Is it ever the Time and Place?

There’s one thin g that’s always puzzled me about some restaurants and pubs. What do they really think of their customers?

Now a while ago a friend of mine recommended that I visit a certain restaurant. Their judgement is usually good so I decided to give it a try, but there was a problem.

Several times I went to the restaurant, sometimes at lunch, sometimes at different times in the evening as I passed, but it was always closed. Signs told of the menu, there were indications people lived there, but no more. Parking area closed, blinds drawn down…yet my friend insisted it was business as usual.

I still haven’t got to the bottom of this one, so I’ll keep on tying, but in the meantime I’m reminded of something from long ago.

Way back then I lived in a large but run down estate on a big hill, miles from a city. There was just one shop….and whatever you wanted to buy, you couldn’t buy. Not because of money, but because on being questioned the staff said that for that particular product (anything from bread to bootlaces) they had only just run out of stock.

Eventually we coined our own title for the shop – we called it the sold out stores…and the name stuck.
Thus it is with my elusive restaurant,  for perhaps it’s only open in a month with a z in it, or perhaps they see me coming and lock up quickly whilst giggling madly behind their blinds…..either way, if it goes on much longer I’ll give up, and then we’ll never know.

