Pappasito’s, Katy, Houston, Texas, USA
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Highly Recommended.    http://www.pappasitos.com/home/
Although I am a little bit of a coward when it comes to spicy food, I do love the smell and the thought that I may one day be able to last the meal out without running for the water at the bar. Now here I am in sunny Houston, Texas on vacation from wet, windy England and being taken out for a meal at a Mexican restaurant in Katy. Now my mate, who runs this great website, tells me regularly that if the restaurant is always full and you have to book or wait then there is a reason for the queue and it is the quality of the food. 
Here at Pappasito’s in Katy, Houston the restaurant is exuding customers onto their patio and there is a queue which stretches into the car park. Luckily our host has booked a table on the patio and so we were whisked through the crowd of jealous, hungry hopefuls to our waiting table overlooking the gardens which separate the domineering parked pickups that Texans favour.

‘Let me order for you, we know you love steak so let me get you the best in the house’…and then those dreaded words, ‘Do you like it spicy’. ‘Mmm’ was mistaken for ’Oh yes I love spicy’ instead of the ‘Well, er... maybe a little’. The menu was enormous and the order given seemed to go on for ever, steak mignon, guacamole and onion dips with waffled spicy fries. Gulp.
The meal was quickly prepared and delivered by a waiter with a huge smile. I was told quietly that waiters here get a free uniform, eat free but get less than the basic minimum and make up their income with tips. It was expected to leave 15 percent for the waiter who would then give one third of it to the pot and keep 10 percent for himself. A group of four like us was expected to spend much and so would be a good day for him. Not sure I like this, but then this is a capitalist nation so who am I to criticize, and then on being told that the waiter runs a large off road vehicle, I suddenly stopped feeling sorry for him and began feeling sorry for myself instead.
The food arrived - it looked great and it smelt great but it also looked spicy and hot, so the first mouthful of a pink centred piece of fillet mignon was the most adventurous thing I’d done all day. It was a little spicy around the edges but the meat was the most tender, tasty beef I have ever had, bar none. It set a new standard for the steak I love which will take some beating. 
The evening went well and two hours passed in all, with Spanish/Mexican music playing all evening. I can see why there are queues and why those in the queue are prepared to stay there waiting, knowing that they will have a most enjoyable evening. 
I’m going to visit again before I leave for England, because as I glanced at the menu I saw that they do have Spicy battered fish and that may improve upon the standard set by the best Chippy in my home area, at Great Eccleston near Blackpool. We’ll see!
