‘Tempus Fugit’ or something phonetically similar.

The other day I took a drive because I’d remembered a great little pub that did food for the locals of a small village. The food was a little unusual (crocodile and other exotic creatures) but then so were some of the locals, or so it might have been argued.

It was a journey of above 60 miles but I didn’t mind, anticipating the friendly welcome and savouring the thought of what odd repast I might try next. Pleasant scenery and those thoughts kept me going and eventually I got there.

It wasn’t the same. The pub was there, but all else was different. The name had changed to a modern ‘fun’ name (which I won’t mention) and so had the interior fittings and the food menu.

Now it was just another ‘plastic’ pub serving pub grub with all the character of a can of beans – except that some people like beans.

I drove on, and since I wasn’t tempted to sample the food I can’t comment on its quality. However, I did notice that the car park was nearly empty whereas the next (traditional) pub I came to was full.
I’m sure you have experienced similar disappointments from time to time, but at least you now understand the reason for the title – I’ll let you supply the phonetic similarity of your choice for yourself.

