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RESTAURANT REVIEW RESTAURANT REVIEW

A confession. When a 
colleague suggested I 

review Ozone — the Taranaki-
via-London coffee roaster’s 
newish all-day eatery in 
Grey Lynn’s Westmoreland 
Precinct — I didn’t really 
take them seriously. I just 
thought it was a cafe that 
served wood-fired pizza at 
night. Good for the kids but 
not a fully-fledged local. Then 
I had a look at the menu, and 
saw that they had handmade 
linguine with tuatua and 
nduja, and I made a booking 
on the spot.

It was a Friday afternoon 
and it was a bit empty, 
though it filled up later — I’m 
not sure if they’re doing a 
roaring trade in the evenings, 
and if they aren’t I hope 
things improve soon. We took 
our kids and we sat in the big, 
generous booths down one 
side with the really comforta-
ble green-leather banquettes. 
There’s a roughly industrial 
feel to the place — it’s a big 
shed and a working roaster, 
and the kitchen sits in the 
middle, open to the whole 
restaurant with a wood-fired 
oven and steel shelving. 

The kids will be five and 
three soon, and they have a 
much-improved attention 
span in restaurants, as long as 
Ira can get to the toilet soon 
after eating, which is a habit I 
remember of my brother back 
in the 1980s. So as long as we 
can be done and dusted inside 

TEXT — SIMON FARRELL-GREEN

SERVING
ACES

Ozone might be trying too 
hard with the food, but it has 
the makings of a great local.

an hour, and the food comes 
quickly, they’re remarkably 
good company. 

As any parent knows, 
you’re even more grateful 
when restaurants know what 
it takes to make that hour not 
just tolerable, but pleasant. 
At Ozone, regardless of 
whether you take your 
children, they treat you with 
a kind of upbeat but highly 
effective casualness that I 
associate with super-casual 
but very good bars and cafes 
in Melbourne. We’ve had 
three waiters across two 
visits to Ozone: they were 
all brilliant; not one of them 
could have done better. They 
knew the wine and beer and 
food lists inside out. They all 
had excellent taste.

It’s always the small things, 
right? On that first visit, they 
let the pizza cool slightly 

before it came to the table, 
and they split one glass of 
juice in two without asking; 
they could see the kids start-
ing to fidget and asked us if 
we wanted another drink, or 
the bill. On a later visit with 
friends, a waiter steered us to 
a cheaper bottle of wine after 
bringing out about four for 
us to taste, and then we sat 
there until about 10 o’clock 
without realising we were 
the last to leave, or feeling 
remotely hurried. Stuff like 
this seems effortless, but 
it’s really hard — and it’s 
even harder to keep up that 
bouncy, infectious energy 
when it’s quiet. Auckland 
hospitality’s biggest failing 
is service: somehow, Ozone 
shows everyone else in the 
category how good a really 
great waiter can be. 

I think the food could do 

Ozone
1/18 Westmoreland St West, Grey 
Lynn. Ph 360 8125 
ozonecoffee.co.nz
Hours: Monday 7am-4pm, Tuesday 
7am-9.30pm, Wednesday-Friday 
7am-10pm, Saturday 8am-10pm and  
Sunday 8am-9.30pm.
Bill: Small $9 to $22; Large $18.90 to 
$36; Pizza $8 to $24; Dessert $12.50.

with a little work. There’s a 
lot of curing and smoking 
— maybe too much. That 
linguine with tua tua and 
nduja was fantastic — juicy 
little tuatua, out of the shell, 
scattered through a thick, 
smoky, spicy sauce that 
didn’t overcome the sweet 
shellfish; the linguine had 
bite to it. We’ve also eaten a 
lovely dish of pork schnitzel, 
a sinfully thick, golden-
brown batter enveloping a 
tender schnitzel, with an 
amazingly zesty green apple 
slaw and a sauce gribiche. 
We loved a dish of blue-moki 
“collars”, deep-fried, the 
fish unctuous and tender, 
falling away and beautifully 
complemented with an 
excellent sauce gribiche and 
a very nice plate of smoked 
carrots with labneh and 
dukkah — smoky and spicy. 

HOW WE REVIEW
WE VISIT RESTAURANTS AT LEAST TWICE AND 
RATE THEM FOR WHAT THEY HAVE SET OUT TO 
DO: A SUPERB BISTRO AND SUPERB FINE-DINER 
BOTH GET 90 OR MORE. OUR SCORES ARE BASED 
ON THE QUALITY OF FOOD, SERVICE, ROOM, 
DRINKS AND X-FACTOR. WE PAY FOR ALL MEALS 
AND DO NOT DECLARE OUR PRESENCE. 

AVOID! AVOID!   UNDER 50
WE’D EAT HERE IF WE HAD TO                                50-59
GOOD, BUT REALLY SHOULD BE BETTER  60-69
PRETTY GOOD 70-79
REALLY GOOD 80-89
AS GOOD AS IT GETS 90-100

The Sugar Club
Level 53, Sky Tower, 72 Victoria 
Street West. Ph 363 6365 
skycityauckland.co.nz/
restaurants/the-sugar-club/
Hours: Open Mon, 11am-9pm,Tue, 
5-9pm, Wed-Sun, 11am-2:30pm, 
5-9pm
Bill: Lunch $59-$129, Dinner $79-159 

TEXT — HENRY OLIVER

NO 
GREAT 
HEIGHTS
The Sugar Club was meant 
to transcend its view, but too 
much of its food is ho-hum.

T hey say the better the 
view, the worse the 

food. And The Sugar Club, 
the fine dining restaurant at 
the top of the Sky Tower, has 
one hell of a view.

On my first visit, I spent 
half of my two-and-a-bit 
hours there with knee-shak-
ing vertigo. I kept my eyes 
settled off into the distance, 
as if in a plane, avoiding 
eye-contact with the streets 
below. A year later, I was 
drawn back by the a plant-
based, low-carbon set menu, 
a display of confidence 
worth rewarding with a 
visit, an open mind, and a 
steady knee. 

At lunch, the shiitake 
mushroom was soft and 
squishy, tasting like an 
enjoyable-but pedestrian pie 
filling shaped like a tartare. 
This was followed, oddly, by 
another tartare, this time of 
smoked beetroot — earthy, 
herbaceous and meaty. It 
was the Impossible Burger 
of vegetable tartares. We 
lapped it up. The steamed 
kūmara was soft and pleas-
ant but monochrome in 
flavour and texture. And the 
broccoli dumplings were so 
forgettable, when a different 
companion ordered them 
on a second visit a couple 
of weeks later, I said, “Oh 
those sound good”.

Dinner on a sweaty Febru-
ary night started on a high 
note with one each from the 

Native Cocktail section. Both 
were home runs — a gin with 
riesling and passionfruit, and 
a gin with harakeke, lemon, 
apricot and chickpea brine, 
the restaurant’s signature 
cocktail ingredient. The wine 
service was just as good — rec-
ommendations were enthusi-
astic and knowledgeable, and 
a slightly obnoxious request 
to lightly chill a wine offered 
at room temperature was 
welcomed with a smile.  

The entrees were excellent. 
The seared octopus was beau-
tifully cooked, soft and but-
tery, with a noodle-like nest 
of daikon and chorizo broth. 
The mushroom dish from the 
previous lunch (on ordering, 
I failed to find a polite way 
to warn off my companion) 
came alive with less cooking 
and more spice — it was firm, 
with an enlivening jolt of 
pepper. The mains were less 
enticing. The dumplings were 
a soggy mash of vegetable in 
a crispy deep-fried shell, like 
an attempt to hide vegeta-
bles from a picky eater. My 
companion called it retire-

ment-home food. The duck 
was soft and nicely medium 
rare, but so gently cooked, 
the remaining fat and sinew 
made it hard to cut, let alone 
chew, and stuck in my teeth 
for the rest of the evening.

The problem with The 
Sugar Club is expectation. 
It’s meant to be the flagship 
restaurant of one of the most 
celebrated and innovative 
New Zealand chefs of his 
generation, yet too much of 
the food fails to justify the 
high price tag. It was meant to 
transcend its view, not rely on 
it. It should be one of the best 
restaurants in the city, not a 
tourist trap. The rumour is 
that Peter Gordon is return-
ing to Auckland this year. It’s 
welcome news. The Sugar 
Club needs him. # 
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But the other night I had 
parpadelle with smoked 
mushrooms and a cured yolk: 
the pasta, again, was de-
lightful, big wide ribbons of 
fresh pasta, cooked perfectly 
al dente, but the sauce was 
overpoweringly rich, at once 
intensely creamy and sour 
and smokey. It’s not often I 
tell people to pull back, but 
this is that rare time. A main 
of mussels, meanwhile, came 
with koji mayo, tamarillo 
powder and whey emulsion, 
and it too was overpowering-
ly rich. 

In short, you get the sense 
they’re trying a little hard, 
as if they’ve got something 
to prove, when really, they 
haven’t — this has the mak-
ings of one of Auckland’s best 
locals.  # 

82 FOOD NEEDS 
IMPROVING, SERVICE 
IS TERRIFIC. 68 INCREDIBLE VIEW, 

DELICIOUS COCKTAILS, 
DISAPPOINTING FOOD.
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L e Bistro des Gourmets 
is the best restaurant in 

Auckland. At least, that’s 
according to TripAdvisor, 
where, at the time of writing,  
it’s at #1 after a comparatively 
small amount of reviews (87; 
The Grove, number 4, has 
1,666). Overseas, I often plug 
into TripAdvisor to help make 
impossible dining decisions, 
and so I was intrigued. How 
did a Parnell restaurant I had 
scarcely heard of climb all the 
way to the top, and is the 
TripAdvisor ranking an accu-
rate reflection of the Auckland 
food scene as we actual  
Aucklanders experience it? 

The restaurant is weird. 
You walk up narrow stairs to 
a vacant entry room that has 
a Getty image of a vineyard 
on a false door. “Where do I 
go now?” I texted my friend. 
It turns out, you need to 
round the corner, where it 
opens up into a quaint white 
table-clothed room with wine 
bottles for decoration. We 
were seated at a lovely table 
by the window, which looks 
out onto Parnell Rd. At eye 
level across from me, two 
bizarre black-and-white stock 
photos of the Eiffel Tower 
sat below a 2006-esque wall 
decal that read ‘Bon Appétit’.

They’ve gotten rid of most 
of the strange and interest-
ing. The whole kidney I read 
about a couple years back? 
Gone. The ox tongue? Gone. 
I can’t begrudge them that — 
who is eating a whole kidney 

TEXT — JEAN TENG

BEST IN 
TOWN? 
MAIS, NON
A TripAdvisor favourite is merely 
pleasantly forgettable.

in 2020? — but a girl wanted 
to try some squidgy kidney. 
Where else could I? I had 
venison sweetbreads with 
truffle instead: overcooked, 
not tender or moist, and 
without a crispy skin around 
them like I’ve enjoyed at 
other restaurants. They were 
in a sauce that could only 
be described as very tasty 
but “generically French”, all 
garlic and onion and white 
wine. “Like the inside of a 
pie filling,” my friend mused. 
This was cooked on a stove 
that the server wheeled 
out tableside — except it 
wasn’t quite tableside, but 
five feet from tableside, due 
to the raised platform my 
table was on. “Do we stand 
up and look?” I asked. The 
host didn’t say a word, but I 
was slightly charmed by the 
whole peculiar formality of it.

I was slightly charmed, too, 
by the French host/somme-
lier, who convinced me to 
drink during a non-drinking 
stint without even saying 
anything except for, “and the 
wine?” I folded like a deck 
of cards. A consultation is 
required because everything 
is in French. I had a chenin 
blanc from Vouvray and 
enjoyed it a lot.

What else did I enjoy? The 
truth is, I enjoyed all of it, 
in the same way you enjoy a 
surprisingly good meal when 
you’re on holiday and stumble 
across a cool-looking restau-
rant within walking distance 

of your hotel. Maybe in that 
sense, it really is the perfect 
TripAdvisor restaurant.  

A plate of lamb rump  
(pâtisson d’agneau en croûte  
d’olives, jus au romarin, 
caviar d’aubergine) was 
cooked nicely, sitting in a 
rosemary jus with the same 
base flavour as the sweet-
breads, and healthy pools of 
eggplant caviar. The caviar 
needed to be richer and more 
luscious; as it was, it was more 
of a puree. The gurnard (pois-
son du marché rôti, étuvée de 
légumes et son jus acidulé) 
was, again, well-cooked and 
nicely seasoned, licked up 
with a clear citrus jus that was 
unevenly sour, served with 
vegetables that were stewed 
beyond recognition but oddly 
appetising because of it 
(“That’s a root vegetable, but 
what root vegetable?”).  If 
anything, both were disap-
pointingly bland and safe 
dishes, though nice to eat.

At dessert, our host tested 
us again on our French. I 
took Japanese in high school, 
so would have had a better 

chance of conversing with 
the tourists at the table next 
to us. Upon recommenda-
tion, we ate a cloud: the île 
flottante aux fruits rouges, 
a meringue that is quickly 
poached. The meringue 
disappears as soon as you put 
it in your mouth, like it was 
never there.

So, is this actually the best 
restaurant in Auckland? No. 
No, but a lot of it was perfectly 
nice, and they obviously know 
their wine. It’s unfortunately 
pleasantly forgettable. They 
need to work on ambience 
(the decal’s got to go, and they 
need to play music) and that 
awkward entrance if  
they want to attract more 
Aucklanders beyond Parnell 
locals. #
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Le Bistro des Gourmets
237 Parnell Rd, Parnell
Ph 374 3938
lebistrodesgourmets.co.nz
Hours: Mon-Sat, 11.30am-2pm; 
5.30-9pm. 
Bill: Mise en bouche $14-$23; 
entrees $16-$18; mains $32-75; 
desserts $15-$18

66 FORGETTABLE FRENCH 
FOOD, WEIRD VIBES. 
GREAT WINE, THOUGH.


