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kudos & kvetches

Mingle mangle

Your diligent social climbers at K&K were
lucky enough to swing an invite to a VIP recep-
tion at Sugar and Sugar this past week. In case
you haven’t been, Sugar and Sugar is an attrac-
tive, multi-tiered, elegant and white-as-a-wed-
ding-cake space on Powell, rented out for pri-
vate parties, fundraisers and other events. The
reception we attended offered exotic drinks,
catering by Diva at the Met, the stylings of
lounge singer Luis Giraldo, art by Meghan
Hildebrand and people in blue bndypalm pos-
ing somnambulantly. The occasion was Splash
of Blue, a cockmail celebration to benefit the
ALS Society (Lou Gehrig’s Disease) of B.C.

And yet, as much social lubricant as we con-
sumed, and as confident as we felt in our new
flared designer jeans (hemmed to our specifica-
tions), we have to shamefacedly admit to an ut-
ter and complete lack of mingling on our part.
Sure, we made eyes at the pretty young women
carrying the duck and ahi tuna hors d'oeuvres
our way, and joked around with the Fabio-li-
cious bartender who kept our ginger pear cock-
tails flowing. We even requested a song from
Giraldo (thanks for the smashing version of
“Come Fly with Me,” Luis!) and asked one of
the girls in blue bodypaint the way to the bath-
room. (And what’s up with people who are
bodypainted but not naked? We thought that
was the whole point! Is there a new bylaw or
something?) But overall, on a scale of 1-10, our
mingling rating at this fabulous event was a sor-
]'!' ZETO.

Perhaps it was the atmosphere of high soci-
ety clegance that intimidated us. Perhaps our
art appreciation/interpretation skills are, after
restricting ourselves to restaurant and men's
health spa openings for so long, a little rusty.
Or perhaps we were simply saving ourselves
for the East End Idol karaoke competition at
the Princeton, a decidedly less swish environ-
ment.

One thing we do know is, those ginger pear
cocktails came back later to haunt us (and the
rest of the Princeton patrons) when we per-
formed Jewels “Foolish Games.”




