ms, Zises Green an-
nounced. Her co-host, the New York
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tharmed by the saucer-size plates -

with the leafly pattersn that he built an
entire meal around them.

“The dishes were so small, so deli-
cate,” Mr. Payard said “So-we got
the idea for a tasting ment — bite-
sized portions, not only the appetiz-
ers, but the dinner and the dessert”

The party was & “'dinatoire,” an
nmubulatory hybrid of cockails and
dinner not uncommorn in France, but
perhaps even bener suited to harried
New Yorkers,

Once it was clear to the guests that
they were free to roam — no tables

had been set — they began to graze

Perambulating guests
grazing through a full
meal of small dishes.

»

with abandon.

First came the hors d'oeuvres of
tuna tartare artfully displayed on
platters, salmon sushi topped with
decorative gold leaves and candied
kmnguat stuffed with crab meat
Dinner was likewise served, canapé
style, from trays. .

*&o unlike those boring seated af-
fairs,” said Sherwin Goldman, the
New Vork City Opera's executive
‘producer. “At most of these things
you turn to the left, you turn to the
right, and you never remember what
you ate, much less what youn talked
about, or even whom you talked to.”

Ward Landrigan, the owner of Ver-
dura, the Jewelry concern, chimed

, bz ““At a party like this you're never
siuck with the same person’”

Peripatetic gatherings are Ms.
Zises Green's trademark. She re-
called once being host at a dinner for
49, seating guests in the living room,
the bedrpom, and even the library,
then insisting midway through the
meal that everyone switch places,

While Mr. Payard toiled in her
galley kitchen, confecting temptas
tionis with the aid of Philippe Bertin-
eau, his chef, the hostess posted her-
self at the door. In came the writer
and sociallte Brooke Hayward Du.
chin, the New York City Opera com-
poser in residence, Mark Adamo,
and the decorator Mario Buatta
They were ushered directly into the
dining roorrn.

“When | was young' Ms. Zises
Green recalled, "'1 desperately want-
&d a dining room.”” Now that she has
ane, complete with cheerfully paint-
&d panels depicting Hudson Valley
scenes, she treats it offhandedly, ag
the serting for cockails.

The hors d'ceunvres wouid have
easily passed for the full meal, had it
not been for Romain Armaud, the
evening's maitre d'hotel. Portly in
his livery, Mr. Arnaud appeared in
the foyer and fixed his eyes on Ms.
Zises Green.

“Madame, dinner is served,” he
announced.
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AT YOUR SERVICE Romain Arnaud, the evening's maitre d’hotel, offered
hors d'oeuvres and announced the start of the meal,

“Madame?"’ chided Jim Brodsky,
a New York events planner and pub-
Licist. “Thete are gentlemen here
too.” Mr. Arnaud stared him down.

=it is customary,” he replied, “to
addrass the hostess, not the guests.”

With that, Mr, Arnaud led the par-
ty into the living room for entrees.
The first, a soothing chilled carrot
and parsnip soup, was served in
cocktail glasses. “'It's not often you
get 1o say cheers with your soup,”
Mr, Brodsky said, spooning his soup
as he strolled.

The dinner, stuffed zucchini blos-

soms, chicken “jarmbonettes’ and al-
mond-crusted Jamb, reached its fe-
ver pitch with the seafood. As he
served the guests, some of whom
were seated, Mr. Arnaud presented
the plates almost directly under
theit noses. ;
- “Sautéed rice~crusted daurade
with baby artichokes and a ‘Bari-
goule’ jus,” he intoned, his tongue
caressing every Gallic vowel and
consonant. But the evening's true
climax arrived in the form of a mul-
ticourse dessert that included melon
soup and phyllo napoleon with chaco-
late, caramel and coffee Chantilly.

The sight seemed to make Mr,
Buarta giddy, One hand gripping his
plate, he slid the other into his pocket
and pulled cut a swatch of shiny
aerylic hair, which he attached first
to his chin and then to his head. “Oh
my God,”” one guest cried out. “It's
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.Faux beard in hand, Mr. Buatta

rose and meandered toward the
door. He may have been planning an
exit, but if so he was folled. Spying
him, Mr. Arnaud shot forward,
thrusting a green bowl toward Mr.
Buatta's chin. ! :
*gurely,” he demanded, with all

.the hauteur he could muster, “you

are poing to stay for the soufflé.”

i;qq.cnrm Mario Bu.atba..ﬂ'hc deco-
Fator, diied a Swatch of hair.
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BUILDERS Francois Payard, the pastry chef, constructed a meal around
the small majolica dishes collected by Susan Zises Green, the hostess,

id



