Le Sacre Coeur

I’ve been an intermittent visitor to Le Sacre Coeur for many years, probably in excess of 15 come to think about it, so thought a review was long overdue, especially when given my recent visit which proved as pleasurable as those enjoyed previously.

Le Sacre Coeur is a small French Bistro off the main thoroughfare that is Upper Street in Islington, North London. 

Once you negotiate the narrow and sometimes obstinate front door (occasionally needs a good heave to prompt any movement ), you enter a bijou 'world' literally crammed with small square tables, aligned uniformly with near military precision. 

Having walked-in off the street at 19:20 on a busy Saturday Evening with no booking made, I had some small trepidation as to how likely we were to be fed as it was quite literally, buzzing! 

However, smiles all round when we were greeted by a very pleasant young lady who after checking with the maître d' as to availability, kindly offered us a table, with the proviso that we would have to be done by 21:00. 

A quick nod to my companion and all was agreed. We were then cordially seated at a nice fresh table by the main gangway/thoroughfare. 

At that point, I noticed a free if slightly soiled table had just become vacant by the wall next to a rather welcoming radiator. Not wishing to endure the inevitable frantic traffic from the kitchen which, would undoubtedly necessitate numerous 'slips & rolls' boxing like in order to avoid, I gently asked if we could move. 

After a glance in the direction of the management, my request was acceded to and so we finally settled, comforted by both a tables-width of space and the generated warmth of hard steel.

Menus were dispensed and much needed liquid refreshment ordered. 

The reason for the visit to Le Sacre Coeur, lay largely in the careful positioning of the carte du jour, i.e. 'Today's Specials', which strategically adorned the main window frontage.   

Accordingly, the starter was forgone so the boeuf bourguignon, in truth the reason we originally entered on this cold November eve, could be enjoyed. 

Assuming of course they had any left as a number of other diners clearly felt the same, as half-eaten plates of bourguignon were visible everywhere! 

We were in luck, two orders placed and two accepted! 

So, how was it you ask...?

Well, with the addition of mashed potato and a vegetable medley, exactly what comfort food should be; warm, tasty and earthy enough to grow your dad's sprouts in. 

Furthermore, big chunks of beef and enough flavour to permanently exclude the condiments to the reserve bench forever. 

Absolutely Fab! 

For those who also enjoy the moistening of the throat as an accompaniment, may I also recommend the House White in preference to the Sauvignon blanc. For me, whilst the House was not as sweet, it was just as complex and actually suited this savoury lover better.

The portions were generous and charges whilst not bargain basement, appeared very fair given the overall quality of the food (£12.00 for the main) and general ambience. 

In short, I found the whole evening utterly convivial and so did my companion who pledged to return with, or without me! Lol! 

Thoroughly recommended, and I have to say the fries that accompanied the various steaks looked good enough to frame let alone devour!

Happy Travelling and, eating!  

