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Restaurant Experiences : Comic, Heroic, Tragic  


Everyone has had them. Send me yours.
     "Erst kommt das Fressen, dann kommt die Moral"

 






-- Berthold Brecht,


Route 7 Near Pittsfield Mass.  


As we drove South from Williamstown, big sign on the road advertised a certain  Italian Restaurant. Sounded good and we were hungry. Ordered Spaghetti Bolognaise. Waitress said "Sorry, we've just run out of packages of spaghetti." So we ate tuna sandwiches. 

             Middle of Kansas, perhaps Manhattan. 

Asparagus season in an asparagus raising area. Sign said "Asparagus : the universal food" Menu listed asparagus soup, fried, roasted, garlicked, also asparagus bread , doughnuts and cupcakes. We chose the cupcakes and coffee. Couldn't taste the asparagus, but later, peeing, the characteristic asparagus odor emerged. Benjamin Franklin has written about this.  


University of Hobart, Hobart Tasmania. 

A welcoming barbecue picnic for Guests at the Conference. In the nearby athletic field, a large pit with burning logs and covered with an enormous steel plate. We'd heard that the national dish of Australia was steak and eggs, but there were contrary opinions The master cook threw many thick steaks onto the plate and set them a- grilling  No eggs. But thick slices of bread and many bottles of a National Condiment called Vegemite. An ignorant comment from an Aussie Friend :"You have your peanut butter and we have our Vegemite. " I was polite and didn't bother to correct peanut butter to ketchup. 



Boston Massachusetts 

We'd heard that the fanciest restaurant in downtown Boston was Locke-Ober's at Winter Place.  We wanted to celebrate something, scrounged up a few dollars and walked in the door bravely. A maitre d' immediately handed me a coat and a tie and bid me put them on. 

          Seated,  we examined the menu and decided what we might order within the constraints set by our meager purse. Ultimately, a dish came and it was splendid. Halfway through our eating, our waiter began to hover over my shoulder and kept looking at what was on our plate. 


      "Something wrong ?" I asked him. 

               "You ordered Chicken Royale, but what you have is there Steak á l'Orange Marinade. Three times as expensive. " 

We were shocked, bewildered , and looked unbefriended. The waiter noted our unease and said "I'll have to consult the Maitre."  The two  of them went off  to the side and jabbered.  I overheard  the words "These students !".  The waiter came back "Go on finish. Same price. Bon appétit." 




 London , England

Near the old British Museum in Bloomsbury and just up the street from Hotel Kingsley where my father-in-law, LF,  frequently stayed , and near a very large umbrella shop, there was the Kedassiah Restaurant, one of the few strictly kosher restaurants in central London (currently relocated in the burbs.)  Upon his recommendation, I tried it out one day for lunch. The waiter, looking rather bored, handed me a long and diverse menu. I ordered a dish. The waiter said "We're out of that." I ordered another dish. Same response. 


"Well, what do you have ?"

" I don't know. But try it;  you'll like it. And it's glatt. " 




 Paris , France


LF was in Paris. He looked around for a kosher restaurant and found one. It must have been like the Kedassiah in London. Afterwards he said to someone, "What's all this about Parisian food being so wonderful ? I didn't find it so."



New York, New York 
          Place: A kosher restaurant. Manhattan 

Patron: So what's good tonight ? 

Waiter: Try the roast chickem You'll like it. 

Patron : I had chicken yesterday. 

Waiter:  So my mistake. So try the stuffed turkey. Our 



executive chef made stuffing this afternoon.  

Patron: You have an executive chef here ? 

Waiter:   You think we are a rinkeydink foofnik place ? 


Sam ?  Are you listening, Sam ? Come and tell 


this young man a  few things." 




Cambridge, Massachusetts 

In the Spring of 1941, Dunster House, my dorm, laid on a celebration for its 10th Anniversary. Eminences such as Clarence H. Haring, Master of Dunster House,  James Bryant Conant, Harvard President, Abbot Lawrence Lowell, former Prersident, Governor of Massachusetts Leverett Saltonstall were present  I have now little recollection of what these eminences said in their remarks. What I do remember is that Governor Leverett Saltonstall got up and said 

     "Well, I see you fellows have had a pretty good meal tonight. Much better than the usual blue plate specials they give politicians when they speak." (A slight gasp at the vulgarity of the expression "Blue Plate." Then: Laughter.) 


The gasp can easily be explained by recalling that in those days one could get a rather full meal at Waldorf's Cafeteria or at Hays-Bickford's for 35 cents, but the blue plate special cost 65 cents. 

               

St. Johns, Newfoundland

Conference Dinner, Meeting of Canadian Mathematical Society at Memorial University. A pro forma  welcoming talks was given by the Lieutenant Governor of Newfoundland and Labrador.It went along the following lines: " I am honored  and pleased to be with you very smart people this evening . Of course you understand that my knowledge of mathematics stops with the multiplication table on the backs of copy books. So instead I'll tell you a few things about our local product and delicacy of which we are very proud: cod cheeks….. "  



Dundee, Scotland


At the University of Dundee sometime in January. A celebration of Bobby Burns' Birthday. Some  attendees were wearing the traditional Scottish dress: kilt, sporran, and with dirks inserted in their left socks. The notes of a bagpiper sounded. We all stood up. The piper marched in followed by the cook carrying the traditional haggis on a large silver tray. The tray was set down on a center table,  whiskey was poured over the haggis and lit to great applause. After which one man rose and recited the Burns' Address to the Haggis .The first verse I will reproduce here courtesy of Google.  



Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face, 


Great chieftain o the puddin'-race!


Aboon them a' ye tak your place,


Painch, tripe, or thairm:


Weel are ye worthy o' a grace


As lang's my arm. 
