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I’d driven by this new restaurant lately. Browse and Bask – Restaurant and Sun Bar, the sign read. Intriguing name; and just what was a Sun Bar? 

Then I’d pull into one of my favorite restaurants and then go back to work. 

Seems like I was noticing this restaurant mostly when I was at lunch, looking for some place to eat. 

One of these days I’ll stop in there and check it out, I’d think to myself. 

But it never happened. 

Back at work, one of my co-workers noticed the smoothie in my hand, that I was still finishing from lunch. 

“If you like smoothies, you’ve got to check out “Browse”!”, he called from the water cooler.

“Is that “Browse and Bask”, that new restaurant?”, I asked. 

“Yep, but the regulars just call it “Browse”.” 

“That does it”, I said to myself. “I’m checking it out tonight.”

Tonight was my turn to choose where we ate dinner, provided I didn’t get overruled by my kids or my wife.

I was going to find my co-worker and ask him more about “Browse” before I left work. That way I could figure out my arguments, and perhaps we’d actually go where I wanted to go. 

Not that I minded going where my wife or kids wanted to go – anywhere there’s food is fine with me. And, it’s not always bad to lose an argument to your wife or kids. Often, they’re extra nice to you if they win. 

Unfortunately, my co-worker had left work early. So, I basically had no argument for going to “Browse”.

Still, I got in the car determined that we’d visit “Browse” that evening. 

I drove over and picked up my kids (a two-year-old, and a four-year-old) from day care. So far, so good, the kids are tired from playing all day and haven’t said where they want to go. 

Then I went to pick up my wife from her job. When my wife got in the car, she said, “Dear, I know it’s your evening to pick, but.” 

And here I knew I was in trouble. I’m always in trouble when my wife starts a phrase with “Dear”, and ends it with “but”. 

“But, we’ve just got to check out this new restaurant “Bask”. All the girls at work are talking about it.” 

“Bask?” I asked. “I haven’t heard of that restaurant.” 

“You know, it’s that new one over by where you work.” 

I thought for a moment, then it hit me, “Browse and Bask”? I asked. 

“Oh, yes, but all the regulars just call it “Bask”.

“But, I really wanted to go to ...”. 

“Ah, please. Let’s go to “Bask”. I promise, you’ll like it.” 

So, I let myself lose that argument. It might come in handy later on, not that anyone was counting. 

On the way over, I kept thinking in the back of my mind, “So, do the regulars call it “Browse” or do they call it “Bask”?”

So, we got to “Browse and Bask – Restaurant and Sun Bar”. We went in and started looking at the menu on the board. 

There seemed to be three menus – one for smoothies and snack bars, one for tea and scones, and one for coffee and pastries. You could of course order smoothies and pastries, or any other combination. 

And you could also order a veggie or fruit plate.

I was trying to decide what I wanted in my smoothie, when my four-year old who’s too old for her age asked, “Daddy, can we go ...?”. 

I didn’t hear anything after “go”, but said “Yes”, so I could continue to look at the menu. 

The four-year old knew to come back before we got to the front of the line, or she and her sister would have to eat whatever we ordered for them.

I noticed I was having trouble reading the menu, and automatically put on my sunglasses. That’s strange I thought, it’s brighter in here than it is outside. 

Well, that didn’t take that much in the Northwest Winter, even if it wasn’t evening. 

I ordered a smoothie and a fruit plate. 

My wife ordered a double mocha breve and a low-fat muffin (the only kind they served) for herself, and two small smoothies and a fruit and veggie plate for the kids. 

The two-year-old wanted the veggies – I can’t imagine why.

We sat down in a booth to eat, and immediately, the owner came by to see how we were doing. 

“Hi, my name’s Dale. I’m the owner of “Browse and Bask”. If you have any questions, please let me know.” 

“What do the locals call this place?” 

He called to one of the women customers nearby, “What do you call this place?” 

“Bask”. 

Then he called to one of the men customers, “What do you call this place?” 

“Browse”. 

“You’ll see”, he said. 

“Feel free to eat here. Press this button, if you want to bask in the sun more. And feel free to browse around while eating, and look at the books and art work.”

“We also have fair-trade goods over there. You can check out the list of seminars, etc. here this week.”

“We have eating places outside, if you want to browse our gardens while you eat.”

“And, before you leave, be sure to check out our Eco-Vehicle of the Month, in the parking lot.”

“Eco-Vehicle of the Month?”, I thought. “What kind of place is this?” 

Before I could dwell more on that question, the owner stooped down to the kids’ level and asked them, “Have you been to the story teller?” 

“Yes, and she was reading ...”. That was the four-year old. 

Now I knew where they’d been. How she knew there was a story teller in this place was beyond me, but it was the kind of question, I’d long ago stopped asking.

My wife wanted to try out the “Sun Bar” effect. So I put the money in the slot and pushed the button, and we were swathed in even more full-spectrum lights. I handed around the little paper sunglasses that were provided, and noticed that there was a rack of sunglasses for sale by the entrance door, including the kind that fit over regular glasses. 

I set the sun timer for five minutes – I didn’t want to go blind. 

Also, I wanted to have time to browse around. 

The kids wanted to go back to the storyteller. I noticed that now a kid was reading the story, with the storyteller helping. 

My wife said she wanted to bask here all day. We hadn’t seen the sun in a couple of weeks. But, since this was her first time here, she also wanted to browse around. 

So, we basked for five minutes. 

Then we browsed. 

I passed by the owner, so I asked him, “Where’s the music?” (All places of business have music.) 

He said, “Usually we have music, but the performer today is a juggler”.

I looked, and sure enough, there was a juggler, juggling to my horror somebody’s smoothie, muffin, and scone. 

And then my worst fear became reality. Next, she juggled the veggies off somebody’s veggie plate. 

She was wearing plastic gloves and didn’t spill a thing, but I was grateful it wasn’t my food. 

I browsed through some of the books and noticed that most were by local authors with titles and authors I’d never heard of – a few of which we’d just have to buy. 

The art work was by a different local artist each month. 

The kids joined us, and we went out and browsed the gardens. 

Then we stepped into the greenhouse to bask some more. My wife bought a few plants to brighten up the house. 

Then we checked out the list of classes, seminars, etc. and made notes about the ones we wanted to attend. 

The fair-trade goods looked nice, but we needed to get home, and I wanted to check out the Eco-Vehicle of the Month before we left. It was an EarthRoamer – a biodiesel RV. All its appliances were powered by solar.

I awoke the next morning with rich memories of “Browse”. Had it just been a dream? No, my wife also had pleasant memories of it though she referred to it as “Bask”. 

My children also had fond memories, though the older one called it “B&B” and the younger one just called it “BB”.

I usually enjoy restaurants, so what was so special about this one? I was determined to figure it out. But then the realities of life hit, and we were busy with our weekend tasks. 

In spite of interruptions in my project to figure this out, I did get insights from time to time.

Browse has two basic meanings: “To casually look or go through or over”; and “To graze”. 

Well, I certainly did that. I looked through the restaurant – inside and out. I looked through the books and the art work. I went through the gardens. I was more interested in smelling the plants than looking at them. I went through the eco-RV and looked around. I would have looked through the fair-trade goods if there had been more time. I looked through the list of classes and seminars.

And, I certainly grazed. That explains the elk on the restaurant sign.

I browsed through things I was interested in. They were there, inviting me to browse, not bombarding me or commanding me to look at them.

Perhaps, I should browse through life more often. Perhaps it would help me clear away the clutter of everything that demands my attention, and I could see those things that matter to me.

Bask also has two meanings: “To expose oneself to warmth”; and “To take pleasure or satisfaction”. 

We basked in the general full spectrum lighting of the restaurant. We basked even more in the full spectrum lighting of the sun bar in our booth. We also basked in the warmth of the greenhouse. We basked in the pleasure of eating and drinking yummy, wholesome food.

I suppose we also basked in the pleasure of browsing. And browsing enabled us to bask.

Perhaps, I should bask in the pleasure of life more often, especially in the pleasure of those things that matter most to me. 
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