Rendezvous Restaurant

My father's hobby was big words.


"Look," he would begin, as he showed my brother how to fix a fuse. 

Then he would stop abruptly.

"No! No!” he would cry. “Don't look!"


Menon would drop the fuse. 


"Ob-serve!" Pa would drawl, holding up his forefinger.


He had got this way of talking at the Town Hall, where he went there to bribe officials and renew his restaurant licence. There, he discovered he wasn’t a restaurant owner. He was a proprietor. 

He would linger in the Magistrate’s Court while the magistrate tried drunk-and-disorderly cases, then come home and cross-examine the customers of Rendezvous Restaurant.


"Didn't I inform you?" His voice would boom from behind the bar. "That obscene language," a long, long pause, "is strictly prohibited?"


"Hush your ass, nah Capp," the customer would reply.


My father would point to the big sign painted at the top of a wall.


The Management Reserves the Right

To Eject Persons; 

In Respect of Disorderly Behaviour; 

Bareback; And Obscene Language.


My mother would beg Pa not to try and enforce the sign. She was thin and tall and hardly spoke. She was so shy she didn’t even hear obscene language.

But Pa was a short man, with a voice bigger than himself. He had a little paunch and a cigarette perpetually dangling from his bottom lip. Customers called him Andy Capp. 


"I am not entertaining you hereafter!" he would bawl at the customer. "You must withdraw from my premises forthwith or I will be compelled to eject you!"


Other customers would cheer.


 "Put him out, Capp," they would urge. "Put him to arse out."  


Eventually, Pa would march to an archway at the side of the bar. This led to a store-room lined with beer-crates that ended in the door to the public area. 

Sounds of scuffling would emerge from the store-room. Boxes would tumble and the door would get kicked. 


"Don't hold me back!" Pa would shout, and the scuffling would increase. "I'm not going to tolerate hooliganism. Don't hold me back, man!" 


But there'd be nobody there except him. My mother would be making sure nothing got stolen while he was out of sight.

