Joe’s Crab Shack. Memorial, Houston. Texas.
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Highly Recommended.    www.Joescrabshack.com
I watch with interest the fishermen on the documentary “Deadliest Catch” where fishing for spider crabs in the Bearing Sea takes on a new meaning of dangerous waters. So when returning from NASA to Katy we passed through the district of Memorial and saw the shack with a huge wooden shark over the entrance we just had to visit. 
Joe’s Crab Shack it seems has a great reputation for fresh Bearing Straits spider crabs and lobsters. My turn to choose the restaurant and this caused some misgivings in the family whose biggest fish decision has been so whether is it to be cod or haddock with the chips and peas. My decision stood and off we went for a bucket of crabs and lobsters.
The menu is rather confusing as the crabs all looked the same, the waiter rejoining that in a spider crab nation they all look alike to us and only the way they are cooked can differentiate them apart. Was he joking, was it sarcasm or was it just a regular reply…. we did give him the benefit of the doubt given our ignorance of American irony. The starter was fabulous, seafood in batter and a red hot sauce dipper. Our individual buckets arrived together with a cotton bib and claw cracker, no instructions on how to eat this huge crab and its neighboring lobster, so we assumed a notional attacking mode and went for the jugular. Now I can watch ‘The fishermen’s story’ knowing that their task is to provide one of the most tasty seafood delicacies I have ever had. Messy yes, wasteful in content yes, noisy yes and definitely entertaining, I would certainly recommend that at least once in your life you must have spider crab for your meal, then go watch the documentary and appreciate how that food got onto your plate. The only downside is the cost but if it pays those fishermen for doing that dangerous job then great, it is well worth it.
Now after the meal the waiter came over and said “Gee guys, I love your accent!” to which I replied, “You’re an American speaking English, we’re English speaking English, it’s you that has the accent not us!” This caused him to stop in his tracks, stare, and then burst out laughing with his hands in the air, “My God! I’ve got an accent!’’
