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THE FIRsT sTEP, and a very important one, is
deciding what kind of a party you can give
most gracefully with the equipment, time,
space, help, and money at your disposal.

A buffet for twenty is more fun for everyone
than an attempt at a sit-down dinner for ten
in a small space, if the hostess is her own cook
and maid.

“The best way to keep up with the Joneses
1s not to try,” onc of my friends said recently
to her young married daughter. She was in
a panic about entertaining her husband’s boss
in their small apartment after going to several
formal dinners at his big house. “Don’t hire
a maid for one evening in an attempt to equal
his style of entertaining. He knows you can’t
afford it. He and his wife gave you their best.
Now you do the same. Ask them to one of
those good Sunday suppers you plan so well
in advance. Hospitality isn't a contest. It is
sharing the best yox have.”

Two happy memories are of different par-
ties given by a hostess who had learned this.
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When I first met her, she had a big house, a cook, and a maid.
Her dinner parties, though never stiff, might properly be described
as formal. She usually asked ten or twelve guests. Appetizers were
served in the living room. Three or four courses followed in the
dining room. We returned to the living room for coffee.

I loved to go there. She had a talent for combining congenial
people. There was lots of laughter, good talk, good food, and our
hostess seemed so charming and calm as the separate courses were
brought to her without flurry from the kitchen.

I remember reporting one of her parties to another friend in a
glow of appreciation for the planning that made it seem to run
so easily.

“Who couldn’t do the same with two in the kitchen?” she
answered rather crisply. “I'd like to see her serve twelve for dinner
in a house with no dining room, a couple of grammar school kids
under foot, no help—and no flurryl”

Recently I had a chance to see her do just that.

They had moved to a much smaller house. The table was in
a dining area off the living room instead of in a dining room. It
was set with the same shining silver and festive china when we
arrived, but, instead of a first course at the table, canapés that did
not need forks or plates were passed by her youngsters. They had
had their supper and disappeared to watch television in their bed-
room before we sat down to dinner.

We served ourselves with the main course dishes which were
lined up on a long book shelf near the table. Instead of a roast that




















