The room was decorated in an upmarket, modern minimalist sort of way – crisp white linen napery, polished silverware and sparkling crystal stemware - the gentle clinking of fork and knife on plates indicating that lunch service was in full swing. Muted, almost conspiratorial conversations were occasionally punctuated by restrained laughter. This was a place frequented by bright young things in the world of banking and commerce – a place where fortunes were secured and sometimes lost over the rather excellent Dover Sole Meuniere. A place where favours were curried, along with the lamb.

‘Your usual table Sir?’ asked the immaculately presented maître d’, menus under one arm, leading the way to the small, private table set for two next to the window with views to the bustling street below and the city towers beyond.

‘Thank you Simpkins’ came the reply from the smaller of the two well-dressed men who followed. Both were in their mid-30’s with that cocky easiness that comes with playing with other people’s money for a living, whilst accumulating healthy bank balances for themselves.

‘Give us 5’ the smaller one said dismissively after seats were taken, napkins theatrically flourished and menus proffered.

‘Very good, Sir’ Simpkins replied as he sighed and retreated with the conversation at the table falling to the latest skiing at St Moritz, which private school was best for the kids and whether it was time to update the now two-year-old sports car.

‘Has Sir decided?’ Simpkins enquired on his return to the table, having noticed the menus closed and stacked to the side of the table.

‘Er, yes. Nigel here will have the roast quail and I think I’ll have my usual thanks Simpkins’

‘That will be the pan-fried King Fish Provencale with salad then Sir?’

‘Yes thanks. No, wait a minute, I just remembered – better skip the salad, serve it with vegetables instead’

‘No salad? You always have salad. Every time we come here you have the fish with salad – why the sudden change’ Nigel interrupted.

‘Well I saw my insurance agent yesterday and he seemed to think I wasn’t putting enough away into my Superannuation account...’

‘What the hell has that got to do with salad?’ Nigel asked incredulously.

‘Everything, so it seems. He told me I should be Celery Sacrificing more to secure my future…’

‘Saints preserve us’ Simpkins muttered under his breath

