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 BRASSERIE ZÉDEL 
20 Sherwood Street, W1 
Tel: 020 7734 4888

Open seven days a week, noon to 
midnight.

Food:   
Service: 
The Feeling: 
Cost:  Two-course prix fixe £8.75, 

three-course £11.25. So as much or as 
little as you like. Three-course a la carte 
for two with wine, about £80.

The height of luxury at down-to-earth prices
»Those few of you who ritually 

moan when (very occasionally) 
I review a restaurant that is 

away from our cosy little NW patch 
had better start sharpening a pair 
of quills: one to dip into the pot of 
bile that is always about your per-
son, so that a diatribe to the editor 
may be spittingly scrawled … the 
other with which to impale me, 
should we both be so mutually for-
tunate as ever to encounter. But 
Brasserie Zédel has relevance – not 
just because here is the latest off-
shoot of the ever-burgeoning em-
pire that is Jeremy King’s and 
Chris Corbin’s (they of The Wolse-
ley and The Delaunay) but also be-
cause for the first time in simply 
ever there has been born a really 
good and yet quite inexpensive res-
taurant near the hellhole that still 
is Leicester Square … and it is per-
fectly beautiful, to boot.

Do you know The Criterion in 
Piccadilly Circus? For as long as I 
can remember, this restaurant has 
been a highly frustrating conun-
drum. One of the most splendid 
and opulent rooms in the West End, 
and yet owner after owner, chef af-
ter chef – all have failed to provide 
the food to match, nor any buzz at 
all. Well Zédel around the corner 
has beauty and opulence to spare: 
by the time you read this, it will 
have been open for precisely 24 
days, and yet from the very first 
week the buzz was palpable, and 
they now are serving upwards of 
600 covers a day. A lot of this, of 
course, is down to the extraordi-
nary pulling power of King and 
Corbin: everyone wants to snoop 
around the latest venture. But will 
the punters take to it? More to the 
point, will they come back? Yes to 
both.

Zédel is in the sprawling under-
croft of what used to be the Regent 
Palace Hotel, and here was once 
the Atlantic Bar & Grill, owned 
and run by Oliver Peyton. His es-
tablishments are not too great, I 
think – and none is less great than 
his restaurant in the Wallace Col-
lection in Marylebone, which is ac-

tually pretty shameful. I was never 
aware of anyone going to the ‘Grill’ 
part of The Atlantic … but boy, did 
they flock to the ‘Bar’. Largely be-
cause it was open until three or 
four in the morning, and when 
even Soho’s members’ clubs were 
locking up and sluicing down, here 
is where everyone came. One nego-
tiated  with considerable care bod-
ies on the staircase, some of which 
might easily have been dead.

That very same staircase is now 
a very gorgeous art deco dream, as 
is the rest of the place. One enters 
at ground level where there is a 

café, and already you are dizzy 
from the dazzle of 1930s bevelled 
mirrors, mosaic flooring and su-
perb original posters. The still 
new-smelling carpet is a terrific 
black and café crème zigzag tribute 
to the Jazz Age. Then a circular re-
ception area (incorporating a ‘Ves-
tiaire’) … then the sumptuous and 
very glamorous Bar Americain … 
but baby, you ain’t seen nothing 
yet. The actual restaurant is as a 
cathedral, devoted to the worship 
of the inner man. Salmon and 
creamy marble columns (all origi-
nal) with gold-leafed capitals and 

 Joseph drinks in the palatial ambiance at Brasserie Zédel

university publishing hous-
es?); entries also came from 
Canada, South Africa, In-
dia, South America, much 
of Europe – even Malta – as 
well as a big UK contingent. 
We had 23 books to read, for 
example, and the work of 34 
online columnists and blog-
gers to digest, alongside cat-
egories with slightly small-
er numbers of contestants. 
We looked at websites and 
YouTube videos, columns 
as they appeared in nation-
al and regional newspapers 
and original Word docu-
ments, jpegs and pdfs, hard-
backs, paperbacks and e-
books.

What impressed above all 
was the amount of knowl-
edge and enthusiasm out 
there, and the possibilities 
of interaction with so many 
of the electronic communi-
cators. 

Goat’s urine

I’ve added appreciably to 
my own wine knowledge, on 
subjects as diverse as a gene 
which can make vine leaves 
glow green or the possibili-
ty of using goat’s urine to 
stamp out a particularly 
pernicious vine pest (no, of 
course it didn’t work). And 
also in much more practical 
contexts: understanding 

taste much better, for exam-
ple, or – quite frighteningly 
– seeing the list of additives 
permitted in wine produced 
in the US.

I can’t be specific about 
the best – that would be tell-
ing – prior to the awards 
presentation on September 
17. But the finalists in the 
nine 2012 categories have 
now been announced: see 
www.theroedererawards.
com/shortlist.html.

Do look at their work: it is 
very fine wine communica-
tion. Much of it is available 
on the web, and the books 
and magazines are worth 
the outlay (often less than 

the cost of a medium-posh 
bottle of wine). Use it, enjoy 
it and on September 17 toast 
the winners. They’ll de-
serve their awards.

And I can’t finish without 
a plug for the champagne 
you should use for that toast 
– hand on heart, without my 
palate influenced by the 
awards connection, I’ve 
long considered Brut Pre-
mier, the wine which intro-
duces the Roederer range, 
one of the best and best-val-
ue big-name champagnes 
around. It’s widely availa-
ble, at around £30. A bigger 
budget? Simply move on 
up...  The Roederer vineyard 

corbels, another mirror-clad and 
sweeping bar, well-spaced tables 
set with fine pink damask cloths 
and napkins … and although here 
is supposedly a more egalitarian 
establishment than either The 
Wolseley or The Delaunay, still the 
sought-after ‘inner circle’ of covet-
ed tables has been carefully repro-
duced … with, of course, the trade-
mark oversized clock on the 
rearmost wall. Due to extremely 
clever lighting and faux backlit 
leaded windows (not un-Ivy-like) 
you do not feel underground. Here 
is Paris’s La Coupole (by way of 
Langan’s and Quaglino’s), though 
with polite and youthful staff and 
food you can actually enjoy. The 
menu is classic brasserie, and 
printed on it is this: ‘Full English 
menu on request’. But which of us 
would require translation of escar-
gots, cuisses de grenouille, soupe  
à l’oignon, onglet, confit canard, 
boeuf bourguignon, choucroute … 
you get the idea. The prices? There 
is a prix fixe at £8.75 for two cours-
es! I know, incroyable.

‘Golfing in Venice’

I was with my great friend Pluto 
(short for Plutocrat) who seeming-
ly owns much of the Home Coun-
ties. On one of his farms, he says, 
he has a barn that used to be a the-
atre in Kentish Town. “Or Camden 
Town … somewhere of that sort.” 
He was actually once a financial 
backer of Peter Langan, but got fed 
up with him never being in the 
restaurant unless comatose be-
neath a table, and much more like-
ly to be “golfing in Venice”. You 
can imagine poor old Langan gar-
gling in a canal, looking for his 
ball. 

So … from the 20 starters, I had 
frogs’ legs: you have to show will-
ing. Pluto had something equally 
trad – fish soup. Both were good – 
the thighs of  a brace of amphibi-
ans quite tender and just a little 
fishy, the soup not quite having 
that concentrated punch that you 
yearn for. And Pluto very much 
enjoyed l’agneau à la provençale – 
slow roasted sheep served as a cyl-
inder, a sort of confit – and I had 
the dish of the day: a friend from 
the old days, blanquette de veau. 
This was served on a warming 
tray with suitably frisky rice, the 
only real trouble here being that 

beneath the exemplary blanquette, 
there lurked not very much veau. 
Puddings are largely guilty com-
forts – so Pluto had a chocolate 
mousse which was large and pale-
ish, though had a much deeper fla-
vour than the colour suggested. 
My profiteroles were slightly in-
dustrial in that they were rather 
chewy, but I quite like that. The 
warm chocolate sauce might have 
been warmer, in that it was cold.

Zédel is terrific, really. Chasing 
Richard Caring’s Cote market, 
conceivably – this nationwide 
chain having successfully made 
‘Ivy-style’ food more affordable 
and accessible. But at Zédel, the 
bargain prices and more than de-
cent brasserie food are delivered 
in a palatial setting with superior 
service (the waiters and waitress-
es in burgundy waistcoats, white 
shirts and shiny ties in fifty 
shades of grey). 

I learned a couple of things: 
Zédel is not simply the phonetic 
conjoining of the letters Z and L 
(and I’d been racking my brains 
for what they could stand for, com-
ing up only with Zoological 
Lardens). It is the make of an erst-
while French car. I also learnt 
this: they serve champagne in 
those dinky little Babycham sau-
cers, and if you knock it back, all 
the bubbles course into your jowls. 
The dish of this glass, by the way, 
is reputedly modelled upon the 
breast of Marie Antoinette. They 
should maybe model a brand-new 
version upon that of Katie Price – 
then we’d all get our money’s 
worth.

 All previous restaurant reviews 
may be viewed on the website www.
josephconnolly.co.uk.

of the wine writer’s art as a judge for international awards


		2012-07-16T15:45:13+0100
	Preflight Ticket Signature




