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Introduction
Since all chefs believe all food critics know nothing about cooking, I
suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised when, some years ago, a junior
chef angrily confronted me at a restaurant opening. Without making eye
contact, this young man launched into a brief oration: ‘I ask myself – is
he a great chef? No, he is not! So, it doesn’t matter what he thinks of my
food!’ With that, he about-turned and stormed off. This is just as well, for
had he given me the opportunity to reply, I’d have been forced to humbly
agree.
It’s true, I never did achieve greatness in the kitchen. But unlike
many of my erstwhile colleagues in this restaurant reviewing game
(and I could name a court reporter, a sports writer and an illustrations
editor among them), I did at least spend a large part of my twenties as a
professional chef.
I know full well what this life entails, and even today as I don
the white jacket once again and enter the kitchen at Le Cordon Bleu
with my students at 8 a.m., I’m reminded of the long hours of sweat
and toil, standing at a bench and stove with scant reward in terms of
remuneration and even less in terms of praise.
This empathy has coloured my subsequent career as a restaurant
critic, so far from having been The Scourge of the Industry (as another
unhappy chef has titled me), I conclude that if anything, I have been far
too soft.
Over the past four decades I have written approximately 2000
restaurant reviews, initially for the long-defunct Wellington City
magazine, then for The Evening Post and latterly The Dominion Post and
Cuisine magazine.
Looking back over the collection while compiling this book, I
conclude the vast majority have either been positive or at least mixed.
Relatively few restaurants are irredeemably awful, after all. So, if the
fish was fresh and the steak frites perfect, in the interests of truth and
honesty it is only fair and just that the public get to know about it.
This equivocal approach, this concern for balance and fairness, to
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identify the saving graces of even a fundamentally rotten dinner, has
never really done my career as a restaurant critic much good. For unlike
academia, with its shades and ambiguities, journalism would rather see
the world in furiously uncompromising black and white.
The sad truth is that a scrupulously balanced restaurant review
actually makes for a fairly dull read (‘So, what did you really feel about
the place?’) and even glowing reviews offer less compelling narratives
than the bad. There are only so many words for delicious, succulent,
fresh, pleasant, perfect, and such reviews frequently lapse into
sycophancy and tedium. Typically, they pass with little or no public
reaction.
But of this I can be sure: no sooner do I publish an excoriating review
in The Dominion Post than strangers approach me in the street, at the
pool and in the supermarket to offer comments. Letters of complaint are
written to the Editor, and feedback appears on the Stuff website.
In my experience, as much as people might affect to publicly
disapprove of negative criticism, in fact they secretly thrive on it. This is
why I have chosen to present this limited selection of my pearlers – or
should I say my absolute scorchers – along with small nuggety bits from
all those equivocating reviews. Nightmares, after all, are frequently
intermingled with sweet dreams, and to Shed 5, Dockside and other
worthy restaurants that have ended up in these pages as small bites, I
offer my apologies.
As to the genuinely shitty restaurants featured here as full reviews,
however, I have no such regrets. There are far too many restaurants
crowding the landscape these days and the effect of every newcomer,
no matter how mediocre, is to arouse curiosity and spread the customer
base ever thinner. This means long-established quality restaurants
suffer. The closure of every bad restaurant is therefore good for the
industry and I am happy to be part of the process of attrition.
In saying that, however, I believe the supposed power of the critic
to make or break a restaurant, always exaggerated in the past, is ever
more so today, when our much-changed media landscape results in
dozens of customers having already had their say on the internet before
any review appears in print. In the final analysis, it’s word of mouth
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and the opinion of trusted friends that deal the fatal blow to a mediocre
restaurant; the critics merely lower the coffin into the grave.
Besides, this compilation is overwhelmingly historic:w the average
life of a New Zealand restaurant is well under two years, and the vast
majority of restaurants in this book long ago breathed their last.
As for the fall-out I have had to cope with in my role as critic, it will
be noted that it falls basically into two eras: those reviews published
before the reform of the Defamation Act in 1993, and those published
since. Thankfully I never have received an actual writ, but prior to
1993, lawyers’ letters would arrive on my desk with sickening regularity.
Representing restaurateurs, these lawyers would use the threat of
defamation proceedings as leverage to obtain a full retraction and
apology from us in The Dominion Post. Each and every time, I filed these
letters in their rightful place (the waste-paper basket) but as much as I
tried to smile at how much the restaurateur was having to pay in lawyer’s
fees to have this little bluff enacted, it always left an uneasy feeling.
I love the carefully worded Defamation Act of 1993, which introduces
the much-stronger defence of honest opinion, rather than just ‘fair
comment’. By also introducing the ‘defence of truth’ – or, even more
deliciously, that a statement can even be ‘not materially different to
the truth’ and still not be defamatory – the reformed act also closes the
loophole so fully exploited by Bob Jones back in the 80s, where time after
time his lawyers were able to nail defendants on a small error of fact.
With a place as tiny as Wellington, it’s inevitable that I am going to
be recognised the moment I step forth into many restaurants, and short
of adopting disguises (which I generally regard as beneath my dignity)
there is not much I can do about this.
But nor, it must be said, can the restaurateur. Certainly, they can
find me a table by the window and give me better service, but if they
start sending our table a little amuse-bouche or other small tidbits
on the house, you can bet I will be looking eagle-eyed around at the
neighbouring tables to make sure they are getting them too.
Certainly, they can pick me out a slightly better-looking steak, but
they can’t re-order the provisions or change the repertoire once I set foot
in the door. I never order any daily special they might have concocted
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in my honour, sticking resolutely to what is on the menu – and what my
readers might also be able to order.
Generally speaking, I try to book under the name of my guest, but
where I know and respect the restaurateur or chef patron, I might even
book under my own name – but only give them short notice. Nevertheless,
I am fond of reviewing even the humblest ethnic restaurants where
nobody speaks much English, and you’d be surprised at how many have
not even heard of The Dominion Post, let alone David Burton.
From the moment I lift the phone to make a reservation, the
reviewing process begins: do I have any special dietary requirements?
Well, yes, thank you for asking. My guest is allergic to crustaceans.
Then there is the style of greeting you receive on arrival at the
restaurant. A quick glance around the dining room reveals the taste of
the owner, which may or may not coincide with my own. But beyond
that, a more objective consideration is whether the décor, the menu
design, the table settings, music and service all come together as a
unified restaurant concept. A high-end restaurant with jokey dish names
or puns on the menu would be bound to elicit comment, for example.
As much as my mother always taught me it is bad manners to turn
over empty crockery to inspect the trademark underneath, this I can
never resist – especially nowadays when the crockery all looks like handmade pottery, but the factory trademark reveals otherwise.
Usually I will have already looked up the menu and wine list on the
restaurant’s website, but often the menu has since changed. In that case,
as soon as the waiter is out of sight, I lay the menu and wine list flat
on an adjacent chair and pull out my phone camera. Every dish is also
surreptitiously photographed as it is laid on the table. Thank goodness
for social media and Instagram, which now renders this diner behaviour
normal.
Then I click the phone camera around the table and the room. I
assess the type of crowd who dines there, the quality of the dining chairs,
tables, table cloths or place mats, the stemware, crockery and cutlery,
the artworks on the walls, the floral arrangements and their freshness,
and the drinks list – the wine list, the beer and cocktail lists, and even the
tea list.
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Service of course should be pitched to the level of the restaurant,
with the expectation that fine-dining calls for greater formality and
more rigorous observance of the simple mechanics, such as seating the
customer and offering water and drinks upon arrival, and correcting the
cutlery settings according to what has been ordered.
Like almost everybody else these days, I prefer to treat waiters as
professionals, not as servants, and I encourage a degree of friendly chat,
in order to break the ice – just so long as there is no pretence that the
waiter is suddenly our best friend. Often I will have a query about one or
more of the menu terms, but if I haven’t, I will still ask the meaning of an
obscure word, even if I already know the answer.
This test of menu knowledge also extends to the wine list. Usually
I will have already made up my own mind about a wine match for my
food, but it is always a good question to pose to a waiter, just to gauge the
response.
As to ordering, I seek a representative cross section of the menu,
making an effort to order any house specialties so as to let the kitchen
give me their best shot. It’s a condition of taking my friends and family
out on a review that we each get the opportunity to taste the other
person’s dish, for me to have enough to write about.
Also, I invariably seek out the most difficult, most labour-intensive
dishes. As much as I love raw oysters in the shell, for example, I don’t
generally order them in a restaurant, since all it requires of the chef is to
place them on a bed of ice and to mix some finely chopped shallots with
white wine vinegar for a mignonette.
Rather than immediately springing to an opinion as to whether I
like or dislike a dish, I try to go beyond this and enter into dispassionate
analysis. Every element of every dish is meticulously analysed, from
its balance of colours, its arrangement on the plate, to its serving
temperature and harmonies and contrasts of flavours. Every ingredient
is assessed as to its freshness and correctness of cooking.
Following a well-established habit, I methodically go around the
plate, tasting each component in turn. Then I take a forkful with a little
of each. Are the components all compatible with each other and tasty,
fresh, perfectly cooked – in other words, technically correct?
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Over and above that, there is the artistry to consider. Do the various
parts hang together? Does the dish work as a whole? Are the ingredients
balanced, or does one overwhelm another? Is there a synergy or a mere
co-existence of two disparate ingredients, or God forbid, a clash?
Since The Dominion Post’s circulation area covers much of the lower
half of the North Island, the reviews in this compilation stretch up into
the Wairarapa and Hawke’s Bay. However, although I have also been
reviewing restaurants for Cuisine magazine since 1993, in Wellington
and also in provincial centres such as Wanganui, Rotorua, Gisborne,
Nelson, Greymouth, Queenstown, Arrowtown and Wanaka, you will find
none of these here.
The reason is simple: Cuisine has always been somewhat utopian
in outlook, and they only want to hear about the best places to dine.
If a reviewer finds a restaurant doesn’t meet their standards, then the
procedure has been to decline to write the review; the magazine pays the
expenses of the meal, and the reviewer moves on to greener pastures.
Not so The Dominion Post, which has always been much fonder of
a certain degree of cut and thrust, and has encouraged me to report on
restaurants exactly as I find them. To be honest, I relish this freedom
to express what I honestly think. One memorable day some years ago I
was visiting The Dominion Post news room when the then-editor Tim
Pankhurst approached me: ‘David, I think that review you have just filed
is defamatory. But we are going to run it anyway.’
I wouldn’t let that happen these days. I now write my reviews with a
very close eye to the Defamation Act. Moreover, I regard the Act, with its
themes of truth and honest opinion, as providing the ethical as well as
the legal guideline for what I do.
And when my column finally runs its course, will I miss dining out
at The Dominion Post’s expense? Most certainly. Will I miss the editor
telling me my review is defamatory but that they are going to run it
anyway? Or being manhandled out of restaurants, then having to don
a disguise in order to get back in? Probably. You have to live a wee bit
dangerously. But will I miss the actual threats of defamation, the phone
calls from tearful restaurateurs, the angry letters to the editor and above
all, the spiteful taunts on social media? Not a bit.
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In saying this, I feel privileged to have been a commentator at
exactly the right time in our social history, witnessing as I have the
unprecedented palate revolution that has unfolded in New Zealand over
these past four decades, and I hope my weekly reviews have been as fun
to read as they’ve been to write.
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Scorpio’s Welsh Restaurant
163 The Parade, Island Bay
$62 for two
December 1993

Prejudice is a terrible thing, I reflected, as I drove home after an
evening at Scorpio’s, the first and only Welsh restaurant in the Southern
Hemisphere.
My brother had been postulating his vision of hell: a place where
the Germans made the rules and the Swiss enforced them, where the
Italians drove the taxis, the Aussies handled the public relations, the
English were the lovers and the Welsh were the cooks.
Obviously, somebody thinks differently, however, and perhaps, just
maybe, there is such a thing as a romantic Welsh candlelight supper for
two, with the libido inflamed by suet pudding and the soupy stew known
as cawl. Place a lump of salt bacon in water with chopped potatoes,
carrots, cabbage and leeks, the traditional recipe exhorts, then boil the
shit out of it for 1½ hours.
Cawl appears as part of an entrée, the so-called Taste of Wales, which
in reality was a taste of the local supermarket: a pickled onion, a slice
of what tasted like commercial paté (farmhouse-manufactured it was
not), a dab of chutney (Branston, I suspect), half an egg coated with
modified starch ‘mayonnaise’ (Eta, if I am not mistaken) and that wellknown Welsh specialty, sliced gherkin. I know the bread came from the
supermarket, because I spotted the waitress carrying it in earlier, still in
its plastic wrapping.
The main courses featured a similar, odd eclecticism – chicken
stewed in red wine, a curry, and direct from the English Midlands, a
gammon steak with a ring of tinned pineapple. Aye, it were champion.
As our main courses were due to be served, a series of sounds fought
their way out of the kitchen through a fine steamy haze: what we took
to be the whirring of an electric can opener, then crash, tinkle, tinkle,
followed by ‘Oh no!’ Whereupon our waitress reappeared, wringing her
hands sheepishly and announcing our main courses, due to the fact she

11

had just dropped one of them. Well, full marks for honesty at least.
But the question was, which one had been dropped, and was the
other to be recooked also?
I suspect not, judging by the dry, ropey pork fillet with plum sauce
that eventually arrived, along with a lamb leg steak, acceptably cooked
(though not pink, as modern custom dictates) and glazed with an
overly sweet mint sauce.
Homely would be the kindest description of the accompanying
vegetables – a baked potato, some inexpertly sliced boiled carrots
(overcooked) and a few spears of asparagus (undercooked).
Another blob of bottled mayonnaise nestled into the side of a salad
topped with grated cheddar. Chic alors!
The cheesecake had been home-made as advertised, no question
about that, in view of the thickness of the crust.
Others might enjoy what the menu describes as authentic
surroundings: the reproduction refectory tables and farmhouse chairs
and a visual barrage of knick-knacks from every direction: over-sized
wooden spoon flanking a bread-warming pan, a doll in a high Welsh
hat, a Welsh flag, souvenir tea towels pinned to the wall (Welsh love
spoons, Welsh castles, Welsh recipes) and a thickly woven brown
woollen thing hung from a stick.
The fallout from this review was rather novel: not just the usual vague threat
of defamation proceedings, but in addition, a complaint to the Race Relations
Conciliator! An assistant from that office phoned me and pressured me to make an
apology, but none was forthcoming and there the matter rested – almost. As fate
would have it, some time later my wife and I bought a house directly opposite this
restaurant. It needed re-piling before we moved in, and the house pilers knocked on
the door of Scorpio’s and asked if they could connect a hose to their water supply.
Was this for the house opposite? was the question. Yes, came the answer. ‘Well, in
that case you can’t’. But apart from wounded feelings, the effect of my review cannot
have been too damaging, for Scorpio’s remains in business to this day, albeit in
another location (a former public toilet on Kent Terrace). It still claims to be the only
Welsh hostelry in the Southern Hemisphere. Is there a reason for this?
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Mungavin Blues
1 Mungavin Drive, Porirua East
Cost: $90 for two
August 2010

Last century old Mungavin had a farm. The pastures covered much of
Porirua East, extending north to Cannon’s Creek, and Patrick Mungavin’s
sprawling Edwardian farmhouse – two bays joined by a verandah – still
sits commandingly atop a small plateau.
With its mature planting, the garden is beautiful but perhaps a little
too secluded: the last time I dined here, at the former Mungavin House
Restaurant, I emerged from a very pleasant evening to discover my car
window had been smashed for the sake of grabbing a rather beautiful,
finely woven cane duffel bag I’d just brought back from Bali.
Since those thieves clearly shared my aesthetic sense, I sincerely
hope they didn’t ruin their pretty looks by trying to exit through the
perimeter of trees, at that time purposely strung with fish hooks.
Returning up the wide, winding drive for my first-ever meal at
Mungavin Blues Restaurant amid a rainstorm the other night, things
didn’t look much more auspicious. Peering through the sheet of rain, we
spotted only three cars in what we at first took to be the car park.
‘Oh dear,’ said my lawyer brother John, pointing to one after the
other: ‘The chef’s, the waitress’s and the liquidating receiver’s.’
The grand old dame hadn’t changed one bit: all that painstakingly
restored woodwork and lead-lighting still stands, along with the wall-towall carpet in a classic Persian pattern.
But I lie, of course. Like me, old Mungavin is ten years older; the
friezes are fraying, the wallpaper is flaking, the red velvet curtain is
hanging down at one corner, and that Persian-style carpet has now
absorbed an equally classic reek of stale deep-fry – an omen, as it
transpired, of the execrable Evening from the Seventies that was to follow.
Our table might have come from a prison cafeteria: an indestructibly
welded steel frame topped with wood-grain Formica, its veneer was
munted at the edges, revealing the Weet-bix within. If that weren’t bad
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enough, Guv’nor, the mean little paper serviettes weren’t even matching,
and the cutlery felt far too flimsy to make a decent shiv.
The spirit of Irish Mungavin seemed still to linger, as if Paddy were
attending his own wake.
His vast dining room, heated miserably with only two bars of a fivebar gas heater, now echoed funereally with dem sad ole Mungavin blues.
The ambience became still more sepulchral after they switched off the
music at nine o’clock: John and I waited in deathly silence as the final
customers, having most inconveniently ordered dessert.
From the very start, our peroxided waitress had clearly wanted to
hurry along our ‘late’ (7.30 p.m.!) booking. No doubt she wanted to get
away early; in any event, she returned three times in the space of about
nine minutes to ask if we were ready to order yet.
Having taken our orders and hurriedly delivered our first glasses
of wine, she then disappeared and left us to our own devices for the
remainder of the evening.
This was all very well – we happened to have a lighter, so we lit our
own candle. But our water glasses stayed empty, and delivering our
mains, Miss Peroxide had not thought to ask if our wine glasses needed
refilling.
‘Excuse me!’ called John, disappearing out into the passage after her,
waving the inadequate (15-strong) wine list. ‘Hullooo!’
‘Same over again?’ she asked, as if John would be wanting another
sauvignon blanc with his (tough) fillet mignon.
Huge and obscenely piled high with fries, it mirrored my own two
gargantuan pork chops, precisely double what I was able to eat.
Both entrées, the crumbed scallops and the crumbed squid rings,
tasted as if they had been bought in, ready-made and frozen; the glossy,
gloopy sauce tartare was almost certainly from a jar, and when John
pronounced his brandy snaps ‘fresh from Ernest Adams’, I’m willing to
bet he wasn’t far wrong.
Recently I ate some delightful b’stilla at Martin Bosley’s, subtly
suffused with the aroma of cedar. Here my pav was delicately suffused
with Spray n’ Wipe, as Miss Peroxide squirted down a nearby table. With
Chef clunking his mop about the kitchen, we took the hint and left.

14

Two Grey
Hotel InterContinental, 2 Grey St.
$110 for two
May 2017

With its twenty-fifth anniversary fast approaching, Arizona was in
danger of becoming a local institution, especially as its Tex Mex style
had recently come back into fashion. So, just in the nick of time, the
Hotel InterContinental have called in the designers and relaunched the
space as a mid-range bistro.
Two Grey is of course a reference to the address, but when you
say it out loud, ‘too grey’ suggests a surfeit of senior citizens. Yet this
severe, hard-edged space offers anything but a haven of comfort and
quiet. Indeed, such is the reflection of the glaring ten-light ceiling
pendants against the shiny black wall tiles that my guest sat down and
immediately called for sunglasses.
The suggestion is that this décor is somehow warmly European, and
certainly that’s the theme of the menu, which lists classical dishes and
then invites trouble by messing with them.
Who could disagree with the earthy affinity of red wine with
mushrooms and lardons, which underlies Coq au Vin? Apparently,
the chefs here, who have dropped the lardons and the mushrooms
in favour of snow peas and broccolini. That’s not deconstruction, it’s
incoherence. As for le coq itself, there were of course neither coxcomb
nor fresh blood for thickening, and naturally it was a hen – a marginally
pink-fleshed leg which I dared not scrape too closely to the bone. And
the menu reckons this chicken is braised? But I did enjoy the creamy,
buttery mashed potatoes.
Likewise, it had been the garnish – tart house-pickled beetroot and
baby carrot – which had come to the rescue of the Smoked Salmon
Rillettes.
Chop the smoked salmon into quarter-inch pieces, advises the recipe
from famous French chef Eric Ripert, and then mix – ‘but do not overmix or a paste will form’. I wish somebody had told Two Grey’s chefs
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that; evidently, they’d taken it upon themselves to stuff the salmon
into a liquidizer and blitz it to a lumpy mush – having first forgotten to
season it.
Roasted Half Cauliflower, dressed up with squiggles of tahini
yoghurt and crimson dots of pomegranate, looked like a cool vegan
Christmas pudding. But burrowing in, there was of course cauli and
more cauli all the way to the core, of a softness which suggested too
much prior steaming and not enough frying or browning in the oven
to achieve the caramelisation that so transforms this otherwise bland
vegetable; blackened scorch marks over the outside were not enough. A
bed of baba ghanoush might have been a good accompaniment, but for
its overwhelming chilli.
But lest you might think that I, the curate, had received a rotten egg
of a meal, let me assure you, my lords, that parts of it were excellent.
A passionfruit cheesecake lacked passionfruit flavour, but its toffeeglazed (‘bruleed’) banana slices were elegant, as was the intense
coconut sorbet. And as for our paua served on bruschetta under lovely,
refreshingly peppery heaps of watercress leaves, it had been so thinly
sliced and quickly fried as to be perfect. Dare I admit it, I might come
back just for that.
And we did enjoy slugging back the large 250ml glass pours that are
an option on the wine list here – most probably because I hadn’t looked
at the price list to realise they were $22 a pop.
‘What should I be drinking with my Coq au Vin?’ I asked my lively
server, who sounded like she might know. ‘Gibbston Valley Pinot Noir’,
she replied. That was the very wine I’d mentally decided upon, so she
can stay.
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Dirty Little Secret
Level 8, Hope Gibbons building, 7–11 Dixon St
$59 for two
January 2018

The Hope Gibbons building is so classical and beautiful, it doesn’t
deserve to have been violated so insultingly, first with a bungy jump in
its face and now with a rooftop shanty, the shack-like awnings of which
mar the clean lines of this Grade-1-listed building’s parapet.
A parapet, I noted, which hadn’t been cleaned of half a century’s
mould and lichen before perspex windscreens were erected in front of it.
Dirty Little Secret, this rooftop bar is called, and dirty little elements
there are too. The smartest part of our experience was the ride up eight
floors in the new stainless-steel lift: press R for rooftop.
Dichotomously, we were greeted at the bar entrance with a pockmarked old corrugated iron shed, its roof rusted orange. On the other
side was a plant cemetery, its coffin box sprouting a few struggling
weeds. At the far end of the bar a munted yakka sighed in its death
throes under the afternoon sun.
‘Oh! Let’s go somewhere else,’ groaned my date, who like me, had
dressed up for an evening out.
‘No, we’re here now.’
‘Don’t sit on that stool – you’ll get rust stains over your cream
trousers,’ she warned as we settled in.
I laid my hands upon the table, as you do. Sticky! At the bar, the A4
laminated menu was even stickier – yuck. I wiped my fingers down the
sides of said cream trousers.
The bartender, dressed in a hoodie under her army camouflage
jacket, stood mutely, chewing gum and looking at me without offering a
greeting.
‘Is the food ready to go now?’ I proffered by way of an ice breaker.
‘Yep.’ Nothing more was said until I ordered a Negroni – or rather
their ghost Negroni, which would rank as the weakest I’ve yet to taste.
This is may be necessary to prevent drunkenness, for on the wall in the

17

entrance to the men’s loo are police warnings about exploiting drunk
female patrons.
Behaving responsibly, management provide copious meat platters.
A pair of tipsy lads would be ecstatic about the amount of food on the
Cheeky Board of Meat: $17.50 apiece and they’ve almost had dinner.
They probably wouldn’t notice or mind the scruffy meat-board itself.
Ours, at least, was so blackened and worn it should have been binned.
Plenty of meat there may have been, and edible it all was, but the
question was, how keen were we to eat the sweetened pork slivers
on soggy toast? Or the hard, bought-in vol au vent cases, or the pot of
bizarre ‘chicken and port pate’ tasting suspiciously of strong pork liver?
Not feeling up for a burger or a pizza, I ordered the sirloin steak with
som tam, Thailand’s most famous salad. Described here as a Singapore
salad, it’s little wonder this som tam was denatured: sweet preserved
papaya replaced the unripe, sour papaya of the original, its dressing
non-descript. Tranches of sirloin, advertised as rare, came medium.
We sat in the late sun and took in the romance of the magnificent,
near-panoramic view of Courtenay Place, Mount Victoria and the ships
passing in the distance. This is the essence of the bar’s appeal, the
glamour of which has not been carried through to the details.
Unsurprisingly for Wellington, black clouds appeared from nowhere
and suddenly sheets of torrential rain were pouring off the sun
umbrellas. Unfazed, three blokes moved to sit on the top of their table
for shelter, happily smoking. Splashing through puddles, we scurried for
the exit.
This review elicited the usual responses from strangers on the street and at the
supermarket. But the most heartening reaction of all came on-line from Matt
McGlaughlin, the owner of Dirty Little Secret. Naturally he was furious at what I had
written. But to his credit, he stuck to the issues, pointing out the difficulties of trying
to grow anything on a rooftop, and of having your menu and table tops exposed to all
weathers – without once getting nasty and personal with me. As a result, Matt and I
have been in communication and we agree the door remains open to me for a re-visit
to Dirty Little Secret and a re-appraisal in future.
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