
Let’s Pretend…Fancy Restaurant



Are you ready 
to pretend?	


Let’s go!	




Close your eyes. Now open them…



We’re in a fancy restaurant!



It’s payday! At my house that means we get to go to a restaurant.



Payday is a happy day at my house. When my parents get their paychecks we take turns 
choosing which restaurant to go to. This week it’s my mom’s turn. Hmm . . . I wonder 
where she will choose? Dad says, “Oh I know where we will be going! Fancy, fancy!”



Do you like to get dressed up in your best clothes? Have you ever 
worn a tie or a fancy dress? Turn and tell a friend.



My sister loves to get dressed up. She says, “Mom, I am putting on my best shoes. I like 
going to the fancy restaurant.” Pretend you’re putting on your fanciest clothes, too. 



Mom says, “I think we’re all about ready. Has anyone seen the baby’s shoes? 
Help me find them, and get them on, and then let’s get in the car and go. I’m 
starving!”



There are all different kinds of restaurants. My mom often chooses 
this fancy Italian restaurant.  Fancy restaurants have different rules. 
You have to be very quiet and polite.



When we arrive at the restaurant we are greeted by a hostess. She is talking on the phone but stops to 
say, “I’ll be right with you.” She hangs up the phone and asks, “Do you a reservation?” Dad says, “Yes we 
do. Robinson family, at six o’clock.” “Okay, I see it here. Party of five at six o’clock. Right this way, please.”



She shows us the way to a beautiful table. There is a cloth napkin on my plate that’s been 
folded like a fan. Mom says, “Now mind your manners. Remember to put the napkin 
across your lap.” I ask, “Why do I have so many glasses? Why do I have two forks?”



My mom explained. “The food comes to the table a little at a time, in different courses. The 
extra forks are for each course of the meal. One is for the salad, one is for the main meal, 
and one is for dessert. One glass is for water and the others are in case you order other 
beverages.”



A waiter walks by our table carrying a tray full of glasses. He balances it very well. Pretend you have a 
tray. Put four glasses on it; one, two, three, four. Now hold your hand up like you are balancing it. It’s 
very heavy so you have to really concentrate to hold it steady! 



Even the waiters and waitresses 
are dressed up in a fancy 
restaurant. The waiter hands me 
a menu and says, “Here you are, 
sir. Let me know if you have any 
questions about the menu.” No 
one has ever called me sir 
before; I am just a kid. I kind of 
like it!



Next he brings a basket of bread to the table. It has several different kinds of bread. 
He pours some olive oil into a small bowl for us to dip the bread into. Dad says, 
“Make a choice and just one piece. I don’t want you to get too full before the meal.”



My mother orders an appetizer for us to share. “We’d like to begin with one order of bruschetta, 
please.”  An appetizer is a small plate of something you eat before the main meal.“I just love 
bruschetta,” she says. “It has cheese, olives and tomatoes on crispy bread.” Then we each order 
our meal. I tell the waiter, “I’d like spaghetti with meatballs, please.” It’s important to say please a 
lot in a fancy restaurant, although my mom says its nice to say it all the time, even at home when 
she and Dad are the waiters and chefs! The waiter nods and writes down everything we say on a 
small pad. 



Dad says, “I am really proud of you 
kids. You are minding your manners. 
You are being polite and and waiting 
patiently. You must have a great dad!”	

!
The bruschetta is all gone and my little 
sister is getting a little antsy waiting for 
the food to come. I decide to play I Spy 
with her while we wait. I spy with my 
little eye something . . . blue! Can you 
guess what it is? It’s my dad’s shirt! 



The waiter brings us 
our meals and then 
comes back with some 
cheese and a grater.  
He says, “Would you 
care for some grated 
cheese?” I say “yes, 
please.” Then he says, 
“Tell me when to 
stop.” I don’t get to tell 
him to stop though, 
because my mom does. 
She says, “That’s 
enough cheese, thank 
you.” If it were me, I’d 
take a lot more––the 
cheese is the best part! 



For dessert the waiter carries over a tray showing us an assortment of delicious little cakes. 
He describes each one––they all sound delicious! I say, “Mom you were right! The fancy 
restaurant is really good. Maybe I will choose it when it is my restaurant choice night.”



Dad says, “Well, I don’t know about that, son.” When the check comes, my 
dad pays it. He says, “This restaurant is a bit expensive, but the food and 
service are wonderful. We deserve a special night out now and then!”



Now it’s your	

 turn to pretend!


