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Hazara is an Authentic Indian Restaurant using the freshest of ingredients with only the finest of herbs and spices. 
Due to the varied dietary backgrounds of all our patrons we use separate cooking utensils for all our white fish, seafood, game, poultry, meat and vegetables with individual labelling and storage.

We have carefully brought together a selection of indigenous dishes from all the culinary regions of India, so whether you prefer the pungent aromas of
the Northwest Frontier, the luury blends of Awad, the cuisine befitting the Maharajas of Rajasthan or the sweet and spicy flavours of Goa we are sure you’ll find your taste.

44 Belsize Lane, NW3 5AR   ✦ 0207 433 1147   ✦ 0207 433 1139   ✦   www.hazararestaurant.com

»The	King’s	Cross	Regeneration:	
while	 incidentally	 sounding	
like	a	novel	by	Robert	Ludlum,	

the	 phrase	 for	 many	 years	 has	
been	 little	 more	 than	 a	 standing	
joke.	To	 the	sceptics,	 it	were	as	 if	
what	 was	 under	 discussion	 here	
was	maybe	the	feasibility	of	the	re-
generation	 of	 Dante’s	 Inferno,	
Grimpen	 Mire,	 the	 Gobi	 Desert,	
downtown	Kabul	or	even	conceiv-
ably	Neasden.	Just	as	certain	parts	
of	Hampstead	Heath	are	regretta-
bly	forever	associated	with	the	off-
duty	nocturnal	recreations	of	such	
as	George	Michael,	so	King’s	Cross	
was	burned	into	the	collective	con-
sciousness	 as	 a	 ratty	 station	 with	
nowhere	to	sit,	druggies,	pushers,	
fleabag	 boarding	 houses	 and	 –	
most	notably	–	greasy	side	streets	
filled	with	either	barely	pubescent	
or	else	nearly	ancient	and	raddled	
prostitutes	who	were	variously	un-
able	 to	 speak	 English,	 unable	 to	
speak,	and	largely	infectious.	The	
opening	of	The	British	Library	did	
nothing	to	alleviate	the	situation	–	
rather,	 it	 highlighted	 it:	 visiting	
academics	 and	 scholars	 were	 ini-
tially	puzzled	and,	later,		quite	ter-
rified	to	discover	that	possibly	the	
world’s	 finest	 collection	 of	 books	
has	 been	 housed	 in	 an	 orange	
hangar	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 a	 war	
zone.

New arrivals
So	matters	rested	until,	I	think,	

the	transfer	of	Eurostar	from	Wa-
terloo	to	St	Pancras,	and	then	the	
unveiling	of	the	magnificent	resto-
ration	of	Gilbert	Scott’s	extraordi-
nary	 red	 brick	 and	 terracotta	 ho-
tel:	the	Houses	of	Parliament	meets	
the	 Albert	 Memorial	 –	 dizzying,	
unique	 and	 utterly	 English.	 And	
within	 it,	 two	 decent	 restaurants	
that	I’ve	reviewed	in	the	past	–	St	
Pancras	Grand	and	Gilbert	Scott	–	
which	meant	that	hungry	tourists	
did	not	have	to	subject	themselves	
to	burger	nor	kebab	from	a	nearby	
vendor,	either	of	which	might	eas-
ily	have	brought	about	the	prema-
ture	and	brutal	finale	to	their	holi-
day.	 Then	 came	 the	 adventurous	
building	 schemes:	 reclaiming	 the	
waste	land,	and	incorporating	the	
landmark	 gasometers.	 Pivotal,	 I	
think,	 was	 the	 recent	 arrival	 of	
Saint	Martins	School	of	Art	–	and	
next	 will	 come	 the	 absolutely	 de-
served	demolition	of	the	1960s	clap-
board	slum	that	litters	the	space	in	
front	of	King’s	Cross	station:	it	has	
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a	 very	 fine	 frontage,	 as	 soon	 we	
will	be	reminded.	And	now	restau-
rants	–	so	often	the	barometer	of	a	
place	–	are	beginning	to	spring	up	
all	 over	 the	 place:	 trendy	 ones,	
pop-up	ones,	quirky	ones	…	and	so	
I	resolved	to	review	a	few.

Which	 is	 why	 the	 other	 week	 I	
found	 myself	 on	 my	 way	 to	 meet	
the	 features	 editor	 of	 this	 paper,	
Bridget	 Galton,	 at	 a	 newish	 joint	
set	into	a	hotel	at	the	epicentre	of	
the	 main	 drag,	 whose	 name	 is	 …	
and	oh	dear	Lord,	 I’d	 forgotten	 it.	
Odd	name	…	what	was	 it?	Cobra?	
Copra?	Harpo?	Crappo	…?	No,	that	
didn’t	 sound	 right.	 Oh	 yeh	 –	 I’ve	
got	 it:	 Karpo.	 Yes.	 In	 the	 Megaro	
Hotel.	 Do	 you	 think	 they	 have	
meaning,	 any	 of	 these	 words	 that	
one	ritually	encounters?	Or	do	the	
proprietors	of	such	places	just	dip	
into	a	bag	of	Scrabble	tiles	and	ar-
range	 on	 a	 rack	 whatever	 they	

come	up	with	…?
The	exterior	is	wacky:	crazy	geo-

metric	coloured	graphics	covering	
the	whole	of	the	hotel’s	facade.	In-
side	 it’s	 rather	 cramped,	 with	 the	
sort	 of	 furniture	 seen	 in	 2001:	 A	
Space	Odyssey.	The	Gents	is	done	
out	 in	 a	 colour	 scheme	 of	 tar	 and	
blood	 clot	 –	 a	 slab	 of	 black	 glass	
standing	in	for	a	mirror,	and	ren-
dering	 one’s	 face	 into	 a	 mono-
chrome	 death	 mask.	 In	 order	 to	
reach	this	subterranean	hell-hole,	
I	walked	past	the	open	side	door	to	
the	kitchen	…	and	received	the	un-
mistakeable	 whiff	 of	 old	 cooking	
oil.	Oh	dear.	Karpo,	the	actual	res-
taurant,	 is	given	over	 to	a	wall	of	
vertical	 garden,	 hi-tech	 scaffold-
ing	 poles,	 chicken	 wire,	 groovy	
pendants	 that	 look	 like	 slices	 of	
tree	(to	make	everything	look	fash-
ionably	 dim),	 nice	 marble	 tables,	
Eames	Eiffel	chairs,	Robert	Welch	

fine	 and	 heavy	 cutlery	 and	 big	
cloth	 napkins.	 Bridget	 was	 just	
back	 from	 a	 driving	 tour	 of	 Nor-
mandy	 with	 seemingly	 dozens	 of	
brothers,	sisters	and	children:	she	
had	 a	 whale	 of	 a	 time	 –	 and,	 of	
course,	 loved	 the	 food	 and	 drink.	
One	of	her	children	though	had	a	
minor	accident	that	incurred	hav-
ing	a	single	stitch	put	into	his	chin.	
Bridget	was	so	scandalised	by	the	
145	Euros	cost	of	this	that	she	de-
cided	 she	 couldn’t	 possibly	 afford	
to	have	it	removed,	so	did	it	herself	
with	tweezers.

The	menu	was	interesting	–	par-
ticularly	 the	 ‘wood	 fired’	 section:	
hanger	 steak	 (risky	 –	 can	 be	 aw-
fully	like	shoe)	with	chimmichur-
ri,	which	I	thought	was	a	Walt	Dis-
ney	 song,	 but	 turns	 out	 to	 be	 a	
garlic	and	parsley	sauce.	I	went	for	
Middlewhite	pork,	which	you	don’t	
often	 see,	 with	 haricot	 coco,	 sage	
and	 cider.	 Bridget	 ordered	 a	 rib-
eye	 with	 tomato	 confit,	 and	 we	
shared	sides	of	triple	cooked	chips	
and	 green	 beans.	 But	 before	 all	
that,	Bridget	had	a	couple	of	little	
tapas	sort	of	things:	grilled	fennel	
with	 parsley,	 and	 tomatoes	 with	
shallot	 and	 basil.	 This	 latter	 was	
simply	a	plate	of	halved	cherry	to-
matoes	with	green	bits.	The	fennel	
was	 enjoyed	 –	 and	 I	 liked	 very	
much	my	crab	and	avocado	salad	–	
the	 white	 meat	 shredded	 and	
mixed	among	a	puree	of	avocado:	
rather	 posh	 baby	 food.	 So	 both	
starters	were	deemed	a	hit	…	and	
it	was	all	downhill	from	there.	The	
steak	was	okay,	but	not	noticeably	
wood	 fired,	 and	 rather	 overdone.	
Also,	Bridget	said,	“actually	gam-
ey.	Rather	too	well	hung”.	My	pork	
comprised	 two	 fatty	 slices	 in	 an	

even	 fattier	 consomme	 –	 again	
with	 nothing	 wood	 fired	 about	 it.	
The	chips	were	gorgeously	crunchy	
…	but	about	them	there	lurked	that	
deadly	reek	I	had	earlier	picked	up	
on:	 old	 cooking	 oil,	 and	 therefore	
so	very	not	nice.

Wine	was	divided	into	weird	lit-
tle	 sections:	 ‘claret	 and	 serious	
burgundy’	 (up	 to	 £135),	 ‘chilled	
reds’	and	–	get	this	–	‘oceans,	volca-
noes	and	extremities’.	Lordy	Lordy.	
We	 had	 the	 cheapest	 red	 I	 could	
find	 –	 a	 Barbera	 d’Asti	 at	 £26.	 As	
we	sipped	it,	 I	asked	Bridget	who,	
among	her	hundreds	of	interview-
ees	 over	 the	 years,	 had	 she	 most	
enjoyed.	 “It’s	 the	 awful	 ones	 you	
remember,”	 she	 said.	 “Ruby	 Wax,	
Jonathan	 Ross	 …	 hopeless”.	 And	
then	 she	 mentioned	 a	 couple	 of	
very	famous	local	names	who	were	
even	worse	…	and	I’m	not	allowed	
to	tell	you	who	they	are!	Perfectly	
maddening,	isn’t	it?

Mouth-twistingly sour
And	 so	 to	 the	 disaster	 that	 was	

pudding:	 a	 white	 chocolate	 and	
coffee	bean	tart	for	Bridget:	sounds	
great,	 doesn’t	 it?	 Wasn’t,	 though:	
like	curdled	milk,	she	said.	I	had	a	
plum	 tarte	 tatin,	 which	 was	 be-
yond	 disgusting.	 Seven	 whole	
small	 green	 plums,	 	 mouth-twist-
ingly	 sour,	 with	 no	 hint	 of	 cara-
melisation,	 on	 a	 thick	 and	 soggy	
base	of	dough.	I	expressed	my	dis-
pleasure,	 and	 the	 waitress	 took	 it	
off	the	bill.	It	was	only	when	I	got	
home	that	I	discovered	that	on	said	
bill,	 by	 way	 of	 redress,	 the	 £26	
wine	 ‘bargain’	 wine	 had	 mystify-
ingly	become	£36.	Oh	dear.

Regeneration	…?	Well	–	 it’s	cer-
tainly	coming,	but	it’s	not	here	yet.	
As	 we	 left	 it	 was	 to	 the	 non-stop	
and	 ear-shredding	 howl	 of	 sirens	
from	police	cars	and	ambulances:	
still	 the	 King’s	 Cross	 signature	
tune.

n All previous restaurant reviews 
may be viewed on the website www.
josephconnolly.co.uk. Joseph 
Connolly will be at the Hampstead 
& Highgate Literary Festival on 
Tuesday September 11 at 12.30pm 
talking about his new novel 
England’s Lane ... and restaurants.

 Factfile
n KaRpo 
23 Euston Road, NW1 
Tel: 020-7843 2221 
n Open daily 7am-11pm.
n Food: HHHHIIIIII 
n Service: HHHHHHHHII 
n The Feeling: HHHHHHIIII 
n Cost: I racked up a bill of nearly £120 
without remotely understanding how or 
why.

n Joseph with the Ham&High’s features editor Bridget Galton at Karpo 
 Picture: Polly Hancock

Work still to do in King’s Cross 


