






























































































































































































































































" fully adequate to both demands.

133 SOME DINNERS I HAVE EATEN.

- platter, and piled a foot high, laid crosswise like cord-
"wood., As fast as inroads were made on the mountain

of speckled, pink-tinted fish, fresh relays were brought
smoking hot from the frying-pan to supply their place.
Mingo Flats'and brook-trout are for ever linked in my
memory, where they hold a sacred place that many a
French chef has vainly sought to invade.

Once upon atime I had & friend who was an English-
man. He had been everywhere, had seen everything,
and his experiences were legion. He was a clever writer,
& fascinating talker, & most delightful companion. Sud-
denly he fell heir to a considerable legacy, and insisted
that I should leave the paper witli which I was connected
to join him in a literary enterprise, for which he stood
ready to furnish all the capital. I at first refused, but he
finally pressed so hard that I yielded, and resigned my
position, His programmo included o trip to London, in

" which I was to join him, and passagé was engufred for

both.- He asked the honor and pleasure of giving a
farewell dinner to my friends the night before we were
to sail, and I could do no less than accept with hearty
thanks. A Broadway restaurant was selected, and in the
afternoon we together made up the menu and selected
the wines. At the appomted hour the invited guests, a
dozen or fifteen in number, were promptly on hand, but
my English friend was unsccountably absent. I was

- gure some accident had befallen him, and I sent out mes-

senger-boys in all directions. The dinner was a depress-

. ing and gloomy occasion, and after it was over I hunted

the police-stations and hospitals, but without success. I
have never seen my English friend since. I did not

- make the trip to London, but I did have the pleasure of

paying for the dinner he had ordered.

. If one is in search of an appetite, with food to match,
there are several places that may be recommended as
For geographical ex-
tremes, with about 2,000 miles between, Moosehead Lake
and the Rocky Mountains might be suggested. Six
weeks’ camping around the shores of the great inland sea
of the Pine Tree State taught me that with the incensc
of the woods in the atmosphere, the hunger born of

. tramping and rowing from daydawn till nightfall, with

the incidental and compensating labor of fishing and
shooting, nothing can bo more satisfactory to the most
jaded palate than the dinner composed of the contribu-
tions from rod and gun.

of bottled beer, cooled air in a shady nook by sparkling
brook - water, with the benediction of a fragrant pipe
whose dreamy wreaths la.ley loose themselves in the up-
rising flames of the camp-fire, then has a happy care-free
mortal known the bliss of dining in a Maine camp. I
might add ‘that if there is any one thing more which
could make one wish that camp-life and vacation-days
might last eternally, it is to have a parson along with the
other good fellows—a parson who tells good stories and
who, forgetting pulpits and creeds, becomes a very priest
of Nature to enthusiastio neophytes of the universal
religion. -All these harmonious elements were a part of
my fortunate experience in never-to-be-forgotten al fresco
dinners in the grand old woods of the Sunrise State.:

. Then, if one seeks the mental and physical exhilara-
tion of high altitudes, these are to be found—I know,
because I found both—in a trip to the Rockies, There
one’s dinner may include such epicurean luxuries as sage
hens—very like quail in that they are not'to be too con-
tinuously indulged in—black-tailed deer, elk, bear, ante-
lIope and other fragrant game. * Occasionally a ‘ mave-

- wiok” falls a prey -to the predatory purveyor, whereupon

-

And if the-overture of fish and .
.the oratorio of game be supplemented by a liquid form

the ¢ outfit ” is excited by the announcement.that there
will be *“buffalo-steaks” for supper—a meal that cor-
responds with the orthodox dinner as to lateness of
hour and substantial quality.
weary rides across alkali deserts and along trails lined
with sage- Drush, with incidental prairie-dogs, casual
rattlesnakes and sporadic jack-rabbits, when a juicy
antelope-steak, smoking hot, garnished with canned
fruits and condiments, and a tin dipper of steaming hot
coffee, produced an internal and sall-pervading satisfac-
tion that & Clover Club dinner at the Bellevue in Phila-
delphia might approximate but never wholly equal. The
diners may be ag first-class, but the dinners are not so
elevated—not so muny thousand feet above sea-level.

It has never been my fortune, good or ill, to dine en
JSamille with a royal or imperial personage—but I had a
narrow edeape, in the ITall of 1873, in Russia. By a
special act of courtesy which I fully appreciated at the
time—and have somefimes wondered at since—I was
allowed, with two other American friends, to thoroughly
inspect every part of tlie Summer Cottage, a short dis-
tance out of St. Petersburg, which was at the time occu-
pied by the then Prince Imperial and now Czar of
Russia.
buildings, are regular show-places, open to any one who
has the time or curiosity to visit them. It is not often
that the sight-seeing taurist has a chance to. invade the

privacy of apartments which are being lived in by people’

‘on the throne, or those presently doomed to that mis-
erable ‘existence. From a knowledge of that fact, we

especially appreciated our run of the rooms where the’
heir - apparent and his wife, with their children, were -

supposed to enjoy their domestic seclusion, The Crown

Prince was off somewhere officially reviewing a militury.

parade, or some such pageant, while the Crown Princess,
née Princess Dagmar of Denmark, was, I suppose, en-
gaged in shopping on the Rue de Nevsky.: Everything
about the establishment was designed for comfort, and

there was not half as much style as is affected by some of

New York’s new rich residents. I rememberI was sit-
ting at the writing-table in the suite sacred to the occu-

pancy of the Crown Princess, mow Czarina, mentally *
enjoying the exquisite daintiness of her stationery, and .

wondering what friends and admirers had showered such

a collection of ravishing paper-cutters on her, when to us .

suddenly entered a liveried servant in trepidation, who,
with a Parisian accent thu.t I could only envy and admire,
conveyed the mformntxon that their Imperml Highnesses
would presently arrive to dine. Even in our democratio
simplicity, having no desire to be de trop, when we had
been the recipients of special courtesies, we presently
took our departure. 'Our way out led us through the
dining-room, where platés were laid for only two, and I
felicitated myself that we had not insisted on remaining
where our presence might have been awkward for all
concerned. I knew from experience how disagreeable it
is for a host or hostess to be obliged to provide for unex-
pected guests at short notice.
s usual, at the Hotel d’Angleterre, ]ust across the square
from St. Isaac’s Cathedral.

Popular superstition has led many simple people to
suppose that the heroes who devote their lives to the
newspaper business—or profession, if you please—lack
the time -or money, or both, to dine according to the
accepted canons of good living. From ample and ex-
tended personal experience I can vouch that such is
not the fact.
more perfect dinner—and I have been something of &
student of gastronomy in fwo continents—than at the

I recall many nights, after -

As a matter of fact, palaces, and all that sort of '

That evening we dined, -

Never in my life have I sat down to a .
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table of the then editor of a newspaper in Rochester,

N.Y. Although he has since reformed and quit journal-
ism, he was at the time in the harness, and was equally

" familiar with the traditions of the elder Bennett, Ray-
mond and Greeley, and the culinary conceits of Brilliat .

Saverain. Combining the rare qualities of a true sports-
man—who enjoys with keenest zest the pleasures of pur-
veying in forest and stream—with those of the genuine
gourmet, he is equal to all the demands of the table,
whether viewed as a science or a high art, being at once
hunter, chef and connoisseur. On a New Year's Day not
very long ago he gave a dinner to a small party of “liter-
ary fellows.” For elaborate simplicity, for perfect poise
in the relations of each dish to all the others, for artistic
completencss of piquancy only to satisfy the appetite, I
venture the assertion that even the late Sam Ward, in his
rarest inspirations, could have produced no menu to sur-
pass it. A single item was the blue violet salad which
delighted the eye only to entrance the palate. The fame
of this salad has since traveled the whole country over,
and I am not sure that it has not reached the salons of
Paris. If it has, this one noble achievement will have
sufficed to convince them that all Amencans are not
savages.

The gastronomic dude may find his highest enjoyment
in ordering ortolans cooked according to his own secret
formula, or an omelet of humming-bird’s eggs; the
New England Yankee has a platonic affection for that
nightmare of indigestion known as-pie, and becomes cor-
respondingly addicted to every nostrum reputed effica-
cious in the cure of dyspepsia ; the Baltimore gourmet

Jxegisters an opinion before high heaven that there are
. not more cooks than can be counted on the fingers of

one hand who know how to treat a terrapin—with unani-
mous consent including Secretary Bayard as one of these
immortals ; the ex-Reverend Adirondack Murray mo-
destly confesses the belief that there is only one man
possessed of sufficient genius of the proper brand to
bLroil an oyster, and that that man is now keeping a
restaurant in Montreal ; the Hoboken Turtlo Club asserts
that it has the only genuine and soul-satisfying recipe

. for the concoction of a soup from the amphibious crea-

ture whose name it bears ; like the conundrums relat-
ing to the Man with the Iron Mask and the authorship
of the ¢ Junius” letters, there is still a division among
those competent to decide as to whether the famous Fish
House punch can hold a candle to those brewed by Mr.
Henry Watterson ; the Ichthyophagous Club assumes the
airs of & phllanthroplst for having introduced octopusand

hell-benders to Christian palates ; Philadelphia calls her |

Liberty Bell to witness that there is a divinity that shapes
the happy fate of one who eats Delaware planked shad at
Gloucester ; but, whatever differences may exist as to the
axiomatic truth of cach or all of these propositions, there
is no civilized man who will not agree that to be late in
kecping a dinner engagement is & social crime of such
magnitude that no adequate punishment has ever been

" devised or ever can be inflicted.

On the other hand, the-prompt fulfillment of such ob-
ligations is one of the few experiences when one is com-
fortably made aware that virtue is its own reward.

"It was in 1873 that I kept o dinner engagement, made

al long range, which has never ceased to afford gratifica-

tion in the retrospect. It was in April of the year men-
tioned that Mr. A. B. Pullmat;, of the Pullman Palace

. Car Company, came into the Chicago newspaper-office

where I was_then employed. He called to say Good-by
just before starting on a trip to England, whence he was
going- to introduce the cars of his company.. .- ...

B S S ‘.

,fnend in the smoking-room.

! satmfy nll that f(hllow it

" ““Where will you live while in London ?” I asked.

‘At the Langham,” he said. :
“I may be over later, and will call on you,” I con-
tinued. '

“T'll be glad to see you.
will you ?”

_“Vith pleasure, but .when ? I don't like dinner in-
vitations that are too general and indefinite.”*’

“Tix your own date,” replied Mr. Pullman, with a
laugh.

*Bix o'clock, August 1st,” I responded, with the same
matter-of-fact tone as though arrangmg to dine with him
at the Tremont House that day week in Chicago.

“Mind you' don’t let the soup grow cold,” were his
last words, as I wished him Bon voyage /

After a tedious twelve days’ passage I landed in Liver-
pool on the last day of July. A party of friends insisted
I shounld remain over with them a day or two in Liver-
pool, get rested, and do some sightseeing.

““Impossible,” I told them. ¢I have an engagement
in London with which nothing can be allowed to inter-
fere.”

Going on to London, I reached the Langham Hotel,
about five o’clock of the afternoon of August first. After
being assured that Mr. Pullman was stopping there; I
was shown to my rooms, and made my toilet for dinner.
It yet lacked fifteen minutes to six o’clock when I came,
down-stairs, and was informed that I would find my
He was sitting at a table
with some English gentlemen, enjoying & dfe-3-tfe over
glasses of brandy-and-soda. Walking up behind him, I
touched him lightly on the shoulder, and quietly asked :
¢ Isn't it about dinnexr-time ?”’

He turned, gazed at me in a dazed sort of a way for a
moment,. then springing up aud giving my band an
honest, old-fashioned, hearty, North American shaking,
exclaimed-: ‘“Great Scot! You did keep it, didn’t you ?”

As no plausible denial suggested itself on the instant,
he ot once took me to the department presided over by
the barmaid, whom he had successfully inducted into the
mysteries of a highly ornate Yankee cocktail. On sam-
pling the efforts of his accomplished and most charm-
ing pupil, while pledgmg far distant mutual friends, I
felt myself so amply rewarded for having kept to a
minute a dinner engagement made four months before
and four thousand miles away, that the Langham table
d'hdte dinner, which presently followed, became but'a
mere incident, although a thoroughly agreeable one, in
the achievement.

Be sure and dine with me,

Masor JomngoN, in a recent book of travels, thus re-
lates an ancient Hungarian custom : ‘“ When a young man
wanted to ‘pop’ to the object of his affections, he called

‘at the house one evening, and paid a long visit, but made

no allusion to the subject nearest his heart. On going
away he forgot his cloank, and the next day watched the
house. If the clonk was still inside, he was the happiest
of men ; but were it hanging outside, ho took the fact as
his congé.* This is all very well for would-be Benedicts,
but if & confirmed bachelor should happen to leave lis
cloak by mistake, he might be let in for an action for
‘breach,’ or a stab from an infuriated brother.”

ProE is as loud a beggar as want, and a great deal
more.saucy. When you have bought one fine thing you’
must buy ten more, that your appearance may be all of a
piece ; but it is easier to suppress the first desire than to

o 4. Gow wiid



