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At a popular and expensive restaurant, the maitre d’ leads a couple, dressed in formal evening wear, to a table near the window. The gentleman informs the maitre d’ that they are waiting for a third person who will arrive late from the symphony. He orders a bottle of wine and three glasses.


About forty-five minutes later a short, balding man in a tuxedo strides past the front desk, waives the maitre d’ aside, and walks to the table where his two friends wait. He sits down, looks around, thrusts his hand into the air and snaps his fingers.


The maitre d’ walks up to the table and asks if he can be of service. The man in the tuxedo says sharply, “Pour me some wine!”


The maitre d’ replies firmly. “Sir, my parents taught me that the most effective way to ask for things was to use please and thank you.”


In a voice loud enough for everyone to hear, the man says, “Obviously you don’t know who I am. I am a conductor.”


The maitre d’ replies, in a voice equally as loud, “Oh, you work on a train?”
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