BAD NIGHT OUT

By Juris Jostins

FIRST the good news. The jacuzzi
is free! If you part with one
hundred notes a year to join the
Royal Hotel Leisure Club.

That’s about it for the good
news. Why did they build that
huge hotel and multi-storey car
park when they could have built a
car park twice the size? Verily, the
workings of capitalism are strange.

Initial 1impressions are
favourable - there is a choice of
doors to enter the Royal Hotel:
‘““revolving’’ or the more
conventional ‘‘hinged’’ variety.
Great, in we go. The entrance
lobby is pleasant enough - if you
like red. It’s very red. Onwards
past the young men dressed as
bouncers and up the stairs in
search of a bar.

Stop. Restaurant bar? Steak
bar? Coffee bar? Wine bar? All we
are saying is give us a pint. The bar
bar is behind bars - people caged in
to stop them overflowing into the
central aisle. However, there are

no free seats, so we have to sit in

the aisle anyway.

After paying what we expected
for a glass of ale - too much - we
find a spare plant pot and sit
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down. A chance to take it all in;
and there’s a fair bit to take in.
A huge windowless corridor
conveys the impression of a
subterranean film set, the sort of
place baddies in Bond films tend to
hang out in. It’s as if the designer
attempted to be as ridiculous as
possible just for the hell of it. It
may be someone’s idea of a joke
(in which case it’s mildly amusing)
but either way one is struck by the
senselessness of it all.

Opposite our brick plant pot is a
little Mediterranean house: white
walls, red tile roof. ‘“They’re not
real tiles.”’“‘Yes, they are.’’ Check
it out. They are. What about these
huge stone pillars down the aisle
(are they to stop roller skating?).
They look real. Knock knock.
Wood. Oh, look. There’s a little
balcony. It’s only big enough for
Juliet, and anyway, it’s decorative.
There’s an overkill of foliage
(real). But what about the people.
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OH YES...T'VE
GEEN ONE OF THOSE
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Are they real?

Well, they can certainly afford
real soap. The smell of a million
dead animals assails the nostrils.
Everybody is so clean and
wholesome. It’s not really a
““posh’’ dive, but prices tend to
exclude non-earners. Here are
Mrs. Thatcher’s ‘“‘working people
of this country’’ - work like a slave
for 5 days, then blow it in an

evening of consume, consume,

consume. Freedom of choice, I
think it’s called.

Periodically, a voice comes over
the public address to Mr So-and-so
(nearly always Mr) that his table
for however many is ready. It’s
like at the DHSS, everyone can see
who rises up to face the enemy
next.

There appear to be two types of
clientele. The older ones look as if
they’re going to make a night of it -
perhaps a meal, a celebration.
There’s a higher turnover of young
people. They enter in packs, and
half an hour later they’re passing
in the opposite direction. Being
young, we join them, to wake up
from the dream; yegads, there’s no
dartboard. @

Bad night out rating: *

Photo by Mark Salmon

Why Kent & Yorkshire came to Notts.





































