If we really are headed for the coldest winter since 1962, then I know where I will be spending it. Club Gascon's newly revamped Le Comptoir is a winter restaurant if ever I've seen one. With all that cassoulet, duck confit, garbure, seven-hour lamb shanks, flageolet beans, foie gras, black pudding, full-fat cheeses, wild mushrooms and truffles floating around, I couldn't bring myself to walk in the door on a sunny day. 

There are things to eat that aren't pork or duck fat, such as roast Catalan sea bass, steamed haddock with sauce vierge, marinated salmon with liquorice and fennel and omelette piperade, but from now until, say, April, the Le Comptoir menu is not so much a dining opportunity as a survival strategy. 

The menu reads like a dream, and is priced accordingly. "Humble beginnings to share" run from £4 to £6.50, while main courses divide into "vegetal", "mer" and "terre", and cut out at £12. Or try the dish of warm pumpkin salad with dollops of snowy white fromage frais (£6.50). The big chunks of roasted French pumpkin are like steamy pumpkin mousse, the fromage frais refreshing against its soothing sweetness. A simple shard of crisp biscuity pastry adds crunch. 

The tall-ceilinged space opposite Smithfield Market retains its counters of cheese and cakes, racks of bread, and shelves of preserves, oils and vinegars. Food is the only décor here, apart from a monochrome mural of the long lost shepherds of Les Landes, who went about on high stilts, the better to watch their flocks and keep their feet dry from the marshes. I've a mind to borrow the idea to get home through Clerkenwell on a Friday night. 

This sort of food can so easily be heavy and rich. Here, it comes across as light and rich instead - all credit to the cook, Laurent Sanchis. Portion size is also regulated by the smallish, rustic, hand-made, oval platters. 

Desserts are limited to the patisserie counter, but a simple little tarte citron (£2.50) shows this is not at all limiting. It is the perfect tart, the pastry crust fine and crisp, the tangy lemon curd barely set. I love it so much I want to cry. 
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The duck floating on a sunny Catalan sea -

April is like a dream.

Snowy-white steaming soothing sweetness:

Long lost shepherds watch their flocks.

I love it so much I want to cry.
