WE GIVE YOU THE HOTELS

Personal Service Is Full of Practical Magic

@ “The guest is always right.”
Such is the watchword of the
modern hotel. Incredible que-
ries are answered; strange requests are
taken care of without the flicker of an
eyclash-on the part of the hotel em-
ployees, or a single ripple on the sur-
face calm of the hotel management. It
is all a part of what is known in the
hotels as “personal service.”

A gentleman wants to know how
long a course he has to take before he
can practice as a licensed masseur in
the State of Illinois. A lady wants a
maid to come in every morning and
wash her back. The confident mother
of a six-months’ old baby sends down
his bottles to be sterilized in the hotel
kitchen and please will they make up
the attached formula for him every
day? Each demand is promptly and ef-
fectively taken care of and if some one
spent a bad fifteen
minutes with the
Medical Society of
New York or if the
caps on the baby’s
bottles presented a
serious problem un-
til the big Italian
chef with a dexter-
ous turn of the
wrist slipped them on with a “I haf
nine bambini at home,” the would-be
masseur and the young mother never
knew it. My guess is that the hotel
manager’s desk is the nearest thing we

have to Aladdin’s Lamp.

@ At the Gotham, for instance, a very
important lady telephones from Wash-
ington that she is coming to New York,
is anxious to stay at the Gotham, and
must have a quart of fresh goat’s milk
every day. Mr. Max Haering, the man-
ager, who is a Swiss, brought up on
goat’s milk, thought that was easy and
assured the lady that it would be on
hand. “Then,” he told me, “began as
bad a twenty-four hours as I've had in
a long time.” He called up all

the big milk companies in

New York. Nothing doing.

One after another he called *
the farms that supply the ho- =
tel with other necessaries, all
with the same result. People
don’t keep goats any more.
By this time I was breathless.

Remembering Heidi and the
rosy cheeks her Alpine goat’s
milk and cheese had given
her, I knew that the sick woman musz
have what the doctor prescribed and
the time was getting short. “What did
you do?” I asked. Finally, after hours
at the telephone he had found a little
farm in the centre of New Jersey that
kept a goat or two, and the farmer
agreed to bring in the precious quart
every day. By this time I had become so
old-worldish that T half expected Mr.
Haering to tell me that the farmer had
sent it in in a dog cart with a little boy
running along beside it, but apparently
it was driven in by the usual Ford and
even at that took over an hour each
way. And the lady was much obliged,
but not a great deal more.

@Delmonico’s idea of personal service
(which is pretty
general) is to treat
the guests of the
hotel exactly as if
they were guests in
a private home.
Maids are asked to
report illnesses, an-
niversaries and
birthdays that may
come to their attention and flowers or
cakes or both are sent in to the guest
as the case seems to require. If a lady
is ill, the housekeeper always goes in
to see her and find out if there is any-
thing she can do. If it’s a man, the as-
sistant manager, very properly, goes to
offer his services. A certain anonymous
lady who comes to the hotel frequently,
sleeps on her right side. At first sight,
this seems unimportant enough. But
since the lady also cannot sleep facing
a window this means that whenever
she comes to the hotel she must be
given a room where the bed faces a
blank right wall. Things like that are
almost automatic, Mr. Martin, the man-
ager, tells me. A card index is kept of
every guest and of each request
the guest makes, so that at
Delmonico’s one never asks
for a thing like that twice.
Mr. Martin’s favorite story
(and mine) is this. A lady
who had an apartment in the
hotel had gone to Florida for
a few weeks, One day the as-
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trusive service are famous
the world over . . . Its spa-
cious suites, too, are truly
characteristic of this aristo-
crat of hotels . . . Dinner and
supper dancing nightly in
the Ambassador Grill. The
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Spaciousness, sunlight, charm
and beauty...in a modern set-
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venience combined with an old
fashioned ideal of livability.
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For a True Appreciation
of the Famous Spring Season

Ideally, fashionably situated on the
Boardwalk, directly overlooking
beach and sea, Hotel Dennis offers r
the cozy comfort of home with the
luxury of leisure perfectly attended
and supplemented with a famed
cuisine.

Extensive sun decks and solaria
flank a colorful Garden Terrace.

Ocean view from guest rooms. Games
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for children.

Interesting Spring Rates
{ American and European Plans ‘

Golf. Horseback Riding. Roller

Chairing.  Theatres. Cards. Con-

certs. Dances.

Annual Atlantic City Horse Show
May 16—17—18—19

WALTER J. BUZBY, INC,

sistant manager, walking by, heard a vic-
trola playing in the supposedly empty apart-
ment. He walked in and there sat one of the
hotel maids complacently playing the lady’s
victrola. On being severely reprimanded she
explained serencly and truthfully that she had
been instructed to come in every day during
the lady’s absence and play three classical
records for the canary, He was used to it, it
started him singing and kept him in voice.
Fact.

® When Balbo and his ninety-five men were
staying at the Ambassador, the whole ho-
te] went Italian pretty thoroughly. Four Ital-
ian-speaking operators were on the switch-
board day and night and all the operators
were taught to count up to sixteen so that
‘they could take the room calls. The ele-

*vator boys all had to learn to count, too, so
that they could let the men off at the right

floors—and all this just as a matter of course
to make it easier for the Italian visitors. “As
a matter of fact,” said Miss Catherine
Bourne, the Ambassador’s agreeable and
competent telephone supervisor, “all our girls
could practically speak Italian by the time
the fliers left. Of course they’re used to lots
of languages on the board.” It usually takes
them a lirtle while to work out expressions
that the English use, but they soon learn that
“boots” means “bootblack,” “motor” means
“car” and “chemist,” “druggist.” Every pos-
sible human need goes over the wires of the
hotel switchboard. Some one called the radio
man at the Ambassador the other day to
ask him to fix the radio so that it wouldn’t
run so fast.

® At the Savoy Plaza, Miss Helen Roche,
the supervisor of telephones, told me some
of the problems she and her staff have had
to unravel. Once a woman called her and
wanted her to help locate a maid that she
had had seven years before. It took her
about three hours and the maid was in the
guest’s room the next day. Gold star for the
Savoy Plaza. Another guest who lives there
was spending the winter in Paris. She called
Miss Roche from Paris and gave her specific
directions as to how to measure several pieces
of furniture in her apartment. She was buy-
ing very expensive brocades for re-upholster-
ing them and wanted exact measurements.
Responsible jobs like that are just part -of the
day’'s work to the seasoned hetel operator.
Locating people that guests know vaguely are
in “some hotel in New York,” and putting
through long-distance calls for the Joneses
“who are in some big hotel in Chicago” is
almost as much a routine job as putting in a
house call, and costs the hotel guest no more
for extra service.

® Who hasn’t heard of Richard and Holling
Lowe of Franklin, Idaho, who wrote the
General Electric Company asking to exchange
their collection of birds’ eggs and various
other precious objects for a Frigidaire for
their mother, and of their resulting trip, as the
guests of the same G. E. Co., to New York?
There was one incident connected with that
trip that I hadn’t heard until Mr. O’Connell
of the Biltmore told it to me a day or two
ago. The two boys were put up at the Bilt-
more with their mother, in no less a place
than' the Presidential Suite, and I don’t doubt
that the G. E. Co. and the Hotel thought
they’d done pretty well by the family from
out of the West. They had barely closed the
doors on them, however, when the telephone
at the desk rang. It was one of the boys.
Apparently Mrs. Lowe couldn’t find a rock-
ing chair in the whole of the Presidential
Suite, and would it be possible to find her
one? So, quick as a flash, a comfortable old-
fashioned one was dragged out of the store-
room, dusted off, and sent up to Mrs. Lowe
who from then on seemed to have nothing
left to wish for.

The Biltmore is\a mine of rinformation

on personal service. One man who comes
there often, has his own mattress with his
own name tag—the very kind your mother
hopefully sewed on your handkerchiefs when
you went away to college—stitched on it.
The mattress is kept in the store-room and
carefully brought out each time the gentleman
comes to town. He just can’t sleep on any-
thing else. Another man must have every
bulb in the room changed till theyre -all
6o-watt. And he goes around and looks at the
mark on each to make sure. Still another
man must have eight blankets on his bed
regardless of the season. These may seem defi-
nitely odd requests, but woe unto the hotel
manager who overlooks them. He even learns
to keep calm when guests ask, as they often do
at the Biltmore when chartering plane pas-
sage, to have the hotel guarantee them perfect
safety on the flight.

These generalizations I gathered at the
Biltmore too. There is very much less lost
since the depression—twa-thirds less, in fact.
People seem to be holding on to what they
have. Men usually leave inexpensive stuff.
Women can be expected to leave anything
from jewels down. Men demand bodily com-
fort from a hotel; women .color and atmos-
phere. Most women dislike orchid and green,
and men, for the most. part, like red in furni-
ture and drapes.

® The Park Lane is a residential hotel
which for that very reason is able to give a
special personal touch to its service for tran-
sient visitors. People are names and not num-
bers. Mrs. X. likes a very particular brand of
Canadian bacon and likes to buy it herself,
but leaves the cooking of it confidently to
Georges Goneau, the chef, who fixes it just to
her taste. He does the same with ducks which
another lady has sent down to her in season.
There are at least three people who insist on
having their own particular Sanka pots. I can’t
help wondering whether it’s because they
think the coffee tastes differently or if they
just like the familiar feel of the handle. Sev-
eral people who live at the Park Lane have
their meals served with their own linen and
silver which the hotel keeps for them in spe-
cial cupboards. The hotel likes rendering
gracious little services like that,

® Mr. George Brown, one of the managers
at the Plaza, who has been there twenty-
seven years, tells me of a problem that faced
him last fall. A gentleman who had been
coming to the hotel for years, came back last
November with an injured foot, wanting
more than anything else in the world a rat-
tan porch chair to lie on. Now Mr, Brown
had known this gentleman a long time and
was personally interested—as I think he is in
all who come and go through the Plaza’s
doors—in seeing that he got what he wanted,
and though the rattan-porch-chair season had
bloomed and gone to seed with the surnmer
zinnias, he took one of the hotel boys, hailed
a taxi and set out to see what he could do.
As he feared, at the first three stores he ap-
proached, he got the same answer. Absolutely
nothing in stock. Not again till next summer.
Then he went to Macy’s. Pushed way off in a
corner somewhere he saw just what he was
after. “But we are very sorry,” said the De-
partment Superintendent, - “that chair is a
sample and cannot be sold.” Mr. Brown could
not be thwarted now. He took the elevator
straight to the office of Mr. Straus himself,
knowxmT that Mr. Straus had been a friend
of the Plaza for years, and within fifteen
minutes Mr. Brown and the boy and the rat-
tan porch chair were speeding up the Avenue
in the taxi, having accomplished the impos-
sible.

® A story that I'd heard around town for a
long while I finally tracked down to the
Pierre. I'd heard that when the King of
Siam was here all the floors of his hotel,
above his own, had to be cleared out be-
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cause of some old Oriental custom or some-
thing. Mr. Pierre laughed and explained it
so that any Occidental could understand it.
The King and the twelve people in his en-
tourage had the Imperial Suite on the 17th
floor. The King was very tired and nervous
after his long voyage and had to rest, as
you remember, for the operation on his eye.
So to keep the Suite entirely quiet the whole
floor above was cleared out. But that was
only part of the service. Ten secret service
men were in the hotel all the time. No one
was permitted to go near the floor without
being questioned by these men. Telephone
calls were as rigorously censored. Entertaining
royalty is not simple, customs, or no cus-
toms, but the Pierre takes it in its stride.

® The Waldorf-Astoria has a special per-
sonal service department called the “About
the City” Bureau. This department, as its lit-
tle folder will tell you, can do anything from
doing the shopping for you for the folks back
home to telling you where to have your suit
invisibly mended. It supplies guides in several
languages and can tell you where Helen Mor-
gan is singing now or when Noel Coward
is coming to town.

One day a gentleman from Quebec rushed
up to the desk at 3:30 in the afternoon. He
had a letter from a Canadian Bishop to an
eminent dignitary of the church in New York
and had to have an answer from the latter
gentleman’s office before his train left at
9:30 that night for Canada. He was at that
moment bound for Wall Street and would re-
turn in an hour to see what Miss Eva Mc-
Adoo, who is in charge of the Bureau, had
been able to accomplish. Now the Waldorf-
Astoria has many connections around town
and through this person and that things were
arranged so that when the distraught young
man returned from Wall Street he was in-
formed of the exact hour of his appointment
with the Eminent Dignitary’s private secre-
tary. “This means emeralds in your tiara
when you get to heaven, young woman!”
was the remark Miss McAdoo heard as he
dashed off.

At 8:30 one evening one of the assistant
managers of the hotel was hastily summoned
by the Information Clerk. The lady in Suite
21 has spilled something on the dress she
was to wear to the Ball at the hotel tonight
and she must have another before ten o’clock!
What was a mere man to do? It was after
hours and the Bureau was closed, but the
manager reached Miss McAdoo at home, got
the name of a costumer, with supreme cour-
age called him, gave the lady’s size and color
prcferencc, and by ten o’clock five dresses
were in Suite 21.

One morning the telephone of the Bureau
rang. To Miss McAdoo’s polite good morn-
mg a woman’s voice said crisply “Weather?”

“Outside, you mean?” said Miss McAdoo stall-
ing for time. “Certamly, certainly! What
kind of a day is it? Will T need a warm
coat today?” Another vmce, a man’s this time,
asked simply, “Where is the black panther?”
He meant Frank Buck’s black panther of
“Bnng Em Back Alive” fame, but just after
one’s morning coffee, who would ever think
of that? The panther was found through Mr.
Buck’s agent. Another man wanted two litde
bears that wouldn’t grow up to be big bears
as they were to be for pets.

Part of Miss McAdoo’s duties is to write
discouraging answers to letters written in
by young men who want to come to.the big
city as escorts for ladies who want to go
places. One hopeful letter was from a lad
out West somewhere who gave among other
recommendations about himself, such as what
college he had attended and what books he
had read, the fact that he had had excellent
experience riding the range and canning pine-
apples. What references for a New York
gigolo! Pray heaven he is still riding the
range.

KATHERINE (GAUSs) JaCksoN.
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k that is devoted to your own fair
sex. Here, mere man is allowed
only when in your company.

You, toe, will join in the praises
of what many term “The finest
cocktails in New York,” prepared
under the direction of that dean
of bartenders — Joe Hentschel.

JosephSzigeti and his Hungarian
Orchestra during cocktail hour.

g %x/! Haering, Res. Mgr.
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DINNER AND SUPPER
DANCING AND ENTERTAINMENT

No Couvert for dinner guests
Supper Couvert $1.00
Saturday $2.00

Special Whiteman din-
ner concerts every Sun-
day evening 7:30 to 9
P.M. Program of mod-
ern American music
with augmented orches-
tra of 35 and Noted
Guest Artists. weekly
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Try a complete change this year. Spend a thrilling holiday in Britain . .. Southampton,
Glasgow and Liverpool are only a few days away from America. Travel on British trains
luxuriously equipped and where even third class is super-comfortable. 1z Britain is an ever-
changing pageant of the old and the new. Gay resorts, music, art, theatres, splendid shops
and salons on one hand and 2 pageant of historic shrines, abbeys, castles, cathedrals and cus-
toms on the other. Explore the pathway of centuries one day if you choose——on another, see
a pageant of sports at Wimbledon, Epsom, Cowes, Gleneagles, or St. Andrews. 3¢ A pageant
of beauty and absorbing interest to enjoy every day, utterly unlike anything you have ex-
perienced before and impossible to see elsewhere. 3¢ The Continent is easily reached from
London and you have a number of de luxe routes to choose from, including the favourite
“Golden Arrow” way to Paris and the famous Harwich routes to Holland and Belgium. 3t We
have planned a number of trips covering the most interesting places to see~——with steam-
ship and railroad tickets, hotels, sightseeing, meals—everyshing included—here’s a sample:

FOR FREE BOOKLET with maps and
illustrations, write Dept. 25

T. R. DESTER, General Trafic Manager
ASSOCIATED BRITISH

RAILWAYS Inc.
551 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N.Y.

FLYING

&

33-DAY TOUR=ALL EXPENSES—~$500
New York ... Southampton. .. London, .. Shakespeare
Land ...Windermere. .. English Lakes...Trossachs...
Kyles of Bute.,.lona & Staffa...Caledonian Canal...
Inverness.. Edinburgh .. Durham & Yotk..Lincoln..Ely

& Cambridge...Calais...Paris...Chetbourg... New York

s |
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ASSOCIATED BRITISH

RAILWAYS [/ue.

NOTES FROM
THE EDITOR’S OFFICE

Henry F. Pringle, whose biography of
Theodore Roosevelt won the Pulitzer Prize,
is doing a series of three articles for us on
great American editors, Our biographies have
met with such hearty response that they will
continue.

We can’t help being pleased at the group
of short stories which we have scheduled for
the next few numbers. The writers sound like
a roll call of top-flight American writers:
Thomas Wolfe, William Faulkner, Erskine
Caldwell, Langston Hughes, Grace Flandrau,
Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings, Struthers Burt,
Nancy Hale.

Leland Stowe, Paris correspondent of The
Herald Tribune, dropped in and had many
interesting things to say about the French
situation and how the poilu-in-the-street looks
at it. It was his first visit to the United States
since 1929 and he was cheered up by what he
saw. He prefers it to the country he left in
boom times,

Roy Harris, brilliant young American com-
poser, came in to leave some biographical in-
formation in connection with his article
“America’s Future Music” which we shall
publish soon. He tells us that Columbia is
recording as its first selection of modern
American work his symphony played by the
Boston Symphony Orchestra.

“Don’t look for too much advice. Make a
magazine you like. Keep on the way you are
going,” writes one correspondent, in response
to a request for his reaction to the magazine.
It is cheerful to find such faith and support
and it is quite true that a magazine cannot be
edited by popular referendum. Yet remarks
from our readers are invaluable. The brick
bats they send are healthy for us, and there’s
nothing that begins an editor’s day more
pleasantly than intelligent letters from pleased
readers.

Ben Ray Redman, whose “Obscenity and
Censorship” appears in the May ScRIBNER’S,
wrote an article four years ago for us called
“Is Censorship Possible?” His answer was in
the negative. Much has happened to prove his
thesis since then. He now inquires among
other things, will greater literature result from
greater freedom?

It is not often that we find space for remi-
niscence or memoirs, but Stephen Bonsal’s
account of John L. Sullivan’s battles with
Charley Mitchell in France and the Emperor
William’s funeral in Berlin, both happening
in the same week and both covered by him
for James Gordon Bennetts Herald with
Arthur Brisbane as rival reporter on the
Sullivan story, is a gem. We shall publish it
in two numbers, beginning May. Mr. Bonsal
was special foreign correspondent for The
Herald from 1884 to 1906, when he went to
Russia to cover uprisings there for The New
York Times. Some time ago we published
Will Irwin’s “A Job of Reporting” which told
the story of how his newspaper classic “The
City That Was,” written at the time of the
San Francisco earthquake, came into being.
Mr. Bonsal here tells how he happened to
scoop the world on the meeting between John
L. and the Prince of Wales (later King Ed-
ward VII).

Albert Jay Nock, whose 4 Journa of
These Days has just been published—and a
most interesting book it is, will let loose a
blast against the powers that be in an early
number, It is called “Life, Liberty and . . .



