                                              JAPANESE DINING-- SOUTHERN STYLE
Some family members and I went out to supper.  We went to a restaurant that said Japanese Restaurant and Steakhouse on the outside.  There were a lot of people inside waiting to sit at a table and many more already at eating tables.  I would guess that there were half as many those awaiting for their name to be called.  Since we had a long opportunity to stand and stare, I noticed that I was not dressed correctly.  Maybe half of the folks had NASCAR race jackets and caps on.  I don’t have any.  Gradually I decided that these people were members of race crews.  Pit crews and what-nots.  Made me sort of feel out of place because I don’t even have a favorite driver let alone a cap.

Eventually we were called and shown to a table in a sort of big military mess hall.  We sat by the kitchen so we got lots of action observing the workers push and pull carts and watching the large food staff coming and going about the kitchen business.  There were extra chairs at our table so some of the pit crew people sat there with us.  I never did find out what driver’s crew they were from.  There was a huge grill on our mess table as well as all the tables.  A waiter came and took our order and disappeared and then a foreign looking man with a tall red top hat like “The Cat in the Hat’s” came pushing a cart full of pots and pans and manned the grill at the table.  He smashed down huge gobs of various foods out of large chrome hospital pans (like they use in operating rooms to collect and carry out diseased organs and human parts in) and with much fan fair and rudeness cooked right there on top of us.  It was easy to know what he was cooking because often the stuff splashed across onto us since we were so close.  

He cooked the food all the same.  It did not seem to matter at all what people ordered, because when he got going everyone got the same.  Several cooking’s of different stuff and incredibly it all tasted the same because everything was sprayed and splattered and soaked and dunked with soy, Worchester and other sauces that I never even heard of.  I guess that was the Japanese part.   

He would serve the food to each of us by whacking a huge spatula into the food and scraping it up and slinging it across to the appropriate person’s plate.  While passing out the food (?), he would yell or whoosh flames up or beat a drum thing to celebrate a direct hit.  He thought a lot of his abilities and that we should, too. 

Through all of this he was not alone.  The mess hall was huge and there were many tables of this going on all at once. Whooshing, whacking, banging, screaming and then came the birthdays.  Guess some of the drivers or crew had birthdays or something because many “Cat in the Hat” men would line up and march, beat drums and go to designated tables and chant and scream.  I never quite figured out what that was about.   

During these ordeals I did not know if I had died and gone straight to Hades, or  was in the throes of a prison uprising,  the middle of Darlington Raceway changing a flat tire with the pit crew, or in  the midst of a Chinese fire drill.  But the sign outside said Japanese Restaurant.  Southern Style.
 Bubba the Creeker,                2 February 2006     
