Food for thought (not)

Driving towards the motorway through the beautiful scenery near Cirencester, we felt the pangs of hunger strike. ‘Lucky it’s after 6pm’ we thought – ‘easy to find a good meal in a town like this.’

It’s a little known fact that the people of Cirencester are under a strict vow not to partake of a bite of restaurant food before 7pm – well, if that’s true the two restaurants on the main street are helping out for all they’re worth. Doors open invitingly, but nothing is forthcoming for travellers who want a meal and then to continue on their way.

Sadly we walked the streets until we came to a pub serving good ‘pub grub’ and staffed by very helpful and friendly folk- we weren’t surprised to find it was busy. 

We duly had our meal and went on, with never a backward glance at the restaurants – after all, you can’t review a place which won’t feed you, and it might have been a lucky escape.
As we continued I was reminded of a similar experience near Banbury in the Oxford area some time ago – similar story with similar results, except there we bought drinks before being told the bad news.
 In both areas we noticed a number of joggers out exercising – or were they? Try this as a test. Stop and offer the runners a sandwich. If their eyes light up and they turn for home you’ll know we got it right – and the population of the pavements is reduced to manageable proportions with but a single action.
Good place to start a roadside snack bar…..
