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I DON’T recall her name but we met at Harveys, on the staircase which took customers from 

the restaurant to the toilets. She was a brunette, full-bodied and somewhere in her early forties, 

dolled up in a low-cut black dress and she smiled at me as we passed each other on the steps. I 

interpreted her friendliness as willingness and so I asked, “Would you like to see my office?” 

“Where is it?”  

“Up there.” I pointed towards the top floor to the door marked “Private”, a door which led 

into the room where I would sit post-service, compiling menus and scribbling drawings of dishes 

while the rest of Wandsworth slept. 

Together we galumphed up the stairs, into my office, where we fumbled and groped, 

unzipped and unbuttoned. The newspapers had described me as the Jagger of the Aga. It wasn’t 

hard living up to the reputation. 

Three storeys beneath my office there was a busy restaurant, where customers were eating 

Michelin-starred food and enjoying good company, as you hope to do when you eat out. And amid 

the tables, there was a table for two where a man was sitting alone. He was alone because his 

companion had excused herself and left the table to pop to the loo. The man had filled the first few 

minutes of solitude by observing his surroundings. Perhaps he had been gawping at the celebrities 

on a neighbouring table: Is that Kylie Minogue kissing Jason Donovan?  

Then there came a point, there had to come the point, when he felt concerned by his 

companion’s absence and the questions came into his mind, “Is she okay? Why is she taking so 

long?” He was also feeling uncomfortable: he had done his gawping but was everyone now staring at 

him, wondering whether his date had departed? He was compelled to go and investigate the 

disappearance. He put his napkin on the table, stood up and started walking towards the stairs, the 

stairs which took customers from the restaurant to the toilets. 

 Tinkle, tinkle. The phone rang on my desk and it continued ringing. It was the infernal internal 

ring tone. I answered in the grumpy, aggressive tone of a bloke who has just been interrupted in a 

moment of passion because I was a bloke who had just been interrupted in a moment of passion. On 



the other end of the line was Jean-Christophe Slowik – JC from hereon in – and he relayed the grim 

news:  “The husband is on his way up.” 

“Do you have a husband?” I asked the lady who had been on the other end of my lips. 

“He’s downstairs,” she replied. 

“No,” I said. “No, he’s not.”  

Abort mission, abort mission. The brunette and I rocketed into reverse. Clothes on, zips up. 

She could hardly escape via the door marked “Private” because her husband would spot her. It was 

just too dangerous and risky. There was no alternative. I opened the hatch door which led from my 

office onto the roof and quickly helped her squeeze through the space. Once on the roof she 

positioned herself, crouching out of sight, three storeys up from the pavement but with a terrific 

view of the Common. Just as I was re-adjusting my apron and lighting a Marlboro, I heard footsteps 

at the top of the staircase. I opened the door, assumed I was talking to the husband, and asked, “Can 

I help?”  

“I’m terribly sorry,” he said, apologising for being out-of-bounds, “but I’m looking for my wife. 

Have you by any chance seen her?” 

Seen her? “What does she look like?” I enquired. Brown hair, black dress. I pouted and shook 

my head as he gave a description. I scrunched my face, hoping to send out a signal that I was 

bemused. “Nope,” I said. “Can’t help.” He turned and trotted off, back downstairs, and I opened the 

hatch door, tugging the shivering woman back into the warmth. She rushed back to her table, back 

to her mystified husband, and in time for dessert; the soufflés of chocolate with chocolate sauce, 

possibly, or the crackling pyramide, I don’t know. 

The reason for telling this story – an anecdote entitled Brief Encounter in a Michelin-Starred 

Restaurant – is to give a taster, an amuse bouche, of where Harveys would take me.  

Everything that happened at that restaurant – and what happened to me – seems like a 

dream. It is as if I am witnessing a fantastic rollercoaster ride during which the traveller is zooming 

along at a dizzying, reckless speed but yelling, “Faster, faster, faster…” 

    

 


