Amid the Orchids,
A Feast for Nero
And the Wolfe Pack

By FRED FERRETTY

Nero Wolle, everyhody agreed, would
have beea delighted with the entire
evening, except of course for the hors
d'oeuvres and cocktails, to which the
reat man would have said “Phul
Archle Goodwin, on the other hand,
would probably have mingled genially
with the assortment of mystery buffs,
sipping a bourbon or two whxt Fritz
wax neenaring the Duck Mo

There werz (hr:t lunds nt nrchldx
on the ed dining tables—
white and lnvender caltieya, pink and
yellow oncidium and orange epiden.
dron—afl of which Theo Horstmann
raised in the three-room hothouse atop

olfe’s brownstone on West 35th
Street, and among which Wolfe
searched dally for mealybugs and
aphids.

There were heer-bottle candelabra on
each table because the sedentary detec-
tive, whose weight fluctuated between
250'and 340 pounds, in between solving
case after case by sheer brainpower,
drank, according to one buff, three
cases a d And there were center-
pieces of caviar tins, brie boxes, apples.
radishes, green prer! Md breadsticks
—symbolic, it w. e fictional
Woife's vm nnd v- ied Appethm And
Proj in the pink mapkins were
card| a.ra 45-caliber pistols.

1t was the very first Nero Wolfe din-
ner. in an opulent setting at The Lotus
Club at 5 East €6th Street just off Filth
Avenue last week. The people at Mur-
der Ink, the West Side mystery book-
store, who sponsored it hope nm it
becomes an observance, the 0
of the creation of a new orga ulicn
1o be called The Wolfe Pack.

The evening was calied, “Maitre
D'tective: Rex Stoul,” in honor of the
late creator of Nero Wolfe and Archie,
and honored John McAleer, who
written 1 book called, “Rex Stout: A
Biography” éuu published by Littie,
Brown and Company. The Woife fans
't:nmz from all over to be at The Lotus

ul

Mr. McAleer was there to tell the
131 puesis—who included mysten;
writers Dorathy Salsbury Davis, Wif-
I:am d'Andrea, Otto Penzler, co-author
! the Cncvclonedia of Mystery and
Detectinn, E:canor Sullivan, editor of

In honor of Wolfe,
there were four
yellow shirts and
a yellow blouse.

Gaicas T

Tllory Queéen magcozine, and Dilys
Winn, founder of Mu:der (nk and
thar of & myzte ory called odd|
enough, “Murder Ink™—how Rex Stout
happenced to nnrme h.ngr:phy
r. Mcaleel

the bmprnphy because in b book nmm
N/ 'd Archie I'd just be a hanger-
in a haok ahout me they'll have
1o stand unti 151t

Paul Hostetter, who has read ail of
Mr, Stout’s Nero Wolle books, “most
of them twice,” flew in for the dinner
from Delroit, thought about having a
martini, but settled for Scotch because
“Wolfe thought anybody who drank gin
wak 2 Messenger,
from London, wore formal clothes,
Sm;ply becauu 1 thought it appropri-
ate for

cy Sans, Del Sctzer
and Kathlcen Wllsh were lbere. lll
wearing orchids,
because it was Knhleen s hmhdlv. And
Mary Gendron (lew in from California
"because ! can buy mysteries by driv-
ing 25 mules into the Los Angeles Basin,
hut i1s seems so much casier flying into
New York."

Stcve Rothman came in because he
wanted to discuss the Stout books with
nihers, including Susan Dahlinger,
harred (rom the Baker Street Irregulars
Muuu of her sex, who is a member

[ a new protest group, Adventuresses
of Sherlock Holmes. There was one vel-
low blousc—in honor of Wolfe, who
slept in ?‘euw silk pajamas, wore two
yellow ghirts each day, end owned five
yellow robes—and fnur men stood to
lpplnuie because they wore yellow

rts.

They all came into the second-foor
library of the Lotus Club ahout 6:30
P.M. and stood chatting with Mr. McA-
teer, looking al the shelves of hooks,
drinking the hated cocktails and eating
corn chips, vegetables and dip, a course
called, because of the library, "“Murder
By the Book," one of the Woife books,

Carol Brencr, owner of the hookstore,
&pent much of the carly evening apolo-
gizing—more to Walle, it seemed, thin
to her puesu who paid $37.50 for the
cvening: vm: a cockuil hour.
Then, n e library lights
dimmed Oy wn it 7 24? Or 7:25? There
wu dmizueme t.

any rate. the guesis filed from
m Iahby Into the dining room. a gray-
walled chnmher with decorated plaster
ceiling, two unlighted rhandeliers and
chairs that were half Chippendale
reproduction. hall folding metal, and
aat down. Boulllon was brought in,
“Boui¥on, Our Own” lrnm "Might As
Well Be Dead,” (recipe in "'The Nero
Wholfe Cookbaok” publ ished by Vikmi
which should be made from heef chuck.
veal knucklebones, peppercorns, leaks
and varied, ingredients of 3 bouquet
garnl

It wat rrected, however, with, “the
curare s mxssml and “they left out
one knucklchone.”

This was follawed by Duck Mondor,
created by Mr, Wolle's closc friend and
restaurateur, Pierre Mondor, tomato
tarts from the veiy first Nero Wolfe
honk, “Fer-de-Lan: nnd rice cro-

uettes from “Too y Cooks.” The

uck, baked with cﬂery. onions, appies,
lemon, In a sauce of white wine, egx
yolks, crcam, cognac, nutmeg, pisischio
nuts And Gruyere cheese, was well-re.
celved, as were the tiny, crusted tarts.

Missing from the croquettes, and duly
noted. were the quince jefly centers
that Nero's cock, ?,,u, would have in-
sisted upon

Salad was watercress snd tomatoes
topped with Mr, Wolfe's
from “Over My Dead Bod:
that reminded one of egg salad, heaven
forbid! And the wine was & French
Claret with new labels declaring it to

from Mr. Wolfe's awn “Black Moun-
tan Vineyard" Its red color accounted
for its alleged source, “Royal Flush,”

offee was from “I{ Death Ever

Slept” and brandy from “The Final
Deduction.”
Tulu;oweu offered Lo Mr. Stout's

wide Stoul, and her daughters,
Rebecca and Barbara, by Dorothy
Davis; by Miss Winn to Nero Wolle;

by pnvne dele:llve Tony Splesman to
Archie Goodwin, “who so generously
c m the i{ncomparable Neru
r. McAleer to Mr. Stout, &
king by nm as well as by Rex." And
then it was over,
Except for Mr. Messenger, who asked,
'Why not s toast to Fritz? After all,
he epared the meal?”
atisfactory, Mr. Messenger. Most
satisfactory.
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The late Rex Stout, who was honored last week by the first Nero Wolfe dinner—the menu listed the novels he wrote

EheXew Jork Eimes

 Publisned. Novembar 9. 1977




