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The Service Sequence, With Soul

My three touches: the first, when serving the main course — “Careful, the plate is hot on this side; and the

meat is cooked exactly the way you ordered it.” Useful information plus a promise kept, in one sentence. The

second, two bites in and without a word: I walk past, catch their eye, read their face. If there’s a problem, I

catch it in time; if not, I haven’t interrupted anything — the elegant check is the one the guest can ignore.

And the third, at the close: one personalized with what the table gave me during dinner. If they mentioned it’s

their first time in the city, a recommendation for tomorrow written in two lines with the check. If they were

celebrating, congratulations by name. The closing touch signs the dinner — it is the last memory on the way

to the door.

The discipline that holds them up: there are three, chosen, at moments of natural pause. The server who

makes ten “touches” isn’t giving magic: he’s laying siege. Magic, like good service, knows when not to be

there.


