THE CHINESE HELICOPTER
In the glory days of the Ben Mhor, the pub and entertainment were first class but the food was truly, truly awful (classic line, “they can’t ruin a steak” – oh yes they can!)
Anyway, as was our wont about 11.00pm or so, it was over to the Golden Grantown (Ming Inn) to buy food that was, in most respects, edible,   In the early days before we discovered that we were welcome back at the hotel so that the chef and staff also enjoyed a carry out in preference to Ben Mhor food, we skulked in the street and side alleys eating our spring rolls.

A spring roll was not for the bold Stoozie, who instead ordered Chinese curry and rice.   Peals of laughter as he was asked how he was going to eat this whilst standing up – two dishes, one for each hand.   Ever resourceful, he simply took the plastic bag the carry out arrived in, pouring in the rice, then the curry.   A swift helicopter movement above his head and hey-presto ready mixed curry and rice.!   Stuart simply then decanted back into one of the foil containers before generously offering the second helping to all of us awestruck onlookers.

