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restaurant of the week                                   wine Liz Sagues

The Flash – a quintessential English inn with 
nooks and crannies and exemplary cuisine

 Kate Moss may not have written so much 
as two of her house’s previous incumbents 
(Coleridge and J. B. Priestley) but then I hardly 
suppose that either of those fellows could look 
quite so fetching in skinny jeans

Most villagey of 
pubs is in heart 
of Highgate

As the Hampstead 
poet John Keats so 
very nearly wrote, 
here now upon us is 
the season of  mists 

and mellow lunchfulness. And also 
here, to tell you all about it, is me: 
your close-bosom friend. So – how 
better to celebrate than with a 
bracing amble across the russety 
Heath to Highgate, marvelling 
yet once more how desperately 
fortunate we all are to have this 
capital tract of  moorland plum 
upon our doorstep. Of  course you 
don’t actually have to surround 
yourself  with countryside to 
know that autumn now is come: 
simply glance into the windows 
of  the more upmarket women’s 
clothes shops, which generally 
will be sporting a casual drift of  
orange and tawny leaves, swept 
up maybe by that witch’s besom 
angled so jauntily in the corner. 
For here also is the season when 

our peerlessly talented young 
designers and couturiers quite 
unfailingly invent Harris Tweed 
and tartan … again. While happy 
for you to buy a “statement coat” 
in one or both of  these fabrics, 
they would far prefer you went for 
an “investment piece”  … which 
translates as just another bloody 
coat, though one that will cost 
you the equivalent of  a garden 
maisonette.

Highgate remains untouched by 
all this, however, because – unlike 
in Hampstead – the High Street 
isn’t choked with overpriced and 
chi-chi clothes shops, but still 
is pretty authentic. As I have 
remarked before, were it not for 
the constant noise and dirt created 
by the ceaseless traffic, Highgate 
would be more authentically 
villagey than practically 
anywhere. And – while on that 
subject – I might as well mention 
that I would regard any go-ahead 

Red is an Austrian gem

Sometimes, diversity 
in the wines from a 
single grape variety 
in a single country 
can be wonderful; 

at other times, it’s a mark of  
poor vineyard care or too-
interventionist winemaking. 
In the case of  Austria’s 
blaufränkisch, the diversity falls 
very often into the wonderful 
category – though not quite 
always.

That caveat makes it tricky 
for a wine writer leading 
readers to new and different 
experiences to offer a universal 
recommendation. Even so, I urge 
you to fill your glass with the 
product of  a fresh and aromatic 
grape, largely particular to 
Europe’s eastern fringes where it 
goes under a number of  different 
names.

At its best – and the Austrian 
wine community is generally 
very good at showing off  both the 
general character of  the grape 
and its ability to express the 
individual places where it grows 
– blaufränkisch has splendidly 
concentrated fruit balanced by 
refreshing acidity. There’s an 
argument it may be a parent of  
gamay, and in the lighter styles 
there is sometimes a similarity. 
In bigger, more complex and 
concentrated wines, perhaps not.

Thinking of  Austria as a red 
wine country may seem wrong, 
but over the last three decades 
there has been a huge shift of  
emphasis. In 1985, just 15 per 
cent of  the country’s wine was 
red; now it’s 34 per cent, and 
still growing. Over the same 
period, too, there has been huge 
advancement in red winemaking 
skills.

Blaufränkisch lies second 
in the red planting league, 
well behind its easier-to-grow 
offspring zweigelt. But it is 
the red variety which serious 

growers consider their country’s 
most important, and earlier this 
month it was the subject of  a 
London masterclass led by Jancis 
Robinson MW, combined with 
a tasting of  Austria’s top 100 
examples of  the variety.

Burgenland and adjoining 
regions, the Austrian red 
wine heartland, offer the long 
ripening time the grape needs. 
Microclimates and soils are 
pretty varied, and blaufränkisch 
happily reflects that. Lighter 
crunchy-fruited examples do have 
a beaujolais-like character and 
can be very appealing; move up a 
bit and the results are structured, 
complex, serious wines. Just 
sometimes, new oak is used 
with too much enthusiasm, and 
heavy extraction can leave a hint 
of  bitterness. But the best are 
splendid.

Characteristic
Blaufränkisch can be a long-
lived wine. The “100 best” tasting 
focused on the warm 2009 vintage 
and most examples will repay a 
year or two at least in the cellar. 
The following vintage is quite 
different: 2010 was much more 
difficult for the growers, with 
heavily reduced yields. But there 
were some lovely wines made – 
blaufränkisch’s characteristic 
crisp acidity balances best when 

the wines lighter in alcohol, as 
was often the result in 2010.

Those in the know are lauding 
the 2011s: “gorgeous” is how Peter 
Moser sums them up in the latest 
edition of  his respected Ultimate 
Guide to Austria’s wines, and he 
predicts very good results from 
2012. So there are treats ahead.

Currently, you’re more likely to 
find blaufränkisch on restaurant 
lists than on wine shop shelves, 
but don’t be deterred. Again – 
as for Croatia two weeks ago 
– head to Theatre of  Wine in 
Junction Road, Tufnell Park 
(my apologies for misnaming 
the shop previously), where the 
selection includes two wines from 
the talented Roland Velich: his 
Moric 2011 is a fine introduction 
at £17.90, Moric Neckenmarkt 
Alte Reben 2008, £60.50, marks the 
apogee of  the grape.

Other sources: Lea & Sandeman 
(Nittnaus Kalk und Schiefer 
2011, £16.50); www.winedirect.
co.uk, www.slurp.co.uk (G & H 
Heinrich 2010/2011, £15); Savage 
Selection (Krutzler, Tinhof, 
Schröck – all fine growers), ring 
01451 860896 for prices and details; 
www.nickdobsonwines.co.uk 
(Triebaumer and more); www.
secretwines.co.uk (Gessellman, 
J Heinrich and more); www.
clarkfoysterwines.co.uk (Moric, 
Pittnauer and more).

� Jancis Robinson MW and Willi Klinger, head of the Austrian Wine 
Marketing Board, at the London masterclass Picture: AWMB/Claudia Gannon

Yum Cha Silks & Spice 27-28 Chalk Farm Road, London, NW1 8AG.
Table Booking and General Enquiries: 020 7482 2228 Deliveries and Takeaway Orders: 020 7428 0565

Yum Cha Silks & Spice
is an Oriental restaurant and bar
with 4 karaoke rooms
We specialise in Dim Sum and also Far East Asia cuisines. 

50% off
Dim Sum

Every Monday, Tuesday
& Wednesday after 5.30pm

FREE DELIVERY
020 7428 0565
FOR ORDERS OVER £15 WITHIN 3 MILES
DELIVERY FROM 17.30 UNTIL LATE



 Thursday November 21, 2013, H&H Series 11

                                                                                                                            Joseph Connolly at The Flask

FACTFILE

■ Joseph with Ham&High photographer Nigel Sutton at The Flask in Highgate

to the proposed “development” 
at the site of  the flower stall 
near the Gatehouse as nothing 
short of  arrant, self-serving and 
ill-mannered vandalism, such as 
all we Londoners, alas, have now 
come fully to expect.

The Flask is the quintessential 
village pub … and I hadn’t eaten 
there for more than 10 years, this 
gap accounted for by the fact that 
the lunch I had had then was 
dire beyond dire. But God it’s 
such a beautiful place, cradled 
by The Grove – now home to the 
uber-model Kate Moss (who, 
you might want to know, is often 
photographed wearing silk velvet 
jackets from Zana’s shop in Flask 
Walk, Hampstead). Now Kate may 
not have written so much as two of  
her house’s previous incumbents 

(Coleridge and J. B. Priestley) but 
then I hardly suppose that either 
of  those fellows could look quite 
so fetching in skinny jeans, wedge 
heels and one of  Zana’s silk velvet 
jackets. Horses for courses, really.

Atmospheric
My guest was the esteemed 
and extremely long-serving 
photographer for this very paper, 
Nigel Sutton. I told him I hadn’t 
been here since my son attended 
Highgate School, whereupon he 
recalled photographing there a 
very eminent Old Boy, Sir John 
Betjeman. “He had spotted the 
lavatory he used to use when at 
school and insisted upon not just 
doing so again, but getting me to 
record the event. I did so discreetly, 
from behind his shoulder”. It’s 

very easy to settle into a nook 
in the Flask – or, failing that, 
an accommodating cranny. It’s 
funny how all the features one 
might value in a restaurant – 
high ceiling, generous windows, 
glamorous tables, much space and 
light – are not at all the thing in 
a real old pub: archways to crack 
your head on, low beams, dark 
scumbled walls, thick bottle glass 
in the tiny windows: all good. 
There is also an amazingly creaky 
door: were it opened in the dead of  
night, one would surely expect it to 
be followed by the sonorous tones 
of  Private Fraser, telling us “we’re 
all doomed …!”

“Do you know,” said Nigel, “I 
find I hardly ever eat meat any 
more”. And then he ordered the 
Kentish Shorthorn ribeye steak 

with dauphinoise potatoes, rocket 
and a peppercorn sauce – with a 
side of  green beans with roasted 
garlic. Sounds good for a pub 
though, doesn’t it? I nearly had 
game pie (venison and rabbit) but 
went for pork and leek sausages, 
mash, onion gravy and buttered 
curly kale. Ah – but before all 
that there were starters: Nigel 
very much enjoyed his three 
large and juicy seared scallops 
with a pea veloute and roasted 
red pepper salsa … and I liked too 
my prettily presented marinated 
duck breast – six lean slices – with 
crispy pancetta. We had glasses 
of  Sauvignon and Montepulciano, 
respectively – but beer lovers will 
have a whale of  a time here: apart 
from many real ales on draught, 
there are two pages of  unusual 
beers in bottle.

Ironic 
I asked Nigel how he first came 
to the Ham&High. “I was on the 
Catholic Pictorial – the only non-
Catholic on the staff. Answered 
an ad. That was it”. Indeed – and 
that was in 1966: 47 years ago …! 
“I love it. I particularly like doing 
the children’s nativity plays. And 
flower shows”. Aren’t we lucky 
to have him? And of  course he’s 
done endless celebs, two major 
exhibitions having been devoted 
to his work. “I once lived off  
Abbey Road. Walker Brothers 
were opposite. Groupies always in 
the cemetery there. John Lennon 
crashed his Mini into the wall”. 
I wondered whether there was 
anyone he really would love to 
have photographed …? “Grace 
Kelly” he said immediately. Before 
adding “oh hang on – I did do her, 
actually”. And at the Roundhouse 
he photographed the Stones … The 
Beatles elsewhere. Jimi Hendrix 
got up as Santa, surrounded by 
kiddies: one has to wonder whether 
any one of  them ever overcame 
the trauma. Has he still got all the 
pictures …? “They’re somewhere. 
I’ve got hundreds of  thousands …”

His steak was tender – rare, 
as ordered – the dauphinoise 
in a cylinder: rather too dry, 
he thought, but good flavour: I 
think recently microwaved – but 

everything else seemed to be 
freshly done. My bangers and 
mash was exemplary, the gravy 
glossy and superb. My Lord, how 
this place has improved …! Service 
is friendly, efficient and willing 
… because guess who took the 
photograph? Oh yes: the waitress. 
I know. Irony of  ironies, or what? 
But there it is. And she looked 
quite terrified, poor little thing, 
when Nigel handed her his camera: 
it’s a Canon and it’s like a cannon, 
but heavier. And she (smilingly) 
coped rather well, don’t you think? 
And so to pudding: home made 
vanilla and chocolate ice cream for 
Nigel – good, but a little separated 
in texture, and quite akin to sorbet 
– and a very competent pannacotta 
for me. All in all, a very good and 
jolly lunch.

Nigel likes technology (“I 
actually enjoy it when my 
computer goes wrong”) and doesn’t 
remotely miss the darkroom. 
Photography, quite obviously, is 
his life … but what he really loves 
is Hampstead: “yes …because it 
really does get under your skin”.

Postscript: Now try to guess who 
sailed out of  Kate Moss’s house, 
just at the very moment I was 
walking past the front door …? 
Absolutely nobody whatsoever.

■ Joseph Connolly’s latest novel 
ENGLAND’S LANE is now available 
in paperback (Quercus £8.99). All 
previous restaurant reviews may 
be viewed on the website www.
josephconnolly.co.uk. 

■ THE FLASK
77 Highgate West Hill, N6 
Tel: 020 8348 7346
■ Open (for food) Mon-Thu noon-
3pm, 6pm-10pm. Sat noon-4pm, 
6pm-10pm. Sun noon-4pm, 6pm-
9pm
■ Food: ★★★★★★★★✩✩
■ Service: ★★★★★★★★✩✩
■ The Feeling: ★★★★★★★★✩✩
■ Cost: Three course meal for 
two with modest drink about £80 
– though you can do very well for 
far less.

Bengal Indian Cuisine
●   20% off for dining  ● 10% off collection  
● Free Home Delivery to local area  
●   5 Course Banquet night on every Wednesday  

for only £9.95 per person 
●   Special Chefs Masala sauces 
●    All special occasion catered for including Weddings, 

Birthdays, Anniversaries
* discounts and home delivery on all orders over £12.00. 

Opening Hours Sun - Thurs:12 noon to 2.30pm & 5.30pm - 11.00pm  
Fri - Sat 12 noon to 2.30pm & 5.30pm to 11.30pm 

153 Tottenham Lane, Crouch end, London N8 9BT 

020 8341 1756  ●  020 8341 1819

BOOK  
NOW FOR  
CHRISTMAS


