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‘M SITTING on a banquette at

'I]JcP-a.h-ctbﬁrb.tb:t:an Fpe
- T TR LA miﬁFﬁ pn
noik, eating bread dip
Mmmnﬂiﬂ:nﬂ.rﬂiﬂ

ishes with a list
Mmgu:hmmw

Wﬂmrmmanw'ﬁhﬁan
unahashed celebration of a celebrity
rhzfm:lqnghls1m1gmn!u=
hometown delnst. There will be no
hiding of one's cheffy light under a
Irughee] 2t this resurrected old boozer
— qaite the apposite, in fet

Like God, Mangan {8 unseen yet
everywhere, frorm the menogramimed
shirts on the staff to his prominently
placed cookbook, 1o the multiple
product lines bearing his name,

Do we deduct points for the fact
the titalag chef worlt be part of the
day-to-day operations of his Smath
Melbonrmie gastropub — asids from
the odd visit, during which it is
undeniably thrilling to have the man
himszelf dish up your stesk tartare
while cracking joies jon second
thmaghts, perhaps he wasn't joking]
about putting his name to 2 line of

2 | think naot.

The same dilemma was presented
by a recent opening at Crown and
while [ can understand cynicism
towards “name” chefs leverging
their brand beyond all recognition,
the restaurant business mcoreasmgly
requires a chef fo be more than a
person who's simply a creative cook.

The susccess of The Palao: rests
on the aew he's put in place, indud-
ing the cluef — a lonpg-stasding
Mangan Beutenant known as M) —
an effcient crew of waiters and an
accesaible wine list with plenty of
Tamiliar pames that warl scare the
bank manager.
There have been so many sel
proclaimed, yet loosely defined,
gastropubs popping up, the term has

:rrmu

cenitral comeeit well — accomplished

hiistro food augmented by 2 stusdy
wine list in an unpretentious sething.

Yet it ceptzinly istt the most
glamarous of the new breed. The
mom is functional rather than lovely

The crelly utilitarian flooe cover:
ing is af the sort narmally fourd in
government buildings. Gold-framed
'prn':l::ﬁ'm'l.(.'.hn'les Blackrrans Alice
series bang on the walls but the best
entertuinrment is provided via a plase
wall that separates the kitchen frorm
the diming area, desplaying s hum
i the sound of crashing pans,

The Falace appears to hawe
becorse the adopted harme of ladies
wihvo Junch, which tells you sorme-
thing about the state of dining in
Medbowrne. Lynchis has closed; the
Bt Tus also dosed for renovations.
The Palace has taken the mantie
because not only is it bayside, it isn't
too threatening or fancy, the portions
are good and menfolk are made to
fee] comfortable with 5 selid and
muasculine sedection of sieaks.

The menu is unusually brosd —
12 entrees plus a selection of chanou-
terie, Five steaks, six mains proper
and three larger dishes (i
toast chicken wath all the bits and

pieces) for two bo share. Knowingly
papnhist, it weaves ald-schoal iterms
such as chicken liver parfait (§14)

and caesar salad (§16) with modern
classics. The ubiguitows sl and pep-

:qmﬂ.fmmshnw has a rare
:mwmmmpeumm Teirg
bath very salty and very (Sechuany
peppery, but it exhibits a strange dual
persanality in saddling up with a par-
gnlp puree and a pickled cucumber
and green papaya salad, with a dish
af That-style sauce,

Almoat mayo-like in its creami-
neas, the puree works just fine with
the calamari on s owm, althowgh I'd
advise against going the trifeca.

There's more Asian bias, minus
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Liuerice parfait with e v,

any comfusion, with an amelet folded
over penerous pieces of sweet blue
awimrmer crab [$21), the rchness
affset by a soulful mdso-mustard
broth; testure and subtle favour
prevaded by ertep circles of fried
oo, ekl rshooms, fnely
shredded red chilli and torn mint
Faulllessly lovely. _

If The Palece still has any proving
ko do, it arrives in A main of confit
duck leg ($34] with 3 caramielised
half pear and creany mash in a
moat of lighthy cnmamon-spi
coaking juices. {5 ane af his:
fm classcs that so often fils i the
dfﬂuspucis:pﬂ'f'ﬂ:tpmmﬁﬁtm,
great flavour

There's moare simple enjoyrment
with baby snapper. Whole but Al
leted, it arrives with its head and taal
== a pood idea and certainly somme.
ﬁh‘lg[hann‘tmbeﬂ:n:. although
there are still 2 nurmbes of banes for
the urmwary. Pan-fried then fimished
in the oven, it arrives in a butiery
=auce with capers and cherry teena-
tows, whioke and mussels.

And the negatives? The fres (3%).
Thrir colour should have gven it

PICTURES: [DDIE A

M $34; D $18
Licensed

Wine list A sobd spread of mastly

Reether-fraown Labets at non-

threatening prices; light on with
choes,

avery; they needed a bit irose Lo in
the cooker. But moving on from the
diisa erit of Baccd chips,
there's desgert: a clagsic Elon rmeds,
(515) with whole stawberries and
their swest liquid egeence, meringue
and vanilla cream. There's really not
much o say about it except that ite
glocpay, dopdy, essy 10 ke,

Muore ing is & liguorice
parfait with e ($16). a vew bench-
mark for the mamiage of ingredients
with r.]:s'h: persoralities. The
dense er of aggressively
liquearice-flavoared with
wedges of fresh lime and a libesal
splash of lime syrug is an eye
pumng assilt an the senses, a
knife-edge balance between great and
awful that samehow snatches vichory,

[fs one of those times as a food
writer that you get all excited st the
progpect of telling the readers about
a discovery, until the waitress men-
tone Bt it was featured on a litle
show called MasterChela couple of
days earlier. So you probahly kno all
ahout it aleeady, Just as you probabily
alresdy know that Luke Mangan runs
F in South Mel-
mpcd ﬂ;-:“moﬁhhe watt actually thers.



