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The Trident in Sausalito and Cantor’s in Los Angeles. Both are
eateries that transcend the stock categories of food palaces, or
even hangouts. The Trident has evolved into a “freedom of ex-
pression” and Cantor’s into a “‘tradition.” They are catering
reflections of two differing life styles — and the key word 1s
Stvle. It’s not service-with-a-smile that counts any more. It’s

service with Style.

THE LADIGS A LA MODE

Fi

Laurie and Lou: I was a Playboy Bunny and really into the heavy makeup and uplift
bra thing, But now . . . 've been working here for over a year and the make-up is gone
except my sequin siars and I'm really inte old clothes and lots of feathers. Everything I
own has magle and I try to make people aware of that magic while 'm working . . . 1

love to turn "em on by the way I look different every day.
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by Blair Sabol

Five years apo The Trident was
barely gmoing through the motions of
being a “jazz joint™ with all the at-
tendant  atmosphere: lots of black
leather, red rugs, cigarette smoke over-
cast, as well as “Bunny” rejects for
wililresses—to lend a stamp of authen-
ticity. But authentic for whom or for
what became the guestion.

Time marched on, forgetting to take
with it the “clubbing " scene, and
leaving owner Frank Werber in the
throes of rapid culture changes. He
ended up trading his full-time job of
managing the Kingston Trio for or-
ganically tripping on “self-discovery.”
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Werber went from bookings to busts,
And all for the better, Naturally
encugh. Werber took his Trident trip-
ping along with him . . . changing its
interior . . . painting the ceiling in
brght organic colors . . . arching,
curving wooden partiions—no right-
angles—for backrests and a sense of
space, . . . Mone of the Dayglosploteh-
iness of 1967-vintage psychedelia that
mark a sell-out organization—just
natural wood-grained comfort and lots
of greenery,

Oh yea . . . there's still a liquor bar
but organic juices have become the
highlights (higher and lighter) and
the drastically modified menu includes

Photos by Chesley Bemish

Janie (supposedly vored
the Best Dressed by the
rest of the Trident La-
dies): T was alwayy
clothes conscious but
over the yvear that Fre
been working here Pve
bought more far-out
stuff and bought fust a
lot more in general, |
really don't own any
straight clothes any
more. It's great 1o wear
what you are . . . your
personality. That's why
people dig the Trident
o wmuch . . . ‘cause they
can relate to the pirls
since the girls loek real
arnd not like an anilsepiic
white milk bottle. Be-
sides, having no dress
code here makes you
miore than fust a wail-
ress. You become a cre-
ative head by just in-
verling your own outfit
each time,

freshly baked and grown goodies from
nearby communes’ kitchens and gar-
dens. The Trident has become health-
fully re-established within the commu-
nity and people recognize it as part of
the hipper-restaurant solution instead
of the problem,

And it is because of the Trident's
more liberated approach that some
thirty to forty people descend upon
the restaurant daily asking for jobs . . .
and more specifically, chicks. It has
become sratus 0 be a Trident "lady.”
That’s a Trdent “lady,” not “wait-
ress, “If she's playing a part,” ex-
plains house manager Lou Ganapoler,
“you’ll pick it right up. She has to it
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Tovce (standing, has worked there for six months): Fm selling antigues and old clothes as a
spare time deal and I really like to dress in things Pve put together myself . . . handmade
items. They mean so much more and [ feel better working in something that is truly me.
Julie (her first day on the job): 'm wearing a mini today but I already feel the need fo pet a
little freakier. I think I'm too hard edge right now.

in with the cosmic flow of the place.
That's why we let them dress the way
they are, Every girl here is known to
be a beauty because she is being her
real self. Wearing clothes she really
sees on the streets and being just the
plain person that she is, Mo putting
on a strange uniform and acting up-
tight because that's the superimposed
attitude stemming from the manage-
ment,"” Frank adds a few more prere-
quisites: “I like them to dress the way
they would if they were at home turn-
ing on with their cats. It's more com-
fortable and freer for them to operate,
However the chicks must really dig
themselves first and not be afraid of

how to show it™ He means in spirit
as well as the more obvious physical
features, like bralessness and thrifty
antique chiffon “transparencies” so
often used to slam home the liberafed
Mmessage,

Frank and Lou keep an unusual em-
plovee file—a Polaroid album full of
all their past and present girls, cate-
gorized according to “beginners”
“permanent,” “cashiers” and “host-
esses,” not to mention their four-star
ratings. And believe it or not the only
numerology recorded besides apge —
which averages to about 22—was that
of Social Security and not of measure-
ments. Very few back references are

dbfz:ﬁ!: My great

FEXY . . .
the body to wear almost anything . . .

W i |
thing is thar Fve

H B
been
living in the woods in Nicasio (California)
and coming to work gives me a chance o
put on clothes that I just can't wear phere.
Like rthis long siinky jersey thing . . . man ir's

and like, well, basically, Fve pot

asked of the girls, although the most
prevalent “previous job held" was
“srooving.” Lou admits, “We are so
inte our girls giving forth that certain
energy and spirit that we tell our peo-
ple. 'Look, our service is lousy but
our karma is high and vital.” ”

In the same way that Frank and
Lou are free-spirited parental figures
to the high-minded Trident Team, zo
are Mr, and Mrs, Cantor and son Al-
bert to their capable crew of fifty or
s0 lovable females. And while the Tn-
dent ladies are “growing organically™
and self-realizing—using their Trident
stints as a prelude to their “heavier
acts im the future™ (there's a ten-to
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Frank Werber
Mr, Cantor: Yeah . . . my gals are great and I freat "em
pretry good . . . I guess. But ag for me . . . I donl |

make half the living really jrom them as I do from my
pickles,

A
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Bessie: It took ws a long time for the unions to provide
us with our uniforms . . . and as long ax they are provid-
ing them, why not wear them? [ find no complaints about
Loweell L L . mavbe they could be a different color
every week but other than that they are comfortable, neat
and respectable and isw't thar how everyone should look?

them .

twenty-percent monthly turnover) —
the Cantor's pros have made waiting
on tables a full-time profession, a way
of life.

For some it's been a twenty-five-
vear routine, which is half the age of
Cantor’s itself. Their union provides
them with their blue and white uni-
forms complete with the plastic em-
bossed name badpes, And for the Can-
tor's team, their starched-Sanforized-
shirtwaists suit them just fine.

“It's hard work here,” expains one
“and I can't be bothered with dirtying
up my own clothes, Besides, I'm proud
of my profession and like the custom-
ers to recognize me instantly. Mot
blend in with the crowd.” Now there
is a case in point where by wearing a
uniform you can become an instant
eve catcher, ™ot only do these ladies

drop longer . .

of the Cantor’s crew know how to
serve and wait on tables with all the
quick reflex action of a high speed
sprinter (not a sandal or bare foot in
the house, it's Dr. Scholl's all the way)
but a “Cantorite”™ can deliver poignant
flashes of character with every order.
A hlatant pun here, whispered zinger
there. She’s an actual person filled
with dry humor and pickled pride.
She's vulnerable to her split clientele
and ean fluctuate between the lan-
gauge barriers from a hip rap to a
Yiddish complaint. She may be caus-
tic and undercutting but somechow it's
all a part of the Cantor's delicatessen
movie. And that’s a continuous
twenty-four hour feature since Can-
tor’s is open all night. The Cantor's
crew (mosily cross-wearing Protes-
tants, though it ir a Jewish deli) la-

Margie: | can't be bothered with dirtying up my own
clothes, Besides P'm prowd of my profession and
like the customers to recognize me instamtly. My
anly criticism iz that maybe the uniform could be a
. amgd that's not because of the Midi
either. I would just feel berter.

b s

bors hand with six day, eight hour
shifts splintered with a single day's
breather, The Trident’s hours are a
more relaxed six-hour day, three times
a week,

But however you might view these
two flavors of wailresses a la mode
vou have to admit that all of them per-
form more than just a food-bearing
function. They help to create the al-
mosphere and in some cases they alone
make the atmosphere by transmitting
that certain feeling—forget the food,
And though they may be differently
packaged and may handle vastly dif-
ferent taste buds all of them have one
common bond—they always seem (o
accent their service with a gourmel
seasoning called soul.
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Francella: Fv

e been here 19 yvears and I feel abrolutely af home in my uniform . . .
i's functional and clean. Ar far ax the young breed in waitresses, well, we ail know
that they would never last here. Ifs damn hard work, Anether thing too . .

. what's
the difference what vou wear? Ifs the job that counss and that is all I care abour . . .
doing a good job by my customers "cawse I love "em all,




