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Lunch with president costs a king’s ransom 
»Bedford Row is a very 

beautiful early Georgian 
terrace in Holborn, and in 

terms of quality and preser-
vation, right up there with 
nearby Doughty Street and 
Hampstead’s own Church 
Row. Long ago, there used to 
be there an ancient firm of 
solicitors called Peake & Co 
(now subsumed into the 
mighty and prestigious 
Charles Russell). This firm 
was, I suppose, our family so-
licitor, though I can’t recall 
that they ever did us much 
good. In a basement office de-
liberately and very self-con-
sciously crammed with rolled 
up old briefs, writs and docu-
ments, thick with ribbons 
and dust, our man presided 
in his leather chair, a two-
bar electric fire to his copi-
ous rear, winter and summer. 
He was what we would now 
call ‘old school’: brilliantined 
hair, double breasted pin-
stripe, a diamond ring to his 
pinky, the bulbous face and 
jowls an empurpled road map 
of shattered blood vessels, a 
gold Parker pen always being 
played with among his podgy 
fingers. This, apart from 
Scotch, appeared to be his 
only pastime.

Whiz-bang
I so much doubt whether 

the new and streamlined 
whiz-bang Law Society would 
these days have truck with 
such a member. Because eve-
rything now has to be cool 
and bang on bloody trend, 
and why should the law be 
any different? Among civil-
ians, mention of lawyers is 
not always kindly – while in 
America, it is positively vi-
cious. Example: what do you 
call a dozen lawyers struck 
by lightning? Answer: a 
start. There are loads of films 
and TV shows about lawyers 
across the pond, while in this 
country we tend to dwell 
more upon the glamour of 
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barristers and judges. I 
know nothing of the law 
(apart from Mr Bumble’s 
dictum that it is “a ass – a 
idiot”) and so when I had the 
chance of lunching not just 
within the Law Society itself 
but with its recently in-
stalled president, I leapt at 
the chance (as you would 
too).

The Chancery Lane build-
ing is pedimented, colon-
naded, just around the cor-
ner from the Royal Courts 
of Justice – and, incidental-
ly, not too far from Bedford 
Row. On the railings outside 
is a tiny glass-fronted noti-
ceboard very modestly an-
nouncing the existence of 
Six Clerks restaurant with-
in. It quite reminds you of 
school ... and this feeling is 
rather reinforced when you 
get into the place. Not just 
school, but government of-
fices, with a soupçon of pro-
vincial railway hotel thrown 
in. In theory, anyone is per-
mitted to walk in off the 
street and eat here, but the 
turnstile and uniformed se-

curity guard are not a very 
cosy beginning. I was slight-
ly early to meet Lucy Scott-
Moncrieff, the head honcho, 
the queen of solicitors ... and 
so I sloped into the holding 
area – fairly unwelcoming, 
despite the vase of bright 
pink Edna Everage gladioli 
– where the receptionist and 
a further security guard 
were discussing food. “What 
I do,” said the guard, “is I 
don’t eat anything at all for 
a day, maybe two, and then I 
have a big cream tea.” The 
receptionist, she nodded 
sagely and said: “I like 
chicken tandoori.” I looked 
at the brochures and leaf-
lets on the racks: Measure 
Your Firm’s Risk Imprint. 
Guiding Your Way Through 
The Regulatory Maze. And 
one I liked: We’re Looking 
For Good Solicitors – which 
leaves the way clear for all 
the rest of us who always 
have had this thing about 
bad ones.

Lucy’s name is already 
painted in gold on a wooden 
plaque in the main hall – the 

latest in a roll of all the soci-
ety’s presidents – rather like 
my old school recorded the 
captains of things. I was 
hoping that as I passed 
through to the restaurant 
with Lucy, everyone would 
fall to their knees, grovel, 
bow, or at least strew our 
path with rose petals: Look 
– I am with the numero uno, 
baby, and I want recogni-
tion of the fact! But we met 
with no more than simple 
politeness, so I can’t tell you 
what a downer that was.

Six Clerks is a decent 
square pilastered room with 
suspended metal gantrys 
for not very sympathetic 
lighting, a bar to the rear 
and skinny little modern ta-
bles and chairs of the sort 
you find in the plaice-and-
chips cafeteria of your local 
Debenhams. Lucy is engag-
ing company – aware of the 
eminence of her position, 
but perfectly modest and 
chatty. Although she dines 
out a lot in the evenings, 
lunch, she says, is most of-
ten a sandwich at her desk. 

That wouldn’t suit me at all. 
If I were president of any-
thing, I’d do it the other way 
around: deigning to talk just 
a little bit about work while 
having a proper lunch in a 
decent restaurant. The menu 
here is attractive and entic-
ing – some old favourites, 
but quite a lot of quirkiness: 
like gin and tonic risotto 
with sea bass. “I’ve had 
that,” said Lucy. “It’s really 
great, if you like G&T. But I 
don’t.”

Pigeon breast
She kicked off with Devon-

shire crab and celeriac re-
moulade with avocado and 
crispy prosciutto. This was 
beautifully presented with a 
generous amount of white 
meat shredded and formed 
into a small, inverted basin 
shape, a sliver of prosciutto 
across the top: it snapped 
like a wafer, and the whole 
was pronounced delicious. I 
had gone for pigeon breast 
with peas, chopped little 
beans and raspberries (pos-
sibly poached). The pigeon 
was gamey enough but dense 
and underdone, and there-
fore damned chewy: not too 
enjoyable, though the rasp-
berry worked surprisingly 
well. The service was smiley 
and attentive, if a little awe-
stricken – though I put this 
down to the presence of Lucy, 
who had assured me that no 
one had been tipped off that I 
was reviewing the lunch. As 
we sipped Montepulciano, I 
asked her about her job. 
“The position is only for a 
year, but I can’t practise in 
the meantime. You get a 
house in Carey Street, which 
is nice. And dinners at Man-
sion House are wonderful – I 
love the toastmasters and 
trumpets.”

She enjoyed very much her 
braised leg of spicy lamb 
with cinnamon and young 
vegetables: another shred-

ded turret, browned on the 
top like a crème caramel. My 
fillet of pork came as a cylin-
der chopped into chunks – 
rather dry and overdone, the 
Granny Smith and calvados 
jus adding up to too much 
sweetness. Sides were excel-
lent: al dente broccoli and 
buttered new potatoes, just 
as advertised. As I grazed 
upon a plate of decent Eng-
lish cheese, Lucy suddenly 
piped up: “Another thing I 
have noticed since becoming 
president – I am now much 
funnier: everyone laughs 
uproariously at my jokes.”It’s 
quite a good restaurant, this 
– but, despite the ‘fine din-
ing’ plate presentations, 
pretty damned expensive for 
what it is: more work is 
needed to pull in the passing 
punter – and I gather that 
soon a complete revamp is to 
be undertaken: not a bad 
thing. And in the rain out-
side, self-important gentle-
men with briefcases barge 
unseeingly into their social 
inferiors: it’s the law of the 
jungle out there.

 All previous restaurant 
reviews may be viewed on the 
website www.josephconnolly.
co.uk . Joseph Connolly’s new 
novel, England’s Lane, is 
published by Quercus as a 
hardback and an ebook.

SIX CLERKS 
The Law Society’s Hall, 13 
Chancery Lane WC2 
Tel: 020 7316 5580

 Open Monday to Friday noon to 
2.30pm.

Food:  
Service: 
The Feeling: 

Cost:  While not outrageous, 
rather more than it should be. 
Three course lunch for two with 
wine, about £120.

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
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